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CHAPTER XI. 

INFANDl DOLORES. 

Philip’s heart beat very quickly at seeing this grim 
pair, and the guilty newspaper before them, on which 
Mrs. Bayiies’s lean right hand was laid. “So, sir,” 
she cried, “you still honor us with your company: 
after distinguishing yourself as you did the night be- 
fore last. Fighting and boxing like a porter at his 
Excellency’s ball. It ’s disgusting ! 1 have no other 
word for it : disgusting ! ” And here I suppose she 
nudged the General, or gave him some look or signal 
by which he knew he was to come into action ; for 
Baynes straightway advanc(‘d and delivered his fire. 

“ Faith, sir, more bub-ul)-blackguard conduct I never 
heard of in my life ! That ’s tin? only word for it : 
the only word for it,” cries Baynes. 

“ The General knows what blackguard conduct is, 
and yours is that conduct, Mr. Firmin ! It is all over 
the town ; is talked of everywhere : will be in all the 
newspapers. When his lordship heard of it, he was 
furious. Never, never, will you be admitted into the 
Embassy again, after disgracing yourself as you have 
done,” cries the lady. 

“Disgracing yourself, that’s the word. — And dis- 
graceful your conduct was, begad ! ” cries the officer 
second in command. 

“ You don’t know my provocation,” pleaded poor 
Philip. “ As I came up to him Twysden was boasting 
that he had struck me — and — and laughing at me.” 
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And a pretty figure you were to come to a Ball. 
Who could help laughing, sir ? ’’ 

He bragged of having insulted me, and 1 lost my 
temper, and struck him in return. The thing is done 
and caift be ludjied,’^ growled rhilip. 

Strike a little man before ladies ! Very brave 
indeed ! ” cries the lady. 

Mrs. Baynes ! ’’ 

I call it cowardly. In the army we considtu* it 
cowardly to (piarrel before ladies,’’ continues Mrs. 
General B. 

have waited at home for two days to see if he 
wanted any more,” groaned Philip. 

^^Oh, yes! After insulting and knocking a little 
man down, you want to murdm* him 1 And you call 
that the conduct of a Christian — the conduct of a 
gentleman ! ” 

‘^The conduct of a rufiian, by George 1” says Gen- 
eral Baynes. 

It was prudent of you to clioose a very little man, 
and to have the ladies within hearing ! ” continues Mrs. 
Baynes. Why, I wonder you have n’t beaten my 
dear children next. Don’t you, General, wonder he 
has not knocked down our ])oor boys ? They are 
quite small. And it is evident that ladies being pres- 
ent is no hindrance to Mr. Firmin’s hoxtng-rrifttches.'^^ 

^^The conduct is gross and unworthy of a gentle- 
man,” reiterates the General. 

You hear what that man says — that old man, who. 
never says an unkind word ? That veteran, who has 
been in twenty battles, and never struck a man before 
women yet ? Did you, Charles ? He has given you 
his opinion. He has called you a name which I won’t 
soil my lips with repeating, but which you deserve. 
And do you suppose, sir, that I will give my blessed 
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child to a man who has acted as you have acted, and 

boon called a ? Charles ! General ! I will go to 

my grave rath(*r than see my daughter given up to 
such a man ! 

Good lieavens ! ” said riiiljp, his knees trembling 
under him. You don^t mean to say that you intend 
to go from your word, and — ” 

“ Oh ! you threaten about money, do you ? Because 
your father was a cheat, you intend to try and make 
us suffer, do you ? ’’ slirieks the lady. “ A man who 
strikes a little man before ladies*will commit any act 
of cowardice, I dare say. And if you wish to beggar 
my family, because your father was a rogue — 

My dear ! ” interposes the General. 

Was n’t he a rogue, Baynes ? Is there any deny- 
ing it? Haven’t you said so a hundred and a 
hundred times ? A nice family to marry into ! No, 
Mr. Firmin ! You may insult me as you please. You 
may strike little men before ladies. You may lift 
your great wicked hand against that poor old man, in 
one of your tipsy fits : but 1 know a mother’s love, a 
mother’s duty — and 1 desire that we see you no more.” 

“ Great Powers ! ” cries Philip, aghast. “ You 
don’t mean to — to separate me from Charlotte, 
General? I have your word. You encouraged me. 
I shall break my heart. T’ll go down on my knees to 
that fellow. I’ll — oh! — you don’t mean what you 
say ! ” And, scared and sobbing, the ])oor fellow 
clasped his strong hands together, and appealed to 
the General. 

Baynes was under his wife’s eye. I think,” he 
said, ^^your conduct has been confoundedly bad, dis- 
orderly, and ung(‘ntloinanlikc. You can’t support my 
child, if you marry her. And if you have the least 
spark of honor in you, as you say you have, it is you, 
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Mr. Firmin, wlio will break off tlie match, and release 
the poor child from certain misery. Hy Geoi’ge, sir, 
how is a man who fights and cxuarrels in a nobleman's 
ball-room to get on in the world ? How is a man, 
who can’t afford a decent coat to liis back, to ki^c]) a 
wife ? The more I have known you, the more I have 
felt that the engagement would bring misery u])on 
my child! Is that what you want? A man of 
honor — ” (“/fb/rnr/ ” in italics, from Mrs. Baynes.) 
‘‘Hush, my dear ! — A man of spirit would give her 
up, sir. What have you to olfer but beggary, by 
George ? Do you want m3" girl to come home to 
your lodgings, and mend your cloth(‘s ? ” — ‘‘I think 
I put that point pretty well. Bunch, my boy,” said 
the General, talking of the matter afterwards. “1 
hit him thei’e, sir.” 

The old soldier did indeed strike his adversary 
there with a vital stab. PhilixVs coat, no doubt, was 
ragged, and his purse but light. He had sent Jiioney 
to his father out of his small stock. There were one 
or two servants in the old house in Parr vStreet, who 
had been left without their wages, and a ]>art of these 
debts Philip had paid. He knew his own violence of 
temper, and his unruly independence. He thought 
very humbly of his talents, and often doubted of his 
cap'acity to get on in the world. In his less hopeful 
moods, he trembled to think that he might be bring- 
ing poverty and unhappiness upon his dc‘arest little 
maiden, for whom he would joyfully have sacrificed 
his blood, his life. Poor Pliilip sank back sickening 
and fainting almost under Baynes’s words. 

“ You ’ll let me — you ’ll let me see her ? ” he 
gasped out. 

“ She ’s unwell. She is in her bed. She can’t 
appear to-day ! ” cried the mother. 
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Oh, Mrs. Baynes ! I must — I must see her/' 
Philip said; and fairly broke out in a sob of pain. 

This is the man that strikes men before women ! " 
said Mrs. Baynes. Very courageous, certainly ! " 

By George, Eliza ! ” the General cried out, starting 
up, ‘‘ it ’s too bad — ” • 

Infirm of purpose, give me the daggers ! " Philip 
yelled out, whilst describing the scene to his biog- 
rapher in after days. ‘‘Macbeth would never have 
done the murders but for that little quiet woman at 
his side. When the Indian prisoners are killed, the 
squaws always invent the worst tortures. You should 
have seen that fiend and her livid smile, as she was 
drilling her gimlets into my heart. I don't know how 
I offended her, I tried to like her, sir. I had 
humbled myself before her. I went on her errands. 
I played cards with her. I sat and listened to her 
dreadful stories about Barrac.kpore and the Gov- 
ernor-General. I wallowed in the dust before her, 
and she hated me. I can see her face now ; her cruel 
yellow face, and her sharp teeth, and her gray eyes. 
It was the end of August, and pouring a storm that 
day. 1 suppose my poor child was cold and suffering 
up stairs, for L lieard the poking of a fire in her little 
room. When T hear a fire poked overhead now 
— twenty years after — the whole thing comes back to 
me; and 1 suffer over again tliat infernal agony. 
Were I to live a thousand years, I could not forgive 
her. I never did her a wrong, but 1 can't forgive 
her. Ah, my heaven, how that woman tortured 
me I " 

“I think I know one or two similar instances," 
said Mr. Firniin's biographer. 

“ You are always speaking ill of women," said Mr 
Pirmin’s biographer's wife. 
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‘‘No, thank Heaven!” said the giMitleinan. ^‘1 
think I know some of whom T never thouglifc or spoke 
a word of evil. My dear, will you give Philip some 
more tea ?” and with this the gentleman’s narrative 
is resumed. 

The rain was beating down the avenue as Philip 
went into the street. lie looked up at Cliarlott<‘’vS 
window : but there was no sign. There was a flicker 
of a fire there. The poor girl had the fevtu*, and was 
shuddering in her little room, weeping and sobbing on 
Madame Smolensk’s shoulder. “Que c’ etait pi tie a 
voir,” madame said. Her mother had told her she 
must break from Philip ; had invent(‘d and s])oken a 
hundred calumnies against him ; declared tliat he 
never cared for her ; that he had loose principles, and 
was forever haunting theatres and bad company. 
“It’s not true. Mother, it’s not true!” the little girl 
had cried, flaniing up in revolt for a moment : but she 
soon subsided in tears and misery, utterly broken by 
the thought of her calamity. Tlieii her father liad 
been brought to her, who had been made to believe 
some of the stories against poor Philip, and- who was 
commanded by his wife to impress them upon the girl. 
And Baynes tried to obey orders ; but he was seared 
and cruelly pained by the sight of his little maiden’s 
grief and suffering. He attempted a weak expostula- 
tion, and began a speech or two. But his heart failed 
him. He retreated behind his wife. She never hesi- 
tated in speech or resolution, and her language became 
more bitter as her ally faltered. Philip was a drunk- 
ard; Philip was a prodigal ; Philip was a frequenter 
of dissolute haunts and loose companions. She had 
the best authority for what she said. Was not a 
mother anxious for the welfare of her own child? 
(“ Begad, you don’t suppose your own mother would do 
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anything that was not for your welfare, now ? ” broke 
in the (ieneral, feebly.) yon think if he had not 

been drunk lie would luive ventured to eoniinit such 
an atrocious outrage as that at th(‘ Embassy ? And 
do you suppose 1 want a drunkard and a beggar to 
marry niy daughter? Your ingratitude, Charlotte, is 
horribh* ! ” cries mamma. And poor Philip, charged 
with drunkenness, had dined for seventeen sous, witli 
a carafon of bein*, and had counted on a supper that 
night by little Charlotte’s side ; so, whih‘ the child 
lay sobbing on her bed, the mother stood over hci. 
and lashed her. For General Paynes, — a brave man, 
a kind-heai'ted man, — to have to look on whilst this 
tort-ure was inflicted, must have been a hard duty. 
He could not eat the boarding-house dinner, though 
he took his ])lace at the tables at the sound of the dis- 
mal bell. Madame lierself was not present at the 
meal ; and you know jioor Charlott(?’s place was 
vacant. Het father went up stairs, and paused by 
her bedroom dooi*, and listened. He heard murmurs 
within, and madame’s voice, as h(‘ stumbled at the door, 
cried harshly, Qui est la ? ’’ He entered. Madame 
was sitting on the bed, with Cliarlotte^s head on her 
lap. The thick brown tresses were falling over the 
chihPs white night-dress, and she lay almost motion- 
less, and sobbing feebly. ‘‘ Ah, it is you, General ! 
said madame. ‘^You have done a pretty work, sir!’’ 

Mamma says, won’t you take something, Charlotte 
dear ? ” faltered the old man. Will you leave her 
tranquil ?” said madame, with her deep voice. The 
father retreated. When madame went out 2)resently 
to get that panacea, wie fasse de the, for her poor little 
friend, she found the old gentleman seat(*d on a 2M)rt- 
manteau at his door. “Ts she — is she a little better 
now ? ”, he sobbed out. Madame shrugged her shouL 
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ders, and looked down on the veteran with superb 
scorn. ‘^Vous n’etes qu’un poltron, Gchieral ! she 
said, and swt‘pt down stairs. Daynes was beaten 
indeed. He was suffering horrible pain. He was 
quite unmanned, and tears were trickling down his 
old cheeks as he sat wretchedly there in the dark. 
His wife did not leave the table as long as dinner and 
dessert lasted. Blie read Galiguani resolutely after- 
wards. She told the children not to iinike a noise, as 
their sister was up stairs with a bad h(‘ad;i(‘he. Dut 
she revoked that statement as it were (as slu' n'voked 
at cards i)resently), by asking tlu^ Miss Doldcu'os to 
play one of their duets. 

I wonder whether Philip walked up and down be- 
fore the house that night? Ah! it was a dismal 
night for all of them : a racking pain, a cruel sense 
of shame, tlirobbed under Baynes’s (‘otton tassel ; and 
as for Mrs. Baynes, I hope there was not much rest 
or comfort under her old night-cap. iAfadame passed 
the greater part of the night in a grcnit chair in Char- 
lotte^s bedroom, where the poor child heard the hours 
toll one after the other, and foinid* no comfort in 
the dreary rising of the dawn. 

At a very early hour of the dism.'il rainy morning, 
what made poor little Charlotte fling her arms round 
madame, and cry out, Ah, que je vous aiiue ! ah, 
que vous etes bonne. Madame I ’’ and smile almost 
happily through lier tears ? Tn the first place, 
madame went to Charlotte^s dressing-table, wiience 
she took a pair of scissors. Then the little maid sat 
up on her bed, witri ner orown nair clustering over 
her shoulders ; and madame took a lock of it. and cut 
a thick curl ; and kissed poor little Char]otte/s red ey(»s ; 
and laid her pale che(‘k on the pillow, and carefully 
covered her ; and bade her, with many tender words. 
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to go to sleep. If you are very good, and will go to 
slec'p, he shall have it in half an hour/^ madaine said. 

And as I go down stairs, I will tell Fran 9 oise to 
have some tea ready for you when you ring.^’ And 
this promise, and the thought of what madame was 
going to do, comforted Charlotte in her misery* And 
with many fond, fond prayers for Philip, and con- 
soled by thinking, “Now she must have gone the 
grciiter part of the way ; now she must be with him ; 
now he knows 1 will never, never love iu\y but him,” 
slie fell asleep at length on her moistened pillow : and 
was smiling in her sleep, and I dare say dreaming of 
Philip, when the noise of tlie fall of a piece of furni- 
ture roused her, and she awoke out of her dream to 
see the grim old mother, in her white night-cap and 
white dressing-gown, standing b}" her side. 

Never mind. “She has seen liim now. She has 
told him now,” was the child’s very first thought as 
her eyes fairly opened. “He knows that I never, 
never will think of any but him.” She felt as if she 
was actually there in Philip’s room, speaking herself 
to him ; murmuring vows which her fond lips had 
whispered many and many a time to her lover. And 
now he know she would never break them, she was 
consoled and felt more courage. 

“ You. have had some sleep, Charlotte ? ” asks Mrs. 
Baynes. 

“Yes, I have been asleep. Mamma.” As she speaks, 
she feels under the pillow a little locket containing — 
what ? 1 suppose a scrap of Mr. Philip’s lank hair. 

“1 hope you are in a less wicked frame of mind 
than when I left you last night,” continues the 
matron. 

“ Was T wicked for loving Philip ? Then I am 
wicked still, Mamma!” cries the child, sitting up in 
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her bed. And she clutclies that little lock of hair 
whkdi nestles under her fallow. 

What nons(niso, child ! This is wliat you get 
out of your stupid novels. I tell you he does not 
think about you. He is tpiite a reckless, careless 
libertine.” 

“ Y'es, so reckless and careless that we owe him the 
bread we eat. He does n’t think of me ! Does n’t he ? 
Ah — ” Here she paused as a clock in a neighboring 
chamber began to strike. “Now,” she thought, “he 
has got my message ! ” A smile dawned over her 
face. She sank back on her pillow, turning her head 
from her mother. She kissed the locket, and mur- 
mured: “Not think of me! Don’t you, don’t you, 
my dear ! ” She did not heed the woman by her side, 
hear her voic(^, or for a moment seem aware of her 
presence. Cliarlotte was away in Thilip’s room ; she 
saw him talking witli her messenger ; heard his voice 
so deep and so sweet; knew that the ])romises he 
had spoken he never would break. With gleaming 
eyes and flushing cheeks she looked at her inotlKU*, 
her enemy. She held her talisman locket and pressed 
it to her heart. No, she would never be untrue to 
him ! No, he would never, never desert her ! And 
as Mrs. Baynes looked at the honest indignation 
beaming in the cliild’s face, she read Charlotte’s re- 
volt, defiance, perhaps victory. The meek cliild who 
never before had (piestioned an order, or formed a 
wish which she would not sacrifice at her mother’s 
ordei’, was now in arms asserting independence. But 
I should think mamma is not going to give up the 
command after a single act of revolt ; and that she 
will try more attempts than one to cajole or coerce 
her rebel. 

Meanwhile let Fancy leave the talisman locket 
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nestling on Charlotte’s little heart (in which soft 
shelter methinks it were pleasant to linger). Let her 
wrap a shawl round her, and affix to her feet a pair 
of stout goloshes ; let her walk rapidly through the 
muddy Champs Elysees, where, in this inclement 
season, only a few policemen and artisans are to be 
found moving, Let her pay a halfpenny at the Pont 
des Invalides, and so march stoutly along the quays, 
by the Chamber of Deputies, where as yet deputies 
assemble : and trudge along the river side, until she 
reaches Seine Street, into which, as you all know, the 
Rue Poussin debouches. This was the road brave 
Madame Smolensk took on a gusty, rainy autumn 
morning, and on foot, for fivcrfranc pieces were 
scarce with the good woman. P)efore the Hotel 
Poussin” (ah^ qiCon y 6tait hien a vlngt am!) is a 
little paint(ul wicket which opens, ringing, and then 
there is tlie passage, you know, with the stair leading 
to the upper regions, to Monsieur Philippe’s room, 
wliich is on the first floor, as is that of Bouchard, the 
painter, who has his atelier over the way. A bad 
painter is Bouchard, but a worthy friend, a cheery 
companion, % modest, amiable gentleman. And a 
rare good fellow is Laberge of the second floor, the 
poet from Carcassonne, who pretends to be studying 
law, but whose heart is with the Muses, and whose 
talk is of Victor Hugo and Alfred de Musset, whose 
verses he will repeat to all comers. Near Laberge 
(I think I have heard Philip say) lived Escasse^ a 
Southern man too — a ca])italist — a clerk in a bank, 
quoi ! — whose apartment was decorated sumptuously 
with his own furniture, who had Spanish wine and 
sausages in cupboards, and a bag of dollars for a 
friend in need. Is Escasse alive still ? Philip Fir- 
min wonders, and that old colonel, who lived on the 
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same floor, and who had been a prisoner in England ? 
What wonderful descriptions that Colonel Dujayret 
had of lea Meess Anglaises and their singularities of 
dress and behavior ! Though conquered and a pris- 
oner, what a conqueror and enslaver he was, when in 
our country ! You see, in his rough way, Philip used 
to imitate these people to his friends, and we almost 
fancied we could see the hotel before us. It was 
very clean ; it was very cheap ; it was very dark ; it 
was very cheerful ; — cai)ital coffee and bread-and- 
butter for breakfast for fifteen sous ; capital bedroom 
an 'premier for thirty francs a month — dinner if you 
would for I forget how little, and a merry talk round 
the pipes and the grog afterwards — the grog, or the 
modest eau stccree. Here Colonel Duj arret recorded 
his victories over both sexes. Here Colonel Tymow- 
ski sighed over his enslaved Poland. Tymowski was 
the second who was to act for Philip, in case the 
Ringwood Twysden affair should have come to any 
violent conclusion. Here Laberge bawled poetry to 
Philip, who no doubt in his turn confided to the 
young Frenchman his own hopes and passion. Deep 
into the night he would sit talking of hfb love, of her 
goodness, of her beauty, of her innocence, of her 
dreadful mother, of her good old father. Que sgais-je ? 
Have we not said that when this man had anything 
on his mind, straightway he bellowed forth his opin- 
ions. to the universe ? Philip, away from his love, 
would roar out her praises for hours and hours to 
Laberge, until the candles burned down, until the 
hour for rest was come and could be delayed no 
longer. Then he would hie to bed with a prayer for 
her ; and the very instant he awoke begin to think 
of her, and bless her, and thank God for her love. 
Poor as Mr. Philip was, yet as the possessor of health, 
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content, honor, and that priceless pure jewel the girl’s 
love, I think we will not pity him much ; though, on 
the night when he received his dismissal from Mrs. 
Baynes, he must have passed an awful time, to be 
sure. Toss, Philip, on your bed of pain, and doubt, 
and fear. Toll, heavy hours, from night till dawn. 
Ah! ’twas a weary night through which two sad 
young hearts heard you tolling. 

At a pretty early hour the various occupants of 
the crib at the Hue Poussin used to aj)pear in the 
dingy little salleAi-maiufer, and ]jartake of the break- 
fast there provided. Monsieur Menou, in his shirt- 
sleeves, shared and distributed the meal. Madame 
Menou, with a Madras handkerchief round her grizz- 
ling head, laid down the smoking coffee on the shin- 
ing oil-cloth, whilst each guest helped himself out of 
a little museum of napkins to his own particular 
towel. The room was small : the breakfast was not 
fine : the guests who partook of it were certainly not 
remarkable for the luxury of clean linen ; but Philip 
— who is many years older now than when he dwelt 
in this hotel, and is not pinched for money at all 
you will be pleased to hear (and between ourselves 
has become rather a gourmand), — declares he was a 
very happy youth at this humble “ H6tel Poussin,” 
and sighs for the days when he was sighing for J\Iiss 
Charlotte. 

Well, he has passed a dreadful night of gloom and 
terror. I doubt that he has bored Laberge very 
much with his tears and despondency. And now 
morning has come, and, as he is having his breakfast 
with one or more of the before-named worthies, the 
little boy-of-all-work enters, grinning, his lAamat 
under his arm, and cries Une dame pour M. 
Philippe ! ” 
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Une dame!’’ says the French colonel, looking up 
from his paper. Allez, inauvais sujet ! ” 

Grand Dieu ! what has happent‘d ? ” cri(‘s Philip, 
running forward, as he recognizes niadaine’s tall 
figure in the passage. They go up to his room, I 
suppose, regardless of the grins and sneers of the 
little boy with the phunet^ who aids the maid-servant 
to make tlie beds ; and who thinks Monsieur Philippe 
has a very elderly aequaintance. 

Philip closes tlie door upon his visitor, who looks 
at him with so much hope, kindness, confidence in 
her eyes, that the i)oor fellow is (uicouraged almost 
ere she begins to speak. “ Yes, you hav(3 reason ; 
I come from the little person,’’ Madame Smolensk 
said. The means of resisting that poor dear angel ! 
She has passed a sad night ! What ? You, too, 
have not been to bed, poor young man ! ” Indeed 
Philip had only thrown hims(df on his bed, ami 
had kicked there, and had groaned there, and had 
tossed there ; and had tried to read, and, J dare say, 
remembered afterwards, with a strange interest, the 
book he read, and that other thought which was 
throbbing in his brain all the time whilst he was 
reading, and whilst the wakeful hours went wearily 
tolling by. 

in effect,” says poor Philip, rolling a dismal 
cigarette; “the night has not boon too fine. And she 
has suffered too ? Heaven bless her ! ” And then 
Madame Smolensk told how the little dear angel had 
cried all the night long, and how the Smolensk had 
not succeeded in comforting her, until she promised 
she would go to Philip, and tell him that his Charlotte 
would be his for ever and ever ; that she never could 
think of any man but him; that he was the best, 
and the dearest, and the bravest, and the truest 
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Pliilip, and that she did not' believe one word of those 
wicked stories told against him by — ^^Hold, Mon- 
sieur Philippe, T suppose Madame la G^nerale has 
been talking about you, and loves you no more,’’ cried 
Madame Smolensk. “ Wo other women are assassins 
— assassins, see you ! But IMadame la Geiuu'ale went 
too far with the little maid. She is an obedient little 
maid, the dear Miss! — trembling before her mother, 
and alwa3^s ready to yield — onl^^ now h(‘r spirit is 
roused ; and she is yours and yours only. The lit- 
tle dear, gentk child ! Ah, how ])retty she was, lean- 
ing on my shoulder. 1 held her there — \ts, there, 
my poor gar<^07i, and I cut this from her neck, and 
brought it to thee. Come, embrace me. Weep ; that 
does good, Philip. I love thee well. Go — and thy 
little — it is an angel ! ” And so, in the hour of their 
pain, myriads of manly lunirts have found woman’s 
love ready to soothe their anguish. 

Leaving to Philip that thick curling lock of brown 
hair (from a head where now, mayhaj), there is a line 
or two of matron silver), this Samaritan plods her 
way back to lu'r own house, where her own cares 
await her. But tliough the way is long, madame’s 
step is lighter now, as she thinks how Charlotte at 
the journey’s end is waiting for news of Pliilip; and 
I suppose there are more kisses and embraces, whtm 
the good soul meets with the little suffering girl, and 
tells her how Philip will remain forever true and 
faithful; and how true love must come to a hap])y 
ending; and how she, Smolensk, will do all in Ikm* 
power to aid, comfort, and console her young friends. 
As for the writer of Mr. Philip’s memoirs, you see T 
never try to make any concealments. I have told 
you, all along, that Charlotte and Philip are married, 
and I believe they are happy. But it is certain that 
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they suffered dreadfully at this time of their liveiS; 
and my wife says that Charlotte, if she alludes to the 
period and the trial, speaks as though tiiey had both 
undergone some hideous operation, tlie remembrance 
of which forever causes a pang to the memoiy. So, 
my young lady, will you have your trial one day, to 
be borne, pray Heaven, with a ineek spirit. Ah, how 
surely the turn conies to all of us ! Look at Madame 
Smolensk at her luncheon-table, this day after her 
visit to Philip at his lodging, after comforting little 
Charlotte in her pain. How brisk sJitj is ! How 
good-natured ! How she smiles ! How she speaks to 
all her company, and carves for her guests ! You do 
not suppose she has no griefs and cares of her own ? 
You know better. I dare say sln^ is thinking of her 
creditors ; of her poverty ; of that accepted bill which 
will come due next week, and so forth. The Samari- 
tan who rescues you, most likely, has been robbed 
and has bled in his day, and it is a wounded arm that 
bandages yours when bleeding. 

If Anatole, the boy who scoured the plain at the 
^^Hdtel Poussin,’’ with his jplumet in his jacket-pocket, 
and his slippers soled with scrubbing brushes, saw 
the embrace between Philip and his good friend, I 
believe, in his experience at that hotel, he never wit- 
nessed a transaction more honorable, generous, and 
blameless. Put what construction you will on the 
business, Anatole, you little imp of mischief! your 
mother never gave you a kiss more tender than that 
which Madame Smolensk bestowed on Philip — than 
that which she gave Philip — than that which she 
carried back from him and faithfully placed on poor 
little Charlotte’s pale round cheek. The world is full 
of love and pity, I say. Had there been less suffer- 
ing, there would have been less kindness. I, for one. 
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almost wish to be ill again, so iliat the friends who 
succored me might once more come to my rescue. 

To poor little wounded Charlotte in her bed, our 
friend the mistress of the boarding-house brought 
bac^k inexpressible comfort. Wliatever might betide, 
Philip would never desert her ! Tliiiik you 1 would 
ever have gom^ on such an embassy for a French girl, 
or interferr(‘d between her and her parents ? ’’ ma- 
dame asked. ^Never, never I But you and Monsieur 
Philippe are already betrothed before^ Heaven ; and I 
should despise you, Charlott(', I should d(;spise him, 
• were either to draw back.’’ This little j)oint being 
settled in Miss Charlotte’s mind, 1 can fancy she is 
immensely soothed and comforted ; that hope and 
courage s(‘ttle in her heart; that the color (*.omes back 
to her young cheeks ; that she can come and join her 
family as she did yesterday. I told you she never 
cared about him,” says Mrs. Baynes to her liusband: 

Faith, no : she can’t have cared for him much,” says 
Baynes, with something of a sorrow that his girl 
should be so light-minded. But you and 1, who have 
been behind th(‘. scenes, who have peeped into Philip’s 
bedroom and behind poor Charlotte’s modest curtains, 
know that the girl had revolted from her parents ; 
and so children will if tin*, authority exercised over 
them is too tyrannical or unjust. Gentle Charlotte, 
who scanHi ever resisted, was aroused and in re- 
bellion : honest Charlotte, who used to speak all her 
thoughts, now hid them, and deceived father and 
mother; — yes, deceived: — what a confession to 
make regarding a young lady, the prima donna of our 
opera! Mrs. Jkiyiies is, as usual, writing her lengthy 
scrawls to sister MaeWhirter at Tours, and informs 
the Major’s lady that she has very great satisfaction 
in at last being able to announce that that most im* 
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prudent and in all respects ineligible engagement 
between her Charlotte and a certain young man, son of 
a bankrupt London physi(;ian, is come to an end. 
Mr. F/s conduct has been so wild, so gross, so dis- 
orderly and ungentlemanlike, that tlie (hmcral (and 
you know, Maria, liow soft and sweet a tempered man 
Baynes is) has told Mr. Finniu his opinion in un- 
mistakable words, and forbidden him to continue 
his visits. After secdng him ev(^ry day for six 
months, during which time she has accustomed her- 
self to his peculiarities, and his often (ioarse and 
odious expressions and condiic.t, no wonder the sepa-ra- 
tion has been a sho(*.k to d(*ar Ciuir, though L b(di(‘ve 
the young man feels nothing wIk^ has been the cause 
of all this grief That he cares but little for her, has 
been my opinion all along, though she, arth^ss child, 
gave him her whole aifecdion. lie has been ac- 
'Customed to throw over women ; and the brother of a 
young lady whom Mr. F. had courted and left (and 
who has made a most excellent matcfi since*), showed 
his indignation at Mr. F.’s conduct at the Kmbassy 
ball the other night, on which the young man took 
advantage of his greatly superior size and strengtli to 
begin a vulgar boxing-match, in which both parties 
were severely wounded. Of course you saw the para- 
graph in ‘Galignani’ about the whole affair. I sent 
our dresses, but it did not print them, though our 
names appeared as amongst ^he company. Anything 
more singular than the appearance of Mr. F. you ciaii- 
not well imagine. I wore my garnets ; Charlotte 
(who attracted universal admiration) was in etc. etc. 
Of course, the separation has occasioned her a good 
deal of pain; for Mr. F. certainly behaved with much 
kindness and forbearance on a previous occasion. 
But the General will not hear of the continuance of 



ON HIS WAY THROUGH THE WORLD. 223 


*the connection. He says the young man’s conduct 
has been too gross and shameful; and when once 
roused, you know, I might as well attempt to chain a' 
tiger as Baynes. Our poor Char will suffer no doubt 
in consequence of the behavior of this brute, but she 
has ever been an obedient child, who knows how to 
honor her father and mother. She hears xij> wonder- 
fully^ though, of course, the dear child suffers at the 
parting. I think if she were to yo to you and Mac- 
Whirter at TourSj for a month or two, she would be all 
the better for change of air, too, dear Mac. Come 
and fetch her, and we will pay the dawk. She would 
go to certain poverty and wretchedness did she marry 
this most violent and disreputable young man. The 
General sends regards to Mac, and I am,” etc. 

That these were the actual words of Mrs. Baynes’s 
letter I cannot, as a veracuous biographer, take upon 
myself to say. 1 never saw the document, though I 
have had the good fortune to peruse others from the 
same hand. Charlotte saw the letter some time after, 
upon one of those not unfrecpient occasions, when a 
quarrel occurred between the two sisters — Mrs. Major 
and Mrs. General — and Charlotte mentioned the 
contents of the letter to a friend of mine who has 
talked to me about liis affairs, and (^specially his love- 
affairs, for many and many a long hour. And shrewd 
old woman as Mrs. Baynes may be, you may see how 
utterly she was mistaken in fancying that her 
daughter’s obedience was still secure. The little 
maid had left father and mother, at first with their 
eager sanction ; Inn* love had been given to Firmin ; 
and an inmate — a juusoner if you will — under her 
father’s roof, her heart remained with Philip, however 
time or distance might separate them. 

And now, as we have the command of Philip’s 
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desk, and are free to open and read the private letters 
which relate to his history, I take leave to put in a 
document which was penned in his place of exile 
by his worthy father, upon receiving the news of 
the quarrel described in the last chapter of these 
memoirs : — 

“Astor House, New York, September 27. 

“ Dear Philip, — I received the news in your last kind and 
affectionate letter with not uniningled pleasure ; but ah, what 
pleasure in life does not carry its aniari allquM along with it!. 
That you arc hearty, cheerful, and indiistihms, earning a small 
competence, I am pleased indeecVto think: that you t.alk about 
being married to a penniless girl I can't say gives me a very 
sincere pleasure With your good looks, good manners, at- 
tainments, you might have hoped for a belter match than a 
half-pay officer's daughter. But 't is useless speculating on 
what might have been We are puppets in the fjands of fate, 
most of us. We are carried along )>y a power stronger than 
ourselves. It has driven me, at sixty years of age, from com- 
petence, general respect, high ])osition, to poverty and exile. 
So be it! laudo manentem, as my deliglitful old friend and 
philosopher teaches me — si celeres quatit 'pmnas — you know 
the rest Whatever our fortune may be, f hope that my 
Philip and his father will bear it with the courage of gentle- 
men. 

“ Our papers have announced the death of your poor mother's 
uncle, Lord Ringwood, and I had a fond lingering hope tliat 
he might havci left some token of remembrance to his brother's 
grandson. He has not. You have 'proham panperiem sine 
dote. You have courage, health, ^rength, and talent. I was 
in greater straits than you are at your age. My father was not 
as indulgent as yours, 1 hope and trust, has been. From de])t 
and dependence I worked myself up to a proud position l)y 
my own efforts. That the storm overtook me and engulfed 
me afterwards, is true. But I am like the merchant of my 
favorite poet ; I still hope — ay, at 63! — to mend my shat- 
tered ships, indocilis pauperiem pati. I still hope to pay back 
to my dear boy that forfuue which ought to have been his, 
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aiid which went down in my own shipwreck Something tells 
me I nuiat — I will ! 

“I agree with you that your escape from Agnes Twyaden has 
been a puice of good fortune for you, and am much diverted by 
your account of her dusky inuamoruto ! Between ourselves, 
the fondness of the Twysdens for money amounted to mean- 
ness. And though I always received Twysden in dear Old 
Parr Street, as I trust a gentleman should, his company w'as in- 
sufferably tedious to me, ami his vulgar loquacity odious. His 
son also was little to my taste. Indeed I was heartily relieved 
when I foun<l your connection with that family was over, 
kmiwing their 1 ‘apacity about money, and th;d it was your 
fortune, not you, they were anxigus to secure for Agnes 

“ You will 1)0 glad to hear that J am in not inconsiderable 
practice alieady. My reputation as a physician bad ]>receded 
me to this country. My work on Gout was favorably noticed 
here, and in Pliiladelphiii, and in Boston, by the scientific 
journals of those great cities. People are more generous and 
conipussioiiate towards misfortune here than in our cold-hearted 
island 1 could mention several gentlemen of New' York who 
have suffered shipwreck like myself, and are now prosperous 
and respected. I had the good fortune to be of considerable 
])rofessional service to Golonel J B, Fogle, of New York, On 
our voyage out ; and the Oiloiiel, wdio is a loading personage 
here, has shown himself not at all ungrateful. Those who 
fancy that at New York people cannot appreciate and under- 
stand the manners of a gentleman, are not a little mistaken ; 
and a man who, like myself, has lived with the best society in 
London, has, I flatter myself, not lived in that society quite in 
vain The Colonel is proprietor and editor of one of the most 
brilliant and intiiiential journos of the city. You know that 
arms and the toga are often worn here by the same individual, 
and — 

“ 1 had actually WTitten thus far when I read in the Coloners 
paper the ‘New York Emerald* — an account of your 
battle with your cousin at the Embassy ball I Oh, you pug- 
nacious Philip! Well, young Twysden was very vulgar, very 
rude and overbearing, and, I have no doubt, deserved the chas- 
tisement you gave him. By the way, the correspondent of the 
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* Emerald,’ makes some droll blunders regarding you in fiis 
letter. We are all fair game for publicity in this country, 
where the press is free with a vengeance; and your private 
affairs, or mine, or the President’s, or our gracious Queen’s, 
for the matter of that, are discussed with a freedom which 
certairily amounts to license. The Colnncd’s lady is passing 
the winter in Paris, w'here I should wdsh you to pay your 
respects to her Her husband has been most kind to me I 
am told that Mrs. F. lives in the very choicest French society, 
and the friendship of this family may be useful to you as to 
your affectionate father, G. B. F 

“Address as usual, until j^ou hear further from me, as Dr 
Brandon, New York. I wonder whether Lord Estridge has 
asked you after his old college friend ? When he was Head- 
bury and at Trinity, he and a certain pensioner whom men 
used to nickname Brumniel Firmin. were said to be the best 
dressed men in the university. Estridge has advanced to rank, 
to honors 1 You may rely on it, that he will have one of the 
very Tiext yncixnt garters. What a different, what an unfortu* 
nate career, has been his ([uondam friend’s ! — an exile, an 
inhabitant of a small room in a great hotel, where I sit at a 
scrambling public-table with all sorts of coarse ])eople \ The 
way in which they bolt their dinner, often with a knife^ shocks 
me. Your remittance was most welcome, small as it was. It 
show^s my Philip has a kind heart. Ah ! why, why are you 
thinking of marriage, who are so poor ? P>y the way, your 
encouraging account of your circunrstances has induced me to 
draw upon you for one hundred dollars. The hill will go to 
Europe by the packet which carries this le.tter, and has kindly 
been cashed for me by my friends, Messrs Plaster and Shin- 
man, of Wall Street, respected bankers of this city. Leave 
your card with Mrs. Fogle. Her husband himself may be 
useful to you and your ever attached Father.” 

We take the “New York Emerald” at “Bays’s,” 
and in it I had read a very amusing account of our 
friend Philip, in an ingenious correspondence entitled 
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^^'Letters from Attache” which appeared in that 
journal. I even copied the paragraph to show to my 
wife, and perhaps to forward to our friend, 

“ I promise you,” wrote the attacy^ “ the new country did 
not disgrace the old at the British Embassy ball on Queen 
Vic’s birthday. Colonel Z. B. IToggiiis’s lady, of Albany, and 
the peerless bride of Elijah J, Dibhs, of Twenty-ninth Street 
in your city, were the observed of all ob.servers for splendor, 
for elegance, lor refined native beauty The Royal Dukes 
danced with nobody else ; and at the attention of one of the 
Princes to the lovely Miss Dil)b.s, I observed his Royal Duchess 
looked as black as thunder. Sapper hainlsonie. Back Del- 
monico to beat it. Chani])agne so-so. By the way, the young 
fellow who writes here for the ‘Pall Mall Gazette’ got too 
much of the champagne on board - -as usual, I am told. The 
Honorable R. Tvvysden, of London, was rude to my young 
chap’s partner, or winked at him ofiVnsively, or trod on his 
toe, or I don’t know what — hut 3 mung F. followed him into 
the garden ; hit out at him ; sent him flyiug like a spread 
eagle into the midst of an illumination, and left him there 
sprawling. Wild, rampageous fellow this young F ; has 
already spent his own fortune, and ruined his poor old father, 
who has been forced to cross the water. Old Louis Philippe 
went away early. He talked long with our Minister about 
his travels in our country. I was standing by, but in course 
ain’t so ill-bred as to say what pa.ssed between them.” 

In this way history is written. I dare say about 
others besides Philip, in English papers as well as 
American, have fables been narrated. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

CONTAINS A TUG OF WAR. 

Who was the first to spread the report that Philip 
was a prodigal, and had ruined his poor confiding 
father ? I thought I knew a person who might be in- 
terested in getting under any shelter, and sacrificing 
even his own son for his own advantage. I tliought 
I knew a man who had done as much already, and 
surely might do so again ; but my wife flew into one 
of her tempests of indignation, when I liinted some- 
thing of this, clutched her own cliildren to her heart 
according to her maternal wont, asked me was there 
any power would cause me to belie them ? and sternly 
rebuked me for daring to be so wicked, heartless, and 
cynical. My dear creature, wrath is no answer. You 
call me heartless and cynic, for saying men are false 
and wicked. Have you never heard to what lengths 
some bankrupts will go ? To appease the wolves who 
chase them in the winter forest, have you not ]*ead how 
some travellers will cast all their provisions out of the 
sledge ? then, when all the provisions are gone, don’t 
you know that they will fling out perhaps the sister, 
perhaps the mother, perhaps the baby, the little dear 
tender innocent ? Don’t you seti him tumbling among 
the howling pack, and the wolves gnasliing, gnawing, 
crashing, gobbling him up in the snow ? Oh, horror — 
horror ! My wife draws all the young ones to her 
breast as I utter these fiendish remarks. She hugs 
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fiiem in her embrace, and says, ^^For shame and 
that I am a monster, and so on. Go to ! Go down ou 
your knees, woman, and acknowledge the sinfulness of 
6ur humankind. How long had our race existed ere 
murder and violence began ? and how old was the 
world ere brother slew brother ? 

Well, my wife and I came to a compromise. I 
might have my opinion, but was there any need to 
communicate it to poor Philip ? No, surely. So I 
never sent him the extract from the “New York Em- 
erald ; though, of course, some other good-natured 
friend did, and I don’t think my magnanimous friend 
cared much. As for supposing that his own father, 
to cover his own charactcn*, would lie away his 
son’s — such a piece of artifice was quite beyond 
Philip’s comprehension, who has been all his life slow 
in appreciating roguery, or recognizing that there is 
meanness and double-dealing in the world. When he 
once comes to understand the fact; when he once 
comprehends that Tartuffe is a humbug and swelling 
Bufo is a toady ; then my friend becomes as absurdly 
indignant and mistrustful as before^ he was admiring 
and confiding. Ah, I’hilip! Tartuffe has a number 
of good, resp(*ctable qualities ; and Bufo, though an 
underground odious animal, may have a precious jewel 
in his head. ’Tis you are cynical. I see the good 
qualities in these rascals whom you spurn. 1 see. I 
shrug my shoulders. I smile : and you call me cynic. 

It was long before Philip could comprehend why 
Charlotte’s mother turned upon him, and tried to force 
her daughter to forsake him. “ 1 have offended the 
old woman in a hundred ways,’’ he would say. “ My 
tobacco annoys her; my old clothes offend her; the 
very English I speak is often Greek to her, and she 
can no more construe my s^^itences than I can the 
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Hindostaiiee jargon she talks to her husbaiui at 
dinner/’ My dear fellow, if you luul ten thousand a 
year she would try and construe your sentences, or 
accept them even if not understood,’^ I would reply. 
And some men, whom you and 1 know to be mean, 
and to be false, arid to be flatterers and parasites, and 
to be inexorably hard and cruel in their own private 
circles, will surely pull a long face to-morrow, and 
say, “ Oh ! the man ’s so cynical.” 

I acquit Baynes of what ensued. I hold Mrs. B. to 
have been the crimi nal — the stupid criminal. Tlie 1ms- 
band, like many other men cxtriuuely brave in active 
life, was at home timid and irresolute. Of two heads 
that lie side by side on the same pillow for thirty 
years, one must contain the stronger power, the more 
enduring resolution. Baynes, away from his wife, 
was shrewd, courageous, gay at tim(\s ; when with her 
he was fascinated, torpid under the power of this bale- 
ful superior creature. ‘‘ Ah, when we were subs to- 
gether in camp in 1803, what a lively fellow Charley 
Baynes was ! ” his comrade, Colomd Bunch, would 
say. “ That was before he ever saw his wife’s yellow 
face ; and what a slave she has made of him ! ” 

After that fatal conversation which ensued on the 
day succeeding the ball, Philip did not come to dinner 
at madame’s according to his custom. Mrs. Baynes 
told no family stories, and Colonel Buncli, who had 
no special liking for the young gentleman, did not 
trouble himself to make any inquiries about him. 
One, two, three days passed, and no Philip. At last 
the Colonel says to the General, with a sly look at 
Charlotte, “ Baynes, where is our young friend with 
the mustache? We have not seen him tlicse tliree 
days.” And he gives an arch look at poor Charlotte. 
A burning blush flamdl up in little Charlotte’s pale 
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f^ce, as she looked at her parents and then at their old 
friend. ^^Mr. Eirmin does not come because papa and 
mamma have forbidden him/’ says Charlotte. I sup* 
•pbse he only comes where he is welcome.” And, hav- 
ing this audacious speech, I suppose the little 

‘«i»«rfd^ossed her little head up ; and wondered, in the 
silence which ensued, whether all the company could 
hear her heart thumping. 

Madame, from her central place, where she is carv- 
ing, sees, from the looks of her guests, the indignant 
flushes on Charlotte’s face, the confusion on her 
father’s, the wrath on Mrs. Haynes’s, that some dread- 
ful words are passing; and in vain endeavors to 
turn the angry current of talk. Uu petit canard 
dclicieux ; goutez-en, Madame ! ” she cries. Honest 
Colonel Bunch sees the little maid with eyes flashing 
with anger, and trembling in every limb. The 
offered duck having failed to create a diversion, he, 
too, tries a feeble commonplace. A little difference, 
my dear,” he says, it an under voice. There will 
be such in the best-regulated families. Canard 
sauvage tr^s bong, Madame, avec — ” but he is 
allowed to speak no more, for — 

‘^What would you do, Colonel Hunch,” little 
Charlotte breaks out with her i>oor little ringing, 
trembling voice — that is, if you were a young man, 
if another young man struck you and insulted you ? ” 
I say she utters this in such a clear voice, that 
Fran^oise, the fewme-de-chainbre, that Auguste, the 
footman, that all tlie guests hear, that all the knives 
and forks stop theii» clatter. 

Faith, my dear, I ’d knock him down if I could,” 
says Bunch ; and ho catches hold of the little maid’s 
sleeve, and would stop her speaking if he could. 

^‘And that is what Philip did,” cries Charlotte 
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aloud ; and mamma has turned him out of the house 
— yes, out of the house, for acting like a man of 
honor ! ” 

Go to your room this instant, Miss ! ” shrieks 
mamma. As for old Baynes, his stained old wnform 
is not more dingy-red than his wrinkled face and ido 
throbbing temples. He blushes under his wig, no 
doubt, could we see beneath that ancient artifice. 

‘^What is it? inadame your mother dismisses you 
of my table ? J will come with you, my dear Miss 
Charlotte ! ” says madamo, with much dignity. 

Serve the sugared plate, Auguste ! My ladies, you 
will excuse me ! I go to attend the dear miss, who 
seems to be ill.” And she rises up, and she follows 
poor little blushing, burning, weeping Charlotte : and 
again, I have no doubt, takes her in lier arms, and 
kisses, and cheers, and caress(»s her — at the thresh- 
old of the door — there by the staircase, among the 
cold dishes of the dinner, where Moira and M’Grigor 
had one moment before been inalauding. 

Courage, ma fille, courage, mon enfant! Tenez! 
Behold something to console thee ! ” and madaine 
takes out of her pocket a little letter, and gives it to 
the girl, who at sight of it kisses the superscription, 
and then, in an anguish of love, and joy, and grief, 
falls on the neck of the kind woman, who consoles 
her in her misery. Whose writing is it Charlotte 
kisses ? Can you guess by any means ? Upon my 
word, Madame Smolensk, I never recommend ladies 
to take daughters to your boarding-house. And 1 like 
you so much, I would not tell of you, but you know 
the house is shxit up this many a long day. Oh ! the 
years slip away fugacious ; and the grass has grown 
over graves ; and many and many joys and sorrows 
have been born and have died since then for Char- 
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lotte and Philip : hut that grief aches still in their 
bosoms at times; and that sorrow throbs at Char- 
lotte’s heart again whenever she looks at a little yel- 
16 ^^ letter in her trinket-box : and she says to her 
childr^p-, ^^Papa wrote that to me before we were 
tefried, my dears.” There are scarcely half a dozen 
words in the little letter, I believe ; and two of them 
are for ever.” 

T could draw a ground^plan of madame’s house in 
the Champs Elys^es if I liked, for has not Phj|ip 
shown me the place and described it to me many 
times? In front, and facing the road and garden, 
were madame’s room and the salon ; to the back was 
the salle-a-manger ; and a stair ran up the house 
(where the dishes used to be laid during dinner-time, 
and where Moira and M’Grigor fingered the meats 
and puddings). Mrs. General Baynes’s rooms were 
on the first floor, looking on the Champs Elys«^es, and 
into the garden-court of the house below. And on 
this day, as the dinner was necessarily short (owing 
to unhappy circumstances), and the gentlemen w’-ere 
left alone glumly drinking their wine or grog, and 
Mrs. Baynes had gone up staii*s to her own apart- 
ment, had slapped her boys and was looking out of 
window — was it not provoking that of all days in 
the world young Hely should ride up to the house on 
his capering mare, with his flower in his button-hole, 
with his little varnished toe-tips just touching his 
stirrups, and after performing various caracolades 
and gambadoes in the garden, kiss his yellow-kidded 
hand to Mrs. General Baynes at the window, hope 
Miss Baynes was quite well, and ask if he might 
come in and take a cup of tea ? Charlotte, lying on 
madame’s bed in the ground-floor room, heard Mr. 
Hely’s sweet voice asking after her health, and the 
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crunching of his horse^s hoofs on the gravel, and ^he 
could even catch glimpses of that little form as the 
horse capered about in the court, though of course he 
could not see her where she was lying on the bed wl’tK 
her letter in her hand. Mrs. Baynes at hervwindow 
had to wag her withered head from the casemerft^' lo 
groan out, My daughter is lying down, and has a 
bad headache, I am sorry to say,” and then she must 
have had the mortification to see Hely caper off, after 
waving her a genteel adieu. The ladies in the front 
salon, who assembled after dinner, witnessed the 
transaction, and Mrs. Bunch, I dare say, had a grim 
pleasure at seeing Eliza Baynes^s young sprig of 
fashion, of whom Eliza was forever bragging, come 
at last, and obliged to ride away, not bootless, cer- 
tainly, for where were feet more beautifully chaussis ? 
but after a bootless errand. 

Meanwhile the gentlemen sat awhile in the dining- 
room, after the British custom which such veterans 
like too well to give up. Other two gentlemen board- 
ers went away, rather alarmed by that storm and out- 
break in which Charlotte had quitted the dinner-table, 
and left the old soldiers together, to enjoy, according 
to their after-dinner custom, a sober glass of some- 
thing hot,” as the saying is. In truth, madame’s 
wine was of the poorest; but what -better could you 
expect for the money ? 

Baynes was not eager to be alone with Bunch, and 
I have no doubt began to blush again win n he found 
\imself tete-a-tete with his old fri(md. But what was 
to be done? The General did not dare to go up 
stairs to his own quarters, where poor Charlotte was 
probably crying, and her mother in one of her tan- 
trums. Then in the salon there were the ladies of 
the boarding-house party, and there Mrs. Bunch 
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would be sure to be at him. Indeed, since the 
Bayneses were launched in the great world Mrs. 
,^Bunch was untiringly sarcastic in her remarks about 
'lulus, ladies, attachesy ambassadors, and fine people 
in genovAl. So Baynes sat with his friend, in the 
evening, in much silence, dipping his old nose 
in the brandy-and-water. 

Little square-faced, red-faced, whisker-dyed Colonel 
Bunch sat opposite his old companion, regarding him 
not without scorn. • Jhinch had a wih*. lUinch had 
feelings. Do you suppose those feelings had not 
been worked u])ou by^tliat wife in private colloquies ? 
Do you sup])os(i — wlnni two old women have lived 
together in pretty much the same rank of life — if 
one suddenly g(^ts promotion, is carried off to higher 
spheres, and talks of her new friends, th(‘. countesses, 
duchesses, amba,ssadresses, as of course she will — do 
you suppose, I say, that the unsuccessful woman will 
be pleased at the successful woman’s success ? Your 
knowledge of your own h(\art, my dear lady, must 
tell you the truth in this matter. I don’t want you 
to acknowledge that you are angry because your 
sister has been staying with the Duchess of Fitzbat- 
tleaxe, but you are, you know. You have made sneer- 
ing remarks to your husband on the subject, and 
such rejuarks, I have no doubt, were made by Mrs. 
Colonel Bunch to her husband, regarding her poor 
friend Mrs. General Bnynes. 

During this parenthesis we have left the General 
dipping his nose in the brandy-and-water. He can’t 
keep it there forever. He must come up for air 
presently. His face must come out of the drink, and 
sigh over the table. 

“ What ’s this business, Baynes ? ” says the Cob 
onel. “ What ’s the matter with poor Charly ? ” 
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Family affairs — differences will happen,” says 
the General. 

I do hope and trust nothing has gone wrong with 
her and young Firmin, Baynes ? ” 

The General does not like those fixed eyes^staring 
at him under those bushy eyebrows, between 
bushy, blackened whiskers. 

“Well, then, yes, Bunch, something has gone 
wrong; and given me and — and Mrs. Baynes — a 
(leaiced deal of pain too. The young fellow has acted 
like a blackguard, brawling and fighting at an ambaS' 
sador’s ball, bringing us all to pdicule. He ^s not a 
gentleman ; that ’s the long and short of it. Bunch ; 
and so let^s change the subject” 

“Why, consider the provocation he had!” cries 
the other, disregarding entirely his friend’s prayer. 
“I heard them talking about the business at “Gali- 
gnani’s ” this very day. A fellow swears at Firmin ; 
runs at him ; brags that he has pitched him over ; 
and is knocked down for his j)ains. By George ! I 
think Firmin was (piite right. Were any man to do 
as much to me or you, what should we do, even at 
our age ? ” 

“ We are military men. I said I did n’t wish to 
talk about the subject. Bunch,” says the General in 
rather a lofty manner. 

“You mean that Tom Bunch has no need to put 
his oar in ? ” 

“ Precisely so,” says the other, curtly. 

“ Mum ’s the word ! Let us talk about the dukes 
and duchesses at the ball. That more in your line 
now,” says the Colonel, with rather a sneer. 

“What do you mean by duchesses and dukes? 
What do you know about them, or what the deuce do 
I care ? ” asks the General. 
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Oh, they are tabooed too ! Hang it, there ’s no 
satisfying you,” growls the Colonel. 

'^Look here, Bunch,” the General broke out; 
must speak, since you won’t leave me alone. I am 
uiihapp;^. You can see that well enough. For two or 
three nights past I have had no rest. This engage- 
ment of my child and Mr. Firmin can’t come to any 
good. You sec what he is — an over])earing, ill-con- 
ditioned, quarrelsome fellow. What chance has 
Charly of being happy with such a fellow ? ” 

hold my tongue, Baynes. You told me not to 
put my oar in,” growls the Colonel. 

“ Oh, if that ’s the way you take it, Bunch, of course 
there ’s no need for me to go on any more,” cries 
General Baynes. If an old friend won’t give an old 
friend advice, by George, or helji him in a strait, or 
say a kind word vvh(*n h(^ ’s unhai)])y, I have done. I 
have known you for forty years, and 1 am mistaken 
in you — that ’s all.” 

“There’s no contenting you. You say ^Hold your 
tongue,’ and I sliut my mouth. I hold my tongue, 
and you say, ^ ^Vhy don’t yo\i speak ? ’ Why don’t 
I ? Because you won’t like what I say, Charles 
Bayru's : and so what ’s the good of more talking ? ” 

“ Confound it ! ” cries Baynes, with a thump of his 
glass on the table, “ but what do you say ? ” 

“ I say, then, as you will have it,” cries the other, 
clenching his fists in his pockets, — “I say you are 
wanting a pretext for breaking off this match, Baynes# 
I don’t say it is a good one, mind ; but your word is 
passed, and your honor engaged to a young fellow to 
whom you are under deep obligation.” * 

“ What obligation ? Who has talked to you about 
my private affairs ? ” cries the General, reddening. 
“Has Philip Firmin been bragging about his — ” 
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‘‘You Lave yourself, Baynes. When you arrived 
here, you told me over and over again what the young 
fellow had done : and you certainly thought he acted 
like a gentleman then. If you choose to break your 
word to him now — ’’ 

“ Break my word ! Great powers, do you know 
what you are saying, Bunch ? ’’ 

“ Yes, and what you are doing, Baynes.” 

“ Doing ? and what ? ” 

“A damned shabby action; that’s what you are 
doing, if you want to know. Don’t tell me. Why, 
do you suppose Sarah — do you su})pose everybody 
does n’t see what you are at ? You think you can get 
a better matcdi for the girl, and you and Eliza are 
going to throw the young fellow over: and the fellow 
who held his hand, and might have ruined you, if he 
liked. I say it ’s a cowardly action ! ” 

“ Colonel Bunch, do you dare to us(^ such a word to 
me ? ” calls out the General, starting to his fo(*t. 

“ Dare be hanged ! I say it ’s a shabby action ! ” 
roars the other, rising too. 

“ Hush ! unless you wish to disturb t])e ladies ! Of 
course you know what your expression means, Coloiud 
Bunch ? ” and the General drops his voice and sinks 
back to his chair. 

“ I know wliat my words mean, and I stick to ’em, 
Ba3mes,” growls the other : “ which is more than you 
can say of yours.” 

“lam dee’d if any man alive shall use this language 
to me,” says the General, in the softest whisper, 
“without accounting to me for it.” 

“ Did yC^u ever find me backward, Baynes, at that 
kind of thing ? ” growls the Colonel, with a face like 
a lobster, and eyes starting from his head. 

“ Very good, sir. To-morrow at your earliest con- 
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veiiience. I shall be at ^ Galignani’s ^ from eleven till 
one. With a friend, if possible. — What is it, my 
love? A game at whist? Well, no, thank you; I 
think I won’t ])lay cards to-night.” 

It wifs Mrs. Haynes who entered the room when the 
two gentlemen were quarrelling ; and the bloodthirsty 
hypocrites instantly smoothed their ruffled brows and 
smiled on her with perfect courtesy. 

Whist — no ! I was thinking should we send out 
to meet him ? He has never been in Paris.” 

« Never been in Paris ? ” said the General, puzzled. 

He will 1)0 here to-night, you know. Madame has 
a room ready for him.” 

The very thing, the very thing ! ” cries General 
Baynes, with gn^at glee. And Mrs, Baynes, all unsus- 
spicious of tlie quarrel between the old friends, pro- 
ceeds to in form Colonel Bunch that Major Mac Whirter 
was expected that evening. And then that tough old 
Colonel Bunch knew the cause of Haynes’s delight. 
A second was provided for the General — the very 
thing Baynes wanted. 

AVe have seen how Mrs. Baynes, after taking coun- 
sel with her General, had privately sent for Mac- 
Whirter. Her plan was that Charlotte’s uncle should 
take her for a while to Tours, and make her hear 
reason. Then Charly’s foolish passion for Philip 
would pass away. Then, if he dared to follow lier so 
far, her aunt and uncle, two dragons of virtue and 
circumspection, would watch and guard her. Then, 
if Mrs. Hely was still of the same mind, she and 
her son might easily take the post to Tours, where, 
Philip being absent, young Walsingham might plead 
his passion. The best i)art of th(‘ 2)]an, perhaps, was 
the separation of our young couple. Charlotte would 
recover. Mrs. Baynes was sure of that. The little 
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girl had made no outbreak until that sudden insur- 
rection at dinner which we have witnessed ; and her 
mother, who had domineered over the child all lier 
life, thought she was still in her power. She did not 
know that she had })assed the bounds of authority, 
and that with her behavior to Philip her child’s ah 
legiaiKie had revolted* 

Punch, then, from Baynes^s look and expression, 
perfectly understood what his adversary meant, and 
that the (Te^neral’s second was found, llis own he 
had in his eye — a tough little old army surgeon of 
Peninsular and Indian times, who lived hard by, who 
would aid as second and doctor too, if need were — 
and HO kill two birds with one stone, as they say. 
The Colonel would go forth that very instant and 
seek for Dr. Martin, and be hanged to Baynes, and a 
plague on the whole transaction and the folly of two 
old friends burning powder in such a quarrel. But 
he knew what a bloodthirsty little fellow tluat hen- 
pe(jked, silent Baynes was when roused ; and as for 
himself — a fellow use that kind of language to me? 
By G(.*oi*ge, Tom Bunch was not going to balk him ! 

Whose was that tall figure prowling about ma- 
dame’s house in the Champs Elysees whtui Colonel 
Bunch issued forth in quest of his fri(md ; who had 
been watched by the police and mistaken for a sus- 
picious character; who had been looking up at ma- 
dame^s windows now that the evening shades had 
fallen? Oh, you goose of a Philip!* (for of course, 
my dears, you guess that the spy was P. F., Esq.) you 
look up at the premier, and there is the Beloved in 
, madame’s room on the ground-floor ; — in yonder 
room, where a lamp is burning and casting a faint 
light across the bars of jalousie. If Philip knew 
she was there he would be transformed into a cleim 
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atis, and climb up the bars of the window, and twine 
round them all night. But you see he thinks she is 
on the first floor ; and the glances of his i)assionate 
eyes are taking aim at the wrong windows. And 
now, Colonel Bunch comes fortli in his stout strutting 
way, in his little military cape — quick march — and 
Philip is startled like a guilty thing surprised, and 
dodges behind a tree in the avenue. 

The Colonel departed on his murderous errand. 
Pliilip still continues to ogle the window*of his heart 
(the wrong window), defiant of the j)oliceman, who 
tells him to circuler. Fie has not Avatched here many 
minutes more, ere a hackney-coach drives up with 
portmanteaus on the roof and a lady and gentleman 
within. 

You see Mrs. MacVVhirter thought she, as Avell as 
her husband, might have a peep at Paris. As Mac^s 
coach-hire was paid, Mrs. Mac could afford a little 
outlay of money. And if they were to bring Char- 
lotte back — Charlotte in grief and agitation,’ poor 
child ! — a matron, an aunt, Avould be a much fitter com- 
panion for her than a major, however gentle. So the 
pair of MacWhirters journeyed from Tours — a long 
journey it was before railways were invented — and 
after four-aiul-twenty hours of squeeze in the dili- 
gence, presented themselves at nightfall at Madame 
Smolensk’s, 

The Baynes boys dashed into the garden at the 
sound of wheels. “Mamma — Mamma! it’s Uncle 
Mac ! ” these innocents cried, as they ran to the rail- 
ings. “ Uncle Mac ! what could bring him ? Oh ! 
they are going to send me to him ! they are going to 
send me to him ! ” thought Charlotte, starting on her 
bed. And on this, I dare say, a certain locket was 
kissed more vehemently than ever. 
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say, Ma!^^ cries the ingeimoiis Moira, jumping 
Lack to the house; ‘‘it’s Uncle Mac, and Aunt Mac, 
too ! ” 

“ What?^^ cries mamma., witli anything but pleas- 
ure in her voice; and then turning to the* dining- 
room, wliere her husband still sat, she called out, 
“ General ! here ’s MacWhirter and Emily ! ” 

Mrs. Baynes gave her sister a very grim kiss. 

“ Dearest Eliza, I thought it was such a good op- 
I)ortunity ofe coming, and that I might be so useful, 
you know ! ” pleads Emily. 

“ Thank you. How do you do, MacWhirter ? ” 
says the grim Gthuh*ale. # 

“ Glad to see you, Baynes, my boy ! ” 

“How d’ye do, Emily? Boys, bring your uncle’s 
traps. Didn’t know Emily was (*oming, Mac. Hope 
there ’s vooiu for lier ! ” sighs the General, coining 
forth from his parlor. 

The Major was struck by the sad looks and ])allor 
of his brother-in-law. “ By G(‘orge, Baynes, you look 
as yellow as a guinea. How ’s Tom Bunch ? ” 

“ Coine into this room along with me. Have some 
braudy-and- water, Mac. Auguste! Ode vie O Sho ! ” 
calls the General ; and August(% who out of the new- 
comers’ six packages has daintily taken one very small 
mackintosh cushion, says “ Comment ? encore du grog, 
General ? ” and, shrugging his shoulders, disappears 
to procure the refresliment at his leisure. 

The sisters disappear to their embraces ; the brothers- 
in-law retreat to the salle'a-vumger* where General 
Baynes had been sitting, gloomy and lonely, for half 
an hour past, thinking of his quarrel with his old 
comrade, Bunch. He and Bunch have been chums 
for more than forty years. They have been in action 
together, and honorably mentioned in the same report, 
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Th*ey have liacl a great regard for eaeh other; and 
each knows the other is an obstinate old mule, and, 
in a quarrel, will die rather than give way. They 
have had a dispute out of which there is only one 
issue. Words have passed which no man, however 
old, by (leorge ! can brook from any friend, however 
intimate, by Jove ! Ko wonder Baynes is grave. 
His family is large ; his means are small. To-morrow 
he may be under fire of an old friemPs pistol. In 
such an extremity he knows how each will behave. 
No wonder, I say, the General is solemn. 

‘^What’s in the wind now, Baynes?” asks the 
Major, after a little drink ^d a long silence. How 
is poor little Char?” 

‘‘Infernally ill — 1 mean behaved infernally ill,” 
says the General, biting his lips. 

“ Bad business ! Bad business ! Poor little child ! ” 
cries the Major. 

“Insubordinate little devil I ’* says the j»ale General, 
grinding his t(‘(*th. ‘‘ We ’ll see which shall be 

master ! ” 

“ What ! you have had words ? ” 

“At this table, this very day. She sat here and 
defied her motlau’ and me, by George ! and flung out 
of the room like a tragedy queen. She must be 
tamed, Mac, or my name ^s not Baynes.” 

Ma{*.Whirter knew his relative of old, and that this 
qui(^t, submissive man, when angry, worked up to a 
Avhite luNitas it were. “Sad affair; hope you’ll both 
come round, Baynes,” sighs th«' Major, trying bootless 
common])laces ; and seeing this last nunark had no 
effect, he bethought him of recurring to their mutual 
friend. “How’s Tom Bum^h ? ” tlie Maj(n' asked, 
cheerily. 

At this question Baynes grinned in sucli a ghastly 
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way that MacWhirter eyed him -with won'der. 
“ Colonel Bunch is very well,” the General said, in 
a dismal voice ; “ at least, he was half an hour ago. 
He was sitting there ; ” and he pointed to an empty 
spoon lying in an empty beaker, whence the spirit 
and water had departed. 

“What has been the matter, Baynes?” asked the 
Major. “Has anything happened between you and 
Tom ? ” 

“I mean that, half an hour ago, Colonel Bunch 
used words to me which I ’ll bear from no man alive : 
and you have arrived just in the nick of time, Mac- 
Whirter, to take my message to him. Hush ! here ’s 
the drink.” 

“Voici, Messieurs ! ” Auguste at length has brought 
up a second supply of brandy-and-water. The veterans 
mingled their jorums ; and whilst his brother-in-law 
spoke, the alarmed MacWhirter sipped occasionally, 
intentusque ora tenebat. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

I CHARGE YOU, DROP YOUR DAGGERS! 

General Baynes began the story which you and I 
have heard at length. He*, told it in his own way. 
He grew very angry with himself whilst dehmding 
himself. He had to abuse Philij) very fiercely, in 
order to excuse his owi^ |K't of treason. He had to 
show that his ac.t was not his act ; that, after all, he 
never had promised: and that, if he had promised, 
Philip’s atrocious conduct ought to absolve him from 
any previous promise. 1 do not wonder that the 
General was abusive, and out of temper. Such a 
crime as he was committing can’t be performed cheer- 
fully by a man who is habitually gentle, generous, and 
honest. 1 do not say that men cannot cheat, cannot 
lie, cannot inflict torture, cannot commit rascally 
actions, without in the least losing their equanimity ; 
but these are men habitually false, knavish, and cruel. 
They are accustomed to break tlndr promises, to cheat 
their neighbors in bargains, and what not. A roguish 
word or action more or less is of little matter to them; 
their remorse only awakens after detection, and they 
don’t begin to repent till they come sentenced out of 
the dock. But here was an ordinarily just man with- 
drawing from his pi*omise, turning his back pn his 
benefactor, and justifying himself to himself by 
maligning the man whom he injured. It is not an 
uncommon event, my dearly beloved brethren and 
esteemed miserable sister sinners ; but you like to say 
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a preacher is cynical ” who admits this sad truth — 
ami, perhaps, don’t care to hear about the subject on 
more than one day in the week. 

So, in order to make out some sort of case for himself, 
our poor good old General Baynes chose to think and 
declare that Philip was so violent, ill-conditioned, and 
abandoned a fellow, that no faith ought to be kept 
with him ; and that Colonel Bunch had bcdiaved with 
such brutal insolence that Baynes must (‘all him to 
account. As for the fact that there was another, a 
richer, and a much more eligible suitor, who was likely 
to offer for his daughter. Baynes did not happen to 
touch on this point at all; preferring to speak of 
Philip’s hopeless poverty, disreputable conduct, and 
gross and careless behavior. 

Now MacWhirter, having, I suj)i)Ose, little to do at 
Tours, had read Mrs. Bayiies’s lettei’s to her sister 
Emily, and remembered them. Indeed, it was but 
very few months since Eliza Baynes’s lett(‘rs had been 
full of praise of Philip, of his love for Charlotte, and 
of his noble generosity in foregoing the great claim 
which he had upon the General, his mother’s careless 
trustee. Philip was the first suitor Charlotte had 
had : in her first glow of pleasure, Charlotte’s niother 
had covered yards of pajKU* with compliments, inter- 
jections, and those scratches or dashes under her words, 
by which some ladies are accustomed to point their 
satire or emphasize their delight. He was an admira- 
ble young man — wild, but generous, handsome, noble! 
Ho had forgiven his father thousands and thousands 
of pegands which the Doctor owed him — all his 
mother’s fortiin(3 ; and he had acted ytiost nohhj by lier 
trustees — that she must say, though poor dear weak 
Baynes was one of them ! Baynes, who was as simple 
as a child. Major Mac and his wife had agreed that 
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Philipps forbearance was very generous and kind, but 
after all that there was no special cause for rapture at 
the notion of their niece marrying a struggling young 
fellow without a penny in the world ; and they had been 
not a little amused with the change of tone in Eliza’s 
later letters, when she began to go out in the great 
world, and to look coldly upon poor, penniless Firmin, 
her hero of a few months since. Then Emily remem- 
bered how Eliza had always been fond of great 
peo})lo ; how her head was turned by going to a few 
parties at (roveuaunent House; how absurdly she went 
on with that little creature Fitzrick(‘ts (because he wais 
an Honorable, forsooth ! ) at Dumdum. Eliza was a 
good wife to J Jaynes : a good mother to the children; 
and made both ends of a narrow income nu*et with 
surprising dexterity ; but Emily was bound to say of 
her sister Eliza, that a more, etc., etc., etc. And 
when the news came at length that Philip was to be 
•thrown overboard, Emily cla])ped her hands together, 
and said to her husband, ‘‘Now, Mac, didn't 1 always 
tell you so? If she could get a fashionable husband 
for Charlotte, I knew my sister would put the Doctor’s 
son to the door!” That the })oor child would suffer 
considerably, her aunt was assurtul. Indeed, before 
her own union with Mac, Emily had nndergom* heart- 
breakings and pangs of separation on her own account. 
The poor child would want comfort and companion- 
ship. She would go to fetch her niece. And though 
the Major said, “My dear, you w\ant to go to Paris, 
and buy a new bonnet,” Mrs. MaeWhirter spurned 
the insinuation, and came to Paris from a merp sense 
of duty. . 

So Baynes poured out his history of wrongs to his 
brother-in-law, who marvelled to hear a man, ordinarily 
chary of words and cool of demeanor, so angry and so 
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voluble. If he had done a bad action, at least, after 
doing it, Baynes had the grace to be very much 
out of humor. If I ever, for my part, do anything 
wrong in my family, or to them, I accompany that 
action with a furious rage and blustering passion. I 
won’t have wife or children question it. No querulous 
Nathan of a family friend (or an incommodious con- 
science, may be) shall come and lecture me about my 
ill-doings. No — no. Out of the house witli him ! 
Away, you preaching bugbear, don’t try to frighten 
7ml Baynes, I suspect, to browbeat, bully, and out- 
talk the Nathan pleading in his heart — Baynes will 
outbawl that prating monitor, and thrust that incon- 
venient preacher out of sight, out of liearing, drive 
him with angry words from the gate. Ah ! in vain we 
expel him ; and bid John say, not at home ! There 
he is when we wake, sitting at our bod-foot. We 
throw him overboard for daring to put an oar in our 
boat. Whose ghastly head is that looking up from* 
the water and swimming alongside us, row we never 
so swiftly ? Fire at him. Brain him with an oar, 
one of you, and pull on! Flash goes the pi.stol. 
Surely that oar has stove the old skull in ? See ! 
there comes the awful companion popping up out of 
water again, and crying, Remember, remember, I am 
here, I am here ! ” Baynes had thouglit to bully away 
one monitor by the threat of a pistol, and here was 
another swimming alongside of his boat. And would 
you have it otherwise, my dear reader, for you, for 
me ? That you and I shall commit sins, in tins, and 
ensuing years, is certain ; but 1 hope — I hope they 
won’t be past praying for. Here is Baynes, having 
just done a bad action, in a dreadfully wicked, mur- 
derous, and dissatisfied state of mind. His chafing, 
bleeding temper is one raw 5 his whole soul one rage^ 
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and wrath, and fever. Charles Baynes, thou old 
sinner, I i)ray that Heaven may turn thee to a better 
state of mind. I will kneel down by thy side, scatter 
ashes on my own bald pate, and we will quaver out 
Feccavimus together. 

In one word, the young man^s conduct has been 
so outrageous and disreputable that I can’t Mac, as a 
father of a family, consent to iny girl’s marrying him. 
Out of a regard for her happiness, it is my duty to 
break off the engagement,” cries the General, finishing 
the story. 

“Has he formally released you from that trust 
business ? ” asked the Major. 

“ Good heavens, Mac ! ” cries the General, turning 
very red. “ You know I am as innocent of all wrong 
towards him as you are ! ” 

“ Innocent — only you did not look to your 
trust — ” 

• “I think ill of him, sir. I think he is a wild, 
reckless, over-bearing young fellow,” calls out the 
General, very qui(;kly, “who would make my child 
miserable ; but I don't think he is such a blackguard 
as to come down on a retired elderly man with a poor 
family — a numerous family; a man who has bled 
and fought for his sovereign in the Peninsula, and in 
India, as the ‘ Army List’ will show you, by George !* 
I don’t think Firmiu will be such a scoundrel as to 
come down on me, I say ; and I must say, Mac* 
Whirter, I think it most unhandsome of you to allude 
to it — most unhandsome, by George ! ” 

“Why, you are going to break off your bargain 
with him; why should he keep his compact with 
you?” asks the gruff Major. 

“ Because,” shouted the General, it would be a 
sin and a shame that an old man with seven children. 
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and broken health, who has served in every placer- 
yes, in the West and East Indies, by George ! — in 
Canada — in the Peninsula, and at Xew Orleans ; — 
because lie has been deceived and humbugged by a 
miserable scoundrel of a doctor into signing sham 
paper, by George! should be ruined, and his poor 
children and wife driven to beggary, by Jove ! as you 
seem to recommend young Firmin to do, Jack Mac. 
Whirter; and I t(dl you what, Major MacWhirtor, I 
take it dee’d unfriendly of you ; and I ’ll troulde you 
not to put your oar into my hoat^ and' meddle with my 
affairs, that ’s all, and I ’ll know who ’s at the bottom 
of it, by Jove ! It ’s the gray mare, Mac — it ’s your 
better half, Mac Whirter — it’s that confounded, med- 
dling, sneaking, backbiting, domineering — ” 

What next ? ” roared the Major. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Do you think I don’t know, Baynes, who ha,s put you 
on doing what I have no hesitation in calling a most 
sneaking and rascally action — yes, a rascally action,* 
by George ! I am not going to min(*,e matters ! Don’t 
come your Major-General or your Mrs. Major-General 
over mb! It’s Eliza that has set you on. And if 
Tom Bunch has been telling you that you have been 
breaking from your word, and arc acting shabbily, Tom 
is right ; and you may get somebody else to go out 
^with you. General Baynes, for, by George, I won’t ! ” 
*^Have you come all the way from Tours, Mac, in 
order to insult me ? ” asks the General. 

I came to do you a friendly turn ; to take charge 
of your poor girl, upon whom you are being very 
hard, Baynes. And this is the reward I get ! Thank 
you. Ho more grog ! What I have had is rather too 
strong for me already.” And the Major looks down 
with an expression of scorn at the emptied beaker* 
the idle spoon before him; 
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As the warriors were quarrelling over their cups, 
there came to them a noise as of brawling and of 
female voices without. “ Mais, Madame ! ” pleads 
Madame Smolensk, in her grave way. Taisez-vous, 
Madame, laissez-moi tranquille, s^il vous plait ! ex- 
claims the well-known voice of Mrs. General Baynes, 
which I own was never very pleasant to me, either in 
anger or good-humor. “ And your little, — who tries 
to sleep in my chamber ! ’’ again pleads the mistress 
of the boarding-house. “Vous n’avez pas droit 
d’appeler Mademoiselle Baynes petite ! ” calls out the 
GeneraFs huly. And Baynes, who was fighting and 
quarrelling himself just now, trembled when he heard 
her. His angry face assumed an alarmed expression. 
He looked for means of escape. He appealed for pro- 
tection to ^lacWhirter, whose nose he had been 
ready to pull anon. Samson was a mighty man, but 
he was a fool in the hands of a woman. Hercules 
was a brave ma.n and a strong, but Omphale twisted 
him round lier spindle. Even so Baynes, who had 
fought in India, Spain, America, trembled before the 
partner of his bed and name. 

It was an unlucky afternoon. Whilst the husbands 
had been quarrelling in the dining-room over brandy- 
and-water, the wives, the sisters, had been fighting 
over their tea in tlie salon. I don’t know what tlie 
other boarders were about. Philip never told me. 
Perhaps they had left the room to give the sisters 
a free opportunity for embraces and confidential com- 
munication. Perhaps there were no lady boarders 
left. Howbeit, Emily and Eliza had tea ; and before 
that refreshing meal was concluded, those dear 
women were fighting as hard as their husbands in 
the adjacent chamber. 

Eliza, in the first place, was very angry at Emily’s 
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coming without invitation. Emily, on lier part, was 
angry with Eliza for being angry. I am sure, Eliza/^ 
said the spirited and injured MacWhirter, ^^that is 
the third time you have alluded to it since we have 
been here. Had you and all your family come to 
Tours, Mac and I would have made them welcome — 
children and all ; and I am sure yours make trouble 
enough in a house.” 

private house is not like a boarding-house, 
Emily. Here madame makes us pay frightfully for 
extras,” remarks Mrs. Baynes. 

am sorry I came, Eliza. Let us say no more 
about it. I can^t go away to-night,” says the 
other. 

And most unkind it is that speech to make, Emily. 
Any more tea ? ” 

^^Most unpleasant to have to make that speech, 
Eliza. To travel a whole day and night — and 1 never 
able to sleep in a diligence — to hasten to my sister 
because I thoughi she was in trouble, because I thought 
a sister might comfort her; and to be received as 
you ’re — as you — oh, oh, oh — boh ! Plow stoopid 
I am ! ” A handkerchief dries the tears ; a smelling- 
bottle restores a little composure, When you came 
to us at Dumdum, with two — o — o children in the 
hooping-cough, I am sure Mac and I gave you a very 
different welcome.” 

The other was smitten with remorse. She remem- 
bered her sister’s kindness in former days. I did 
not mean, sister, to give you pain,” she said. But I 
am very unhappy myself, Emily. My child’s conduct 
IS making me most unhappy.” 

<‘And very good reason you have to be unhappy, 
Eliza, if woman ever had,” says the other. 

Oh, indeed, yes ! ” gasps the General’s lady. 
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any woman ought to feel remorse, Eliza Baynes, 
I am sure it ’s you. Sleepless nights ! What was 
mine in the diligence, compared to the nights you 
must have ? I said so to myself. ‘ I am wretched,^ 
I said, ^hut what must she be ^ 

“Of course, as a feeling mother, I feel that poor 
Charlotte is unhappy, my dear.” 

“ But what ] mikes her so, my dear ? ” cries Mrs. 
MacWhirter,\vho presently showed that she was mis- 
tress of the whole controversy. “Ko wonder Char- 
lotte is lUJ happy, dear love ! Can a girl be engaged 
to a young man, a most interesting young man, a 
clever, acc^oinplished, highly educated young man — ” 

“ ? ” cries Mrs. Baynes. 

“ Have n^t I your letters ? I have them all in my 
desk. They are in that hall now. Did n’t you tell 
me so over and over again ; and rave about him, till 
I thought you were in love with him yourself al- 
most ? ” cries Mrs. Mac. 

“ A most ind<.‘ccnt observation ! ” cries out Eliza 
Baynes, in her deep, awful voice. “No woman, no 
sister, shall say that to me ! ” 

“ Shall I go and get the letters ? It used to be 
‘Dear Philip has just left us. Dear Philip has been 
more than a son to me. He is our preserver 1 ’ 
Did n’t you write all that to me over and over again ? 
A.nd because you have found a richer husband for 
Charlotte, you are going to turn your preserver out of 
doors ! ” 

“ Emily MacWliirter, am I to sit here and be accused 
of crimes, uninvited, mind — uninvited, mind, by my 
sister? Is a general officer’s lady to be treated in 
this way by a brevet-major’s wife ? Though you are 
my senior in age, Emily, I am yours in rank. Out of 
any room in England, but this, I go before you ! A^d 
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if you have come uninvited all the way from TourS to 
insult me in my own house — 

House, indeed ! pretty house ! Everybody else^s 
house as well as yours ! ” 

Such^as it is, I never asked you to comer into it, 
Emily!” 

Oh, yes ! You wish me to go out in the night. 
Mac ! I say ! ” 

Emily ! ” cries the Generaless. 

“ Mac, I say 1 ” screams the Majoress, flinging open 
the door of the salon, “ my sister wishes me to go. 
Do you hear me ? ” 

Au nom de Dieu, Madame, peiisez a cette pauvre 
petite, qiii souffre h cote,” cries the mistress of the 
house, pointing to her own adjoining chamber, in 
which, we have said, our poor little Charlotte was 
lying. 

^^Nappley pas Madamaselle Baynes petite, sivo- 
play ! ” booms out Mrs. Baynes’s contralto. 

“ MacWliirter, I say. Major MacWhirter ! ” cries 
Emily, flinging open tlie door of the dining-room 
where thC two gentlemen were knocking their own 
heads together, MacWhirter ! My sister chooses 
to insult me, and say that a brevet-major^s wife — ” 

“By George! are you fighting, too?” asks the 
General. 

“Baynes, Emily MacWhirter lias insulted me!” 
cries Mrs. Baynes. ♦ 

“ It seems to have been a settled thing beforehand,” 
yells the General. “ Major MacWliirter has done the 
same thing by me ! He has forgotten that he is a 
gentleman, and that I am.” 

“ He only insults you because he thinks you are his 
relative, and must bear everything from him,” says 
the GeneraVs wife. 
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^‘!By George! I will not bear everything from 
him ! shouts the General. The two gentlemen and 
their two wives are squabbling in th<i hall. Madame ■ 
and the servants are peering u]) from the kitchen- 
regions^ * I dare say tin*, boys from the to])most banis- 
ters are saying to each other, “ Kow between ma and 
Aunt Mac!” I dare say scared little Charlotte, in 
her temporary apartment, is, for a while, almost 
forgetful of her own grief; and wondering what 
quarrel is agitating her aunt and mother, her fatlnu’ 
and uncle ? Place the remaining male and female 
boarders about in the corridors and on the landings, 
in various attitudes expressive of interest, of satiric 
commentary, wrath at being disturbed by unseemly 
domestic quarrel : — in what posture you will. As 
for Mrs. Colonel Bunch, she, poor thing, does not 
know that the General and her own Colon (d have en- 
tered on a mortal quarrel. She imagines the dispute 
is only between Mrs. Baynes and her sister as yet ; 
and she has known this p<air quarrelliiig for a score of 
years past. Toujours comme (;a fighting vous savez, 
et puis make it up again. Oui,” she explains to a 
French friend on the landing. 

In the very midst of this storm Colonel Bunch 
returns, his friend and second. Dr. Martin, on his 
arm. He does not know that two battles have 
been fought since his own combat. His, we will say, 
was Ligny. Then came Quatre-Bras, in which Baynes 
and MacWhirter were engaged. Tlum came the gene- 
ral action of Waterloo. And here enters Colonel 
Bunch, quite unconcious of the great engageiiumts 
which have taken place since his tem})orary retreat in 
search of reinforcements. 

“ How are you, MacWhirter ? ” cries the Colonel of 
ihe purple whiskers. My friend, Dr. Martin ! ” 
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And as he addresses himself to the General, his eyes 
almost start out of his head, as if they would shoot 
themselves into the breast of that officer. 

My dear, hush ! Emily MacWhirter, had we not 
better defer this most painful dispute? The whole 
house is listening to us ! ” whispers the General, in a 
rapid low voice. “Doctor — Colonel Bunch — Major 
MacWhirter, had we not better go into the dining- 
room ? ” 

The General and the Doctor go first. Major Mac- 
Whirter and Colonel Bunch pause at the door. Says 
Bunch to MacWhirter : “ Major, you act as the Gene- 
raVs friend in this affair? It’s most awkward, but, 
by George ! Baynes has said things to me that I won’t 
bear, were he my own flesh and blood, by George! 
And I know him a deuced deal too well to think he 
will ever apologize ! ” 

“He has said things to mk. Bunch, that I won’t 
bear from fifty brother-in-laws, by George!” growls 
MacWhirter. 

“What? Don’t you bring me any message from 
him ? ” 

“ I tell you, Tom Bunch, I want to send a message 
to him. Invite me to iiis house, and insult me and 
Emily when we come ! By George, it makes my 
blood boil! Insult ns after travelling twenty-four 
hours in a confounded diligence, and say we’re not 
invited ! He and his little catamaran.” 

“ Hush ! ” interposed Bunch. 

“ I say catamaran, sir ! don’t tell me / They came 
and stayed with us four months at Dumdum — the 
children ill with the pip, or some confounded thing — 
went to Europe, and left me to pay the doctor’s bill ; 
and now, by — ” 

Was the Major going to invoke George, the Cappa- 
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doftian ohampioii, or Olympian Jove? At this mo- 
ment a door, by which they stood, opens. You may 
remember there were three doors, all on that land- 
ing; if you doubt me, go and see the house (Ave- 
nue de •Valmy, Champs Ely sees, Paris). A third 
door opens, and a young lady comes out, looking very 
pale and sad, and her hair hanging over her shoulders ; 
— her hair, which hung in rich clusters generally, but 
I suppose tears have put it all out of curl. 

^^Is it you, Uncle Mac? I thought T knew your 
voice, and I heard Aunt Emily’s,” says the little 
person. 

“Yes, it is T, Charly,” says Uncle l\rac. And he 
looks into the round face, which looks so wild and is 
so full of grief unutterable that ‘Uncle Mac is quite 
melted, and takes the child to his arms, and says, 
“ What is it, my dear ? ” And he quite forgets that 
he proposes to blow her father’s brains out in the 
morning. “ How hot your little hands are ! ” 

“Uncle, Uncle!” she says, in a swift febrile 
whisper, “you’re come to take me away, T know. 
I heard you and pa})a, I heard mamma and Aunt 
Emily speaking quite loud ! But if I go — I ’ll — I ’ll 
never love any but him ! ” 

“ But whom, dear ? ” 

“But Philip, Uncle.” 

“By G^iorge, Char, no more you shall!” says the 
Major. And herewith the poor child, who had been 
sitting up on her bed whilst this quarrelling of sis- 
ters, — whilst this brawling of majors, generals, 
colonels, — whilst this coming of hackney-coaches, — 
whilst this arrival and de])arture of visitors on horse- 
back, — had been taking place, gave a fine hysterical 
scream, and fell into her uncle’s arms laughing and 
crying wildly. 



258 


THE ADVENTURES OF PtttLiF 


This outcry, of course, brought the gentlemen from 
their adjacent room, and the ladies from theirs. 

“ What are you making a fool of yourself about ? 
growls Mrs. Baynes, in her deepest bark. 

By George, Eliza, you are too bad ! ” says the 
General, quite white, 

Eliza, you are a brute ! ’’ cries Mrs. MacWhirter. 

“ So SHE IS ! ’’ shrieks Mrs. Bunch from the land- 
ing-place overhead, where other lady-boarders were 
assembled looking down on this awful family battle. 

Eliza Baynes knew she had gone too far. Boor 
Charly was scarce conscious by this time, and wildly 
screaming, Never, never ! — When, as I live, 
who should burst into the premises but a young man 
with fair hair, with flaming whiskers, with flaming 
eyes, who calls out, What is it ? 1 am here, Char- 
lotte, Charlotte ! ” 

Who is that young man ? We had a glimpse of 
him, prowling about the Champs Elys^es just now, 
and dodging behind a tree when Colonel Bunch went 
out in search of his second. Then the young man 
saw the MacWhirter hackney-coach approach the 
house. Then he waited and waited, looking to that 
upper window behind which we know his beloved 
was not reposing. Then he beheld Bunch and Doctor 
Martin arrive. Then he passed through the wicket 
into the garden, and heard Mrs. Mac and Mrs. Baynes 
lighting. Then there came from the passage — where, 
you see, this battle was going on — that ringing 
dreadful laugh and scream of poor Charlotte ; and 
Philip Firmin burst like a bombshell into the midst 
of the hall where the battle was raging, and of the 
family circle who were fighting and screaming. 

Here is a picture I protest. We have — first, the 
boarders on, the first landing, whither, too, the Baynes 
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children have crept in their night-gowns. Secondly, 
we have Auguste, Fran^oise the cook, and the assis- 
tant coming up from the basement. And, third, we 
have Colonel Bunch, Doctor Martin, Major Mac- 
Whirtcr* with Charlotte in his arms ; Madame, Gen- 
eral B., Mrs, Mac, Mrs. General B., all in the passage, 
when our friend the oombshell bursts in amongst 
them. 

“ What is it ? Charlotte, I am here I ” cries Philip, 
with his great voice ; at hearing which, little Char 
gives one hiuil scream, and, at the next moment, she 
has fainted quite dead — but this time she is on 
Philip’s shoulder. 

You brute, how dare you do this ? ” asks Mrs. 
Baynes, glaring at the young man. 

‘‘ It is you vdio have done it, Eliza ! ” says Aunt 
Emily. 

And so she has, Mrs. MacWhirter ! ” calls out 
Mrs. Colonel Bunch, from the lauding above. . 

And Charles Baynes felt he had acted like tK traitor, 
and hung do^Tii his head. He had encouraged his 
daughter to g've her heart a’way, and she had obeyed 
him. When he saw Philip I think he was glad ; so 
was the Major, though Firmin, to be sure, pushed 
him quite roughly up against the wall. 

“Is this ’mlgar scandal to go on in the passage 
before the v, hole house ? ” gasped Mrs. Baynes. 

“ Bunch 1 rought me here to prescribe for this 
young lady, ’ says little Doctor Martin, in a very 
courtly wa;^ , “ Madame, will you get a little sal- 

volatile frr/n Anjubeau’s in the Faubourg; and let 
her be kex-fc very quiet ! ” 

“ Come, Monsieur Philippe, it is enough like that !” 
cries madame, who can’t repress a smile. “ Come to 
your chamber, dear little \ ” 
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Madame ! cries Mrs. Baynes, une mfere — 
Madame shrugs her shoulders. U ne mere, une belle 
mfere ma foi ! ” she says. ‘‘ Come, Mademoiselle ! ” 
There were only very few people in the boarding- 
house : if they knew, if they saw, what liappened, 
how can we help ourselves ? But that they had all 
been sitting over a powder-magazine, which might 
have blown up and destroyed one, two, three, five 
people, even Philip did not know, until afterwards, 
when, laughing. Major MacWhirter told him how 
that meek but most savago Baynes had first chal- 
lenged Bunch, had then challenged his brother-in-law, 
and how all sorts of battle, murder, sudden death 
might have ensued had the quarrel not come to an end. 

Were your humble servant anxious to harrow his 
reader's feelings, or display his own graphical powers, 
you understand that I never would have allowed 
those two gallant officers to quarrel and threaten each 
other's very noses, without having the insult wiped 
out in blood. The Bois de Boulogne is hard by the 
Avenue de Valmy, with plenty of cool fighting ground. 
The octM officers never stop gentlemen going out at 
the neighboring barrier upon duelling business, or 
prevent the return of the slain victim in the hackney- 
coach when the dreadful combat is over. Prom my 
knowledge of Mrs. Baynes's character, I have not the 
slightest doubt that she would have encouraged her 
husband to fight ; and, the General down, would have 
put pistols into the hands of her boys, and bidden 
them carry on the vendetta ; but as I do not, for my 
part, love to see brethren at war, or Moses and Aaron 
tugging wliite handfuls out of each other’s beards, I 
am glad there is going to be no fight between the 
veterans, and that cither's stout old breast is secure 
from the fratricidal bullet. 
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Major MacWhirter forgot all about bullets and bat- 
tles when poor little Charlotte kissed him, and was 
not in the least jealous when he saw the little maiden 
clinging on Philip’s arm. He was melted at the sight 
of that gHef and innocence, when Mrs. Baynes still 
continued to bark out her private rage, and said ; If 
the General won’t protect me from insult, I think I 
had better go.” 

Jove, I think 3'OU had!” exclaimed Mac- 
Whirter, to which remark the eyes of the Doctor and 
Colonel Bunch gleamed an approval. 

Allons^ Monsieur Philippe. Enough like that — 
let me take her to bed again,” madame resumed. 

Come, dear Miss ! ” 

What a pity that the bedroom was but a yard from 
where they stood ! Philip felt strong enough to carry 
his little Charlotte to the Tuileries. The thick brown 
locks, which had fallen over his shoulders, are lifted 
away. The little wounded heart that had lain against 
his own, parts from him with a reviving throb. Ma- 
dame and her mother carry away little Charlotte. 
The door of the neighboring chamber closes on her. 
The sad little vision has disappeared. The men, 
quarrelling anon in the passage, stand there silent. 

I heard her voice outside,” said Philip, after a 
little jpause (with love, with grief, with excitement, I 
suppose his head was in a whirl). heard her 
voice outside, and I couldn’t help coming in.” 

^‘By George, I should think not, young fellow!’^ 
says Major MacWhirter, stoutly shaking the young 
man by the hand. 

Hush, hush I ” whispers the Doctor ; she must 
oe kept quite quiet. She has had quite excitement 
enough for to-night. There must be no more scenes, 
my young fellow,” 
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And Philip says, when in this his agony of grief 
and doubt lie found a friendly hand put out to him, 
he himself was so exceedingly moved that he was 
compelled to fly out of the coin])any of the old men, 
into the night, wliere the rain was pouring — the 
gentle rain. 

While Philip, without Madame Smolensk’s prem- 
ises, is saying his tend(*rest prayers, offering up his 
tears, heart-throbs and most ])assionate vows of love 
for little Charlotte’s beiuht, the warriors assembled 
within once more retreat to a collocpiy in the salle-a- 
manger ; and, in consequence of the rainy state of the 
night, the astonished Auguste has to bring a third 
supply of hot-water for the four gentlemen attending 
the congress. The Colonel, the Major, the Doctor, 
ranged themselves on one side the table, defended, as 
it were, by a line of armed tumblers, flanked by a 
strong brandy-bottle and a stout earthwork, from an 
embrasure in which scalding water could be dis- 
charged. Behind these fortifications the veterans 
awaited their enemy, who, after marching up and 
down the room for a while, takes position finally in 
their front and prepares to attack. The General 
remounts his cheval de bataille, but cannot bring the 
animal to charge as fiercely as before. Charlotte’s 
white apparition has come amongst them, an5 flung 
her fair arms between the men of war. In vain 
Baynes tries to get up a bluster, and to enforce his 
passion with by Georges, by Joves, and words naugh- 
tier still. That weak, meek, quiet, henpecked, but 
most bloodthirsty old General found himself forming 
his own minority, and against him his old comrade 
Bunch, whom had insulted and nose-pulled; his 
brother-in-law MacWhirter, whom he had nose-pulled 
and insulted ; and the Doctor, who ha^ been called in 
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as a ‘friend of the former. As they faced him, shoul- 
der to shoulder, each of those three acquired fresh 
courage from his neighbor. Each, taking his aim, 
deliberately poured his fire into Baynes. To yield to 
such odd§, on the other hand, was not so distasteful 
to the veteran, as to have to give up his sword to any 
single adversary. Before he would own himself in 
the wrong to any individual, he would eat that in- 
dividuahs ears and nose : but to be surrounded by 
three enemies, and strike your fiag before such odds, 
was no disgrace ; and Baynes could take the circum- 
bendibus way of apology to which some proud s])irits 
will submit. Thus he could say to the Doctor, 
‘‘Well, Doctor, perhaps I was hasty in accusing 
Bunch of employing bad language to me. A by- 
stander can see these things sometimes when a prin- 
3ipal is too angry ; and as you go against me — well 
— there, then, I ask Bunch’s pardon.” That business 
over, the MaeWhirter reconciliation was very speed- 
ily brought about. “ Fact was, was in a confounded 
ill-temper — very much disturbed by events of the 
day — did n’t mean anything but this, that, and so 
forth.” If this old chief had to eat humble pie, his 
brave adversaries were anxious that he should gobble 
up his portion as quickly as possible, and turned away 
their honest old heads as he swallowed it. One of 
the party told his wife of the quarrel which ha& 
arisen, but Baynes never did. “1 declare, sir,” 
Philip used to say, “had she known anything about 
the quarrel that niglit, Mrs. Baynes would have made 
her husband turn out of bed at midnight, and chal- 
lenge his old friends over again ! ” But then there 
was no love between Philip and Mrs. Baynes, and in 
those whom he hates he is accustomed to see little 
good. 
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Thus, any gentle reader who expected to be treated 
to an account of the breakage of the sixth command- 
ment will close this chapter disappointed. Those 
stout old rusty swords which were fetched off their 
hooks by the warriors, their owners, were returned 
undrawn to their flannel cases. Hands were shaken 
after a fashion — at least no blood was shed. But, 
though the words spoken between the old boys were 
civil enough. Bunch, MacWhirter, and the Doctor 
could not alter their opinion that Philip had been 
hardly used, and that the benefactor of his family 
merited a better treatment from General Baynes. 

Meanwhile, that benefactor strode home through 
the rain in a state of perfect rapture. The rain re- 
freshed him, as did his own tears. The dearest little 
maiden had sunk for a moment on his heart, and, as 
she lay there, a thrill of hope vibrated tlirough his 
whole frame. Her father’s old friends had held out 
a hand to him, and bid' him not despair. Blow wind, 
fall autumn rains ! In the midnight, under the gusty 
trees, amidst which the lamps of the rherberes are 
tossing) the young fellow strides back to his lodgings. 
He is poor and \inhappy, but he has Hope along with 
him. He looks at a certain breast-button of his old 
coat ere he takes it off to sleep. ^^Her cheek was 
lying there,” he thinks — “ just there.” . My poor 
little Charlotte! what could she have done to the 
breast-button of the old coat ? 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

IN WHICH MRS. MACWHIRTER HAS A NEW 
BONNET. 

Now though the unhappy Philip slept quite soundly, 
so that his boots, those tramp-worn sentries, remained 
en faction at his door until quite a late hour next 
morning ; and though little Charlotte, after a prayer 
or two, sank into the sweetest and most refreshing 
girlish slumber, Charlotte’s father and mother had a 
bad night ; and, for my part, I maintain that they did 
not deserve a good one. It was very well for Mrs. 
Baynes to declare that it was MacWhirter’s snoring 
which kept them awake (Mr. and Mrs. Mac being 
lodged in the bedroom over their rcdatives) — I don’t 
say a snoring neighbor is .pleasant — but what a bed- 
fellow is a bad conscience! Under Mrs. Baynes’s 
nightcap the grim eyes lie open all night ; on Baynes’s 
pillow is a silent, wakeful head that hears the hours 
toll. A plague upon the young man I ” thinks the 
female bonnet de nuit ; “how dare he come in and 
disturb everything? How pale Charlotte will look 
to-morrow wlien Mrs. Hely calls with her son ! When 
she has been crying she looks hideous, and her eyelids 
and nose are quite red. She may fly out, and say 
something wicked and absurd, as she did to-day., I 
wish I had never seen that insolent young man, with 
his carroty beard and vulgar Blucher boots ! If my 
boys were grown up, he should not come hectoring 
about the house as he does j thei/ would soon find a 
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way of punishing his impudence ! ” Balked revenge 
and a hungry disappointment, T think, are keeping 
that old woman awake; and, if she hoars the hours 
tolling, it is because wicked tlioiiglits make her 
sleepless. 

As for Baynes, I believe tliat old man is awake 
because he is awake to the shabbiiiess of his own con- 
duct. His conscience has got the better of him, which 
he has been trying to bully out of doors. Bo what 
he will, that reflection forces itself upon him. Mac, 
Bunch, and the Doctor all saw the thing at once, and 
went dead against him. He wanted to break his word 
to a young fellow, who, whatever his faults might be, 
had acted most nobly and generously by the Baynes 
family. He might have been ruiiiecl but for Philip’s 
forbearance; and showed his gratitude by breaking 
his promise to the young fellow. He was a henpecked 
man — that was the fact. He allowed his wife to 
govern him : that little old plain, cantankerous woman 
asleep yonder. Asleep, was she ? No. He knew 
she was n’t. ]3oth were lying quite still, wide awake, 
pursuing their dismal thoughts. Only Charles was 
owning tliat he was a sinner, whilst Eliza his wife, in 
a rage at her last defeat, was meditating how she 
could continue and still win her battle. 

Then Baynes reflects how persevering his wife is ; 
how, all through life, she has come back and back and 
back to her point, until he has ended by an almost 
utter subjugation. He will resist for a day : she will 
fight for a year, for a life. If once she hates people, 
the^ sentiment always remains with her fresh and 
lively. Her jealousy never dies; nor her desire to 
rule. What a life she will lead poor Charlotte now 
she has declared against Philip ! The poor child will 
be subject to a dreadful tyranny : tiie father knows 
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it, * As soon as he leaves the house on his daily walks 
the girPs torture will begin. ^ Baynes knows how his 
wife can torture a woman. As she groans out a hol- 
low cough from her bed in the midnight, the guilty 
man lies quite mum under his own counterpane. If 
she fancies him awake, it will be his turn to receive 
the torture. Ah, Othello, mon.ami! when you look 
round at married life, and know what you know, don^t 
you* wonder that the bolster is not used a great deal 
more freely on both sides ? Horrible cynicism ! Yes 
— I know. These propositions served raw are savage, 
and shock your sensibility ; cooked with a little piq- 
uant sauce, they are welcome at quite polite tables. 

‘‘Poor child! Yes, by George! What a life her 
mother will lead her!” thinks the General, rolling 
uneasy on the midnight pillow. “No rest for her, 
day or night, until she marries the man of her mother^s 
choosing. And she has a delicate^ chest — Martin says 
she has and she wants coaxing and soothing, and 
pretty coaxing she will have from mamma ! ” Then, 
I dare say, the past rises up in that wakeful old maiPs 
uncomfortable memory. His little Charlotte is a child 
again, laughing on his knee, and playing with his ac- 
coutrements, as he comes home from parade. He 
remembers the fever which she had, when she would 
take medicine from no other hand ; and how, though 
silent with her mother, with him she would never 
tire of prattling, prattling. Guilt-stricken old man ! 
are those tears trickling down thy old nose ? It is 
midnight. We cannot see. When you brought her 
to the river, and parted with her to send her to 
Europe, how the little maid clung to you, and cried, 
“ Papa, Papa ! ” Staggering up the steps of the 
ghaut, how you wept yourself — yes, wept tears of 
passionate, tender grief at parting with the darling 
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of your soul. And now, deliberately, and for the 
sake of money, you stab her to the heart, and break 
your plighted honor to your child. ‘‘ And it is yon- 
der cruel, shrivelled, bilious, plain old woman who 
makes me do all this, and trample on my darling, and 
torture her ! he thinks. In Zoftany^s famous picture 
of Garrick and Mrs. Pritchard as Macbeth and Lady 
Macbeth, Macbeth stands in an attitude hideously con- 
torted and constrained, while lady Mac is firm and 
easy. Was this the actor’s art, or the poet’s device ? 
Baynes is wretched, then. He is wrung with re- 
morse and shame and pity. Well, I am glad of it. 
Old man, old man! how*darest thou to cause that 
child’s tender little bosom to bleed? How bilious 
he looks the next morning ! I declare as yellow as 
his grim old wife. When Mrs. General B. hears the 
children their lessons, how she will scold them ! It 
is my belief she will bark through the morning chap- 
ter, and scarce understand a word of its meaning. 
As for Charlotte, when she appears with red eyes* 
and ever so little color in her round cheek, there 
is that in her look and demeanor which warns her 
mother to refrain from too familiar abuse or scolding. 
The girl is in rebellion. All day Char was in a fever- 
ish state, her eyes flashing war. . There was a song . 
which Philip loved in those days : the song of Ruth. 
Char sat down to the piano, and sang it with a strange 
energy. Thy people shall be my people ” — she 
sang with all her heart — “and thy God my God 1 ” 
The slave had risen. The little heart was in arms 
and mutiny. The mother was scared by her defiance. 

As for the guilty old father : pursued by the fiend 
remorse, he fled early from his house, and read all 
the papers at “ Galignani’s ” without comprehending 
them. Madly regardless of expense, he then plunged 
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inUo one of those luxurious restaurants in the Palais 
Royal, where you get soup, three dishes, a sweet, and 
a pint of delicious wine for two frongs, by George ! 
But all the luxuries there presented to him could not 
drive a^ay care, or create appetite. Then the poor 
old wretch went otf, and saw a ballet at the Grand 
Opera. In vain. The pink nymphs had not the 
slightest fascination for him. He hardly was aware 
of their ogles, bounds, and capers. He saw a little 
maid with round, sad eyes ; — his Iphigenia whom he 
was stabbing. He took more brandy-and-water at 
cafes on his way home. In vain, in vain, I tell you ! 
The old wife was sitting up for him, scared at the un- 
usual absence of her lord. She dared not remonstrate 
with him when he returned. His face was pale. His 
eyes were fierce and bloodshot. When the General 
had a particular look, Eliza Baynes cowered in silence. 
Mac, the two sisters, and, I think, Colonel Bunch (but 
on this point my informant, Philip, cannot be sure) 
were having a dreary rubber when the General came 
in. Mrs. B, knew by the General’s face that he had 
been having recourse to alcoholic stimulus. But she 
dared not speak. A tiger in a jungle was not more 
savage than Baynes sometimes. “ Where ’s CJiar ? 
he asked in his dreadful, his Bluebeard voice. “ Char 
was gone to bed,” said mamma, sorting her trumps. 
‘‘Hm! Ogoost, Odevee, Osho!” «Did Eliza Baynes 
interfere, though sjie knew he had had enough ? As 
soon interfere with a tiger, and tell him he had eaten 
enough Sepoy. After Lady Macbeth had induced 
Mac to go through that business with Duncan, depend 
upon it she was very deferential and respectful to her 
general. ISfo groanp, prayers, remorses could avail to 
bring his late majesty back to life again. As for you, 
old man, though your deed is done, it is not past recall 
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mg. Though you have withdrawn from your word 
on a sordid money pretext : made two hearts miser- 
able, stabbed cruelly* that one which you love best in 
the world ; acted with wicked ingratitude towards a 
young man, who has been nobly forgiving "towards 
y6u and yours ; and are suffering with rage and re* 
morse, as you own your crime to yourself; — your 
deed is not past recalling as y(‘fc. Vou may soothe 
that anguish, and dry those tears. Tt is but an act 
of resolution on your part, and a firm resumption of 
your marital authority. Mrs. Baynes, after her cTime, 
is quite humble and gentle. She has half murdered 
her child, and stretched Philip on an infernal rack of 
torture ; but she is quite civil to everybody at madame’s 
house. Not one word does she say respecting Mrs. 
Colonel Bunch’s outbreak of the night before. She 
talks to sister Emily about Paris, the fashions, and 
Emily’s walks on the Boulevard and the Palais Ttoyal 
with her Major. She bestows ghastly smiles upon 
sundry lodgers at table. Slu^ thanks Ogoost when 
he serves her at dinner — and says, ^^Ah, Madame, 
que le boof est bong aujourd’hiii, rien que j’aiine 
comme le potofou.” Oh, you old hypocrite ! But 
you know I, for my part, always disliked the woman, 
and said her good humor was more detestable than 
her anger. You hypocrite I 1 say again : — ay, and 
avow that there were other hypocrites at the table, 
as you shall presently hear. 

When Baynes got an opportunity of speaking un- 
observed, as he thought, to madame, you may be sure 
the guilty wretch asked her how his little Charlotte 
was. Mrs. Baynes trumped her partner’s best heart 
at that moment, but pretended to observe or over- 
hear nothing, ^^She goes better — she sleeps,” 
madame said. ‘^Mr. the Doctor Martin has coup 
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mtoded her a calming potion.” And what if I were 
tb tell you that somebody had taken a little letter 
from Charlotte, and actually had given fifteen sous 
to a Savoyard youth to convey tliat letter to some- 
body else ? What if I were to tell you that the 
party to whom that letter was addressed, straightway 
wrote an answer — directed to Madame de Smolensk, 
of course ? I know it was very wrong ; but I sus- 
pect Philip’s prescription did quite as much good as 
Doctor Martin’s, and don’t intend to bo very angry 
with madame for consulting the unlicensed prac- 
titioner. Don’t preach to me. Madam, about morab 
ity, and dangerous examples set to young people. 
Even at your present mature age, and with your dear 
daughters around you, if your ladyship goes to hear 
the Barber of Seville,” on which side are your sym- 
pathies — on Dr. Bartolo’s, or Miss Eosina’s ? 

Although, then, Mrs. Baynes was most respectful 
to ‘her husband, and by many grim blandishments, 
humble appeals, and forced humiliations, strove to 
conciliate and soothe him, the Greneral turned a dark 
lowering face upon the partner of his existence ; her 
dismal smiles were no longer pleasing to him; he 
returned curt Ohs ! ” and Ahs ! ” to her remarks. 
When Mrs. Hely and her son and her daughter drove 
up in their family coach to pay yet a second visit to 
the Baynes family, the General flew in a passion, and 
cried, Bless my soul, Eliza, you can’t think of re- 
cieving visitors, with our poor child sick in the next 
room? It’s inhuman !” The scared woman ventured 
on no remonstrances. She was so frightened that 
she did not attempt to scold the younger children. 
She took a piece of work, and sat amongst them, fur- 
tively weeping. Their artless queries and unseasonable 
laughter stabbed and punished the matron. You see 
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people do wrong, though they are long T)ast fifty years 
of age. It is not only the scholars, hut the usheVs, 
and the head-master himself, who sometimes deserve 
a chastisement. I, for my part, hope to remember 
this sweet truth, though I live into the yc^ar 1000. 

♦ To those other ladies boarding at madame’s estab- 
lishment, to Mrs. Mac and Mrs. Colonel Ihineli, 
though they had declared against him, and expressed 
their opinions in the frankest way on the night of 
the battle royal, the General was provokingly ]>olite 
and amiable. They had said, but tweuty-foui* hours 
since, that the General was a brute ; and Lord Ches- 
terfield could not have been more polite to a lovely 
young duchess than was Baynes to these matrons 
next day. You have heard how Mrs. Mac had a 
strong desire to possess a new Paris bonnet, so that 
she might appear with proper lustre among the ladies 
on the promenade at Tours ? Major and Mrs. Mac 
and Mrs. Bunch talked of going to the Palais Royal 
(where MacWhirter said he had remarked some un- 
commonly neat things, by George ! at the corner shop 
under the glass gallery). On this, Baynes started up 
and said he ^ould accompany his friends, adding, 
*^You know, Emily, I promised you a hat ever so 
long ago ! ” And those four went away together, 
and not one offer did Baynes make to his wife to 
join the party ; though her best bonnet, poor thing, 
was a dreadfully old performance, with moulting 
feathers, rumpled ribbons, tarnished flowers, and lace 
bought in St. Martin’s Alley montl\g and months he- 
fore. Emily, to be sure, said to her sister, Eliza, 
won^t you be of the party ? We can take the omni- 
bus at the corner, which will land us at the very 
gate.” But as Emily gave this unlucky invitation, 
the GeneraFs face wore an expression of ill-Vill so 
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saVage and terrific, that Eliza Baynes said, 
thank you, Emily j Charlotte is still unwell, and I — 
I may be wanted at home.’^ And the party went 
away without Mrs. Baynes; and they were absent 
I don’t 'know how long; and Emily MacWhirter came 
back to the boarding-house in a bonnet — the sweet- 
est thing you ever saw ! — green pique velvet, with a 
ruche full of rosebuds, and a bird of paradise perched 
on the top, pecking at a bunch of the most magnifi^ 
cent grapes, poppies, ears of corn, barley, etc., all in- 
dicative of the bounteous autumn season. Mrs. Gen- 
eral Baynes had to see her sister return home in this 
elegant bonnet ; to welcome her ; to acquiesce in 
Emily’s remark that the General had done the gen- 
teel thing ; to hear how the party had further been 
to Tortoni’s and had ices ; and then to go up stairs 
to her own room, and look at her own battered, 
blowsy old chapeau, with its limp streamers, hanging 
from its peg. This humiliation, I say, Eliza Baynes 
had to bear in silence, without wincing, and, if possi- 
ble, with a smile on her face. 

In consequence of circumstances before indicated, 
Miss Charlotte was pronounced to be very much 
better when her papa returned from his Palais Eoyal 
^rip. He found her seated on madame’s sofa, pale, 
but with the wonted sweetness in her smile. He 
kissed and caressed her with many tender words. I 
dare say he told her there was nothing in the world 
he loved so much as his Charlotte. He would never 
willingly do anything to give her pain, never ! She 
had been liis good girl, and his blessing, all his life ! 
Ah ! that is a prettier little picture to imagine — that 
repentant man, and his child clinging to him — than 
the tableau overhead, viz., Mrs. Baynes looking at her 
old bonnet. Not one word was said about Philip in 
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the talk between Baynes and his daugliter, but thbse 
tender paternal looks and caresses carried hope into 
Charlotte^s heart; and when her papa went away 
(she said afterwards to a female friend), I j>;ot up 
and followed him, intending to show him 'Philip’s 
letter. But at the door 1 saw mamma coming down 
the, stairs ; and she looked so dreadful, and frightened 
me so, that I went back.” There are some mothers 
I have heard of, who won’t allow their daughters to 
read the works of this humble homilist, lest they 
should imbibe “ dangerous ” notions, etc., etc. My 
good ladies, give them Goody Twoshoes ” if you 
like, or whatever work, combining instruction and 
amusement, you think most appropriate to their 
juvenile understandings; but I beseech you to be 
gentle with them. T never saw people on better 
terms with each other, more frank, affectionate, and 
cordial, than the parents and the grown-up young 
folks in the United States. And why ? Because the 
children were spoiled, to be sure ! I say to you, get 
the confidence of yours — before the day comes of re- 
volt and independence, after which love returneth not. 

Now, when Mrs. Baynes went in to her daughter, 
who had been sitting pretty comfortably kissing her 
father on the sofa in madame’s chamber, all those 
soft tremulous smiles and twinkling dew-drops of 
compassion and forgiveness which anon had come to 
soothe the little maid, fled from cheek and eyes. 
They began to flash again with their febrile bright- 
ness, and her heart to throb with dangerous rapidity. 

How are you' now ? ” asks mamma, with' her deep 
voice. am much the same,” says the girl, be- 
ginning to tremble. “Leave the child; you agitate 
her, Madam,” cries the mistress of the house, coming 
in after Mrs, Baynes. That sad, humiliated, deserted 
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motlier goes out from her daughter’s presence, hang- 
ing her head. She j)iit on the poor old bonnet, and 
had a walk that evening on the Champs Elysees with 
her little ones, and showed them Guignol : she gave a 
penny to Guignors man. It is my belief that she saw 
no more of tlie performance than her husband had 
seen of the ballet the night previous, when Taglioni, 
and Noblet, and Duvernay danced before his hot 
eyes. But then, you see, the hot eyes had been 
washed with a refreshing water since, which enabled 
them to view the world much more cheerfully and 
brightly. Ah, gracious heaven gives us eyes to see 
our own wrong, iiowever dim age may make them ; 
and knees not too stiff to kneel, in spite of years, 
cramp, and rheumatism ! That stricken old woman, 
then, treated her children to the trivial comedy of 
Guignol. She did not cry out when the two boys 
climbed uj) the trees of the Elysian Fields, though 
the guardians bade them descend. She bought pink 
sticks of barley-sugar for the young ones. With- 
drawing the glistening sweetmeats from their lips, 
they pointed to Mrs. Hely’s splendid barouche as it 
rolled citywards from the Bois de Boulogne. The 
gray shades were falling, and Auguste was in the act 
of ringing the first dinner-bell at Madame Smolensk’s 
establishment, when Mrs. General Baynes returned to 
her lodgings. 

Meanwhile, Aunt MaeWhirter had been to pay a 
visit to little Miss Charlotte, in the new bonnet which 
the General, Charlotte’s papa, had bought for her. 
This elegant article had furnished a subject of pleas- 
ing conversation between niece and aunt, who held 
each other in very kindly regard, and all the details 
of the bonnet, the blue flowers, scarlet flowers, grapes, 
sheaves of corn, laoe, etc., were examined and admired 
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in detail. Charlotte remembered the dowdy old Eng- 
lish thing which Aunt Mac wore when she went out ? 
Charlotte did remember the bonnet, and laughed when 
Mrs. Mac described how papa, in the ha(3kuey-coach 
on their return home, insisted upon taking* the old 
wretch of a bonnet, and flinging it out of the coach- 
window into the road, where an old chiffonnier passing 
picked it up with his iron hook, put it on his own 
head, and walked away grinning. I declare, at the 
recital of this narrative, Charlotte laughed as pleas- 
antly and happily as in former days ; and, no doubt, 
there were more kisses between this i>oor little maid 
and her aunt. 

Now, you will remark, that the General and his 
party, though they returned from the Palais Royal in 
a hackney-coach, went thither on foot, two and two — - 
namely. Major MacWhirter leading, and giving his 
arm to Mrs. Bunch (who, I promise you, knew the 
shops in the Palais Royal well), and the General 
following at some distance, with his sister-in-law for 
a partner. 

In that walk a conversation very important to 
Charlotte^s interests took place between her aunt 
and her father. 

Ah, Baynes ! this is a sad business abodt dearest 
Char,’’ Mrs. Mac broke out with a sigh, 

<*It is, indeed, Emily,” says the General, with a 
very sad groan on his part. 

It goes to my heart to see you, Baynes ; it goes to 
Mac^s heart. We talked about it ever so late last 
night. You were suffering dreadfully; and all the 
brandy-pawnee in the world won’t cure you, Charles.’^ 

No, faith,” says the General, with a dismal screw 
of the mouth. ^^You see, Emily, to see that child 
suffer tears my heai*t out — by George, it does. She 
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has been the best child, and the most gentle, and the 
merriest, and the most obedient, and I never had a 
word of fault to find with her ; and — poo-ooh ! ” 
Here the Generars eyes, which have been winking 
with extreme rapidity, give way; and at the signal 
pooh ! there issue out from them two streams of that 
eye-water which we have said is sometimes so good 
for the sight. 

‘‘My dear kind Charles, you were always a. good 
creature,’^ says Emily, patting the arm on which hers 
rests. Meanwhile Major-General Baynes, C. B., puts 
his bamboo cane under his disengaged atm, extracts 
from his hind pocket a fine large yellow bandanna 
pocket-handkerchief, and performs a prodigious loud 
obligato — just under the spray of the Bond-point 
fountain, opposite the Bridge of the Invalides, over 
which poor Philip has tramped many and many a day 
and night to see his little maid. 

“ Have a care with your cane, then, old imbecile 1 
cries an approaching foot-passenger, whom the Gen- 
eral meets and charges with his iron ferrule. 

“Mille pardong, mosoo; je vous demande mille 
pardong,^^ says the old man, quite meekly. 

“ You are a good soul, Charles,” the lady continues, 
“and my little Char is a darling. You never would 
have done this of your own accord, Mercy ! And 
see what it was coming to ! Mac only told me last 
night. You horrid, bloodthirsty creature 1 Two chal- 
lenges — and dearest Mac as hot as pepper ! Oh, 
Charles Baynes, I tremble when I think of the danger 
from which you have all been rescued ! Suppose you 
brought home to Eliza — suppose dearest Mac brought, 
home to me killed by this arm on which I am leaning. 
Oh, it is dreadful, dreadful 1 We are sinners all, that 
we are, Baynes ! ^ 
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humbly ask pardon for having thought of a 
great crime. I ask pardon/^ says the General, very 
pale and solemn. 

If you had killed dear Mac, would you ever have 
had rest again, Charles ? ’’ * 

No ; I think not. I should not deserve it,” an- 
swers the contrite Baynes. 

You have a good heart. It was not you who did 
this. I know who it was. She always had a dread- 
ful temper. The way in which she used to torture 
our poor dear Louisa, who is dead, I can hardly for- 
give now, Baynes. Poor suffering angel ! Eliza was 
at her bedside nagging and torturing her up to the 
very last day. Did you ever see her with nurses and 
servants in India? The way in which she treated 
them was — ” 

Don^t say any more. I am aware of my wife^s 
faults of temper. Heaven knows it has made me 
suffer enough ! ” says the General, hanging his head 
down. 

Why, man — do you intend to give way to her 
altogether ? I said to Mac last night, ^ Mac, does he 
intend to give way to her altogether ? The “ Army 
List” does n’t contain the name of a braver man than 
Charles Baynes, and is my sister Eliza to rule him en- 
tirely, Mac ! ’ I said. No, if you stand up to Eliza, 
I know from experience she will give way. We have 
had quarrels, scores and hundreds, as you know, 
Baynes.” 

Faith, I do,” owns the General, with a sad smile 
on his countenance. 

* “And sometimes she has had the best and some- 
times I have had the best, Baynes. But I never 
yielded, as you do, without a fight for my own. No, 
never, Baynes ! And me and Mac are shocked, I tell 
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you fairly, when we see the way in which you give up 
to her!’^ 

^'Come, come! I think you have told me often 
enough that I am henpecked,” says the General. 

And you give up not yourself only, Charles, but 
your dear, dear child — poor little suffering love ! ” 

“ The young man ’s a beggar 1 ” cries the General, 
biting his lips. ^ 

What were you, what was Mac and me when we 
married ? We had n’t much beside our pay, had we ? 
we rubbed on through bad weather and good, manag* 
ing as best we could, loving each other, God be 
praised ! And here we are, owing nobody anything, 
and me going to have a new bonnet ! ” and she tossed 
up her head, and gave her companion a good-natured 
look through her twinkling eyes. 

“ Emily, you have a good heart ! that ’s the truth,” 
says the General. 

“ And you have a good heart, Charles, as sure as my 
name ’s MacWhirter ; and I want you to act upon it, 
and I propose — ” 

What ? ” 

^‘Well, T propose that — ” But now they have 
reached the Tuileries garden gates, and pass through, 
and continue their conversation in the midst of such a 
hubbub that we cannot overhear them. They cross 
the garden, and so make their way into the Palais 
Eoyal, and the purchase of the bonnet takes place ; 
and in the midst of the excitement occasioned by that 
event, of course, all discussion of domestic affairs be- 
comes uninteresting. 

But the gist of Baynes^s talk with his sister-in-law 
may be divined from the conversation which presently 
occurred between Charlotte and her aunt. Charlotte 
did not come in to the public dinner. She was too 
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weak foir that ; and uri bon bouillon and a wing of fowl 
we/re served to her in the private apartment, where 
she had been reclining all day. At dessert, however, 
Mrs. MacWhirter took a fine bunch of grapes and a 
plump rosy peach from the table, and carried*them to 
the little maid, and their interview may be described 
with sufficient accuracy, though it passed without 
other witnesses. ^ 

From the outbreak on the night of quarrels, Char- 
lotte knew that her aunt was her friend. The glances 
of Mrs. MacWhirter’s eyes, and the expression of her 
bonny, homely face, told her sympathy to the girl. 
There were no pallors now, no angry glances, no 
heart-beating. Miss Char could even make a little 
joke when her aunt appeared, and say, What beauti- 
ful grapes ! Why, Aunt, you must have taken them 
out of the new bonnet.’’ 

“ You should have had the bird of paradise, too, 
dear, only I see you have not eaten your chicken. 
Bhe is a kind woman, Madame Smolensk. I like her. 
She gives very nice dinners. I can’t think how she 
does it for the money, T am sure ! ” 

She has been very, very kind to me ; and I love 
her with all my heart 1 ” cries Charlotte. 

‘^Poor darling 1 We have all our trials, and yours 
have begun, my love ! ” 

Yes, indeed. Aunt I” whimpers the young person; 
upon which osculation possibly takes place. 

My dear I when your papa took me to buy the 
bonnet, we had a long talk, and it was about you.” 

About me, Aunt ? ” warbles Miss Charlotte. 

would not take mamma; he would only go 
with me, alone. I knew he wanted to say something 
about you ; and what do you think it was ? My dear, 
you have been very much agitated here. You and 
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your poor inamma are likely to disagree for some 
Ume. She will drag you to those balls and fine par- 
ties, and bring you fine partners ^ 

Oh, I hate them ! ” cries Charlotte. Poor little 
Walsingham Hely, what had he done to be hated ? 

Well. It is not for me to speak of ^ mother to her 
own daughter. But you know mamma has a way 
with her. She expects to be obeyed. She will give 
you no peace. She will come back to her i)oint again 
and again. You know how she speaks of some one — 
a certain geiitleniaii ? If ever she sees liim, slie will 
be rude to him. Mamma can be rude at times — that 
I must say of my own sister. As long as you remain 
here — ” 

“ Oh, Aunt, Aunt ! Don’t take me away, don’t take 
hie away ! ” cries Charlotte. 

“ My dearest, are you afraid of your old aunt, and 
your Uncle Mac, who is so kind, and has always loved 
you ? Major MacWhirter lias a will of his own, too, 
though of course I make no allusions. We know how 
admirably somebody has behaved to your family. 
Somebody who has been most unyratefully treated, 
though of course I make no allusions. If* you have 
given away your heart to your father’s greatest bene- 
factor f do you suj)pose I and Uncle Mac will quarrel 
with you ? When Eliza married Baynes (your father 
was a penniless subaltern, then, my dear, — and my 
lister was certainly neither a fortune nor a beauty), 
didn’t she go dead against the wishes of our father ? 
Certainly she did! But she said she was of age — 
that she was, and a great deal more, too — and she 
would do as she liked, and she made Baynes marry 
her. Why should you be afraid of coining to us, love ? 
You are nearer somebody here, but enn you see him ? 
Your mamma will never let you go out, but she will 
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follow, you like a shadow. You may write to him. 
Don’t tell ?/ie, child. Have n’t I been young myself; 
and when there was a difficulty between Mac and poor 
papa, did n’t Mac write to me, though he hates letters, 
poor dear, and certainly is a stick at them-? And, 
though we were forbidden, had we not twenty ways 
of telegraphing to each other? Law ! your poor dear 
grandfather was in such a rage with me once, when 
he found one, that he took down his great buggy whip 
to me, a grown girl ! ” 

Charlotte, who has plenty of humor, would haVe 
laughed at this confession some other time, but now 
she was too much agitated by that invitation to quit 
Paris, which her aunt had just givcm her. Quit Paris ? 
Lose the chance of seeing her dearest friend, her pro- 
tector ? If he was not with her, was he not near her ? 
Yes, near her always ! On that horrible night, when 
all was so desperate, did not her champion burst for- 
ward to her rescue ? Oh, the dearest and bravest ! 
Oh, the tender and true ! 

You are not listening, you poor child ! ” said aunt 
Mac, surveying her niece with looks of kindness. 
“ Now listen to me once more. AVhisper ! ” And sit- 
ting down on the settee by Charlotte’s side, Aunt 
Emily first kissed the girl’s round cheek, and then 
whispered into her ear. 

Never, I declare, was medicine so efficacious, or 
rapid of effect, as that wondrous d|stilment which 
Aunt Emily poured into her niece’s ear ! “ Oh, you 
goose ! she began by saying, and the rest of the 
charm she whispered into that pearly little pink shell 
round which Miss Charlotte’s soft brown ringlets clus- 
tered. Such a sweet blush rose straightway to the 
cheek I Such sweet lips began to cry, ‘‘ Oh, you dear, 
dear aunt ! and then began to kiss aunt’s kind face, 



ON HIS WAY THEOUGH THE WOKLO. 283 

thdt, I declare, if I knew the spell, I would like to 
pronounce it right off, with such a sweet young pa- 
tient to practise on. 

“When do we go ? To-morrow, Aunt, n’est-ce pas ? 
Oh, I am quite strong ! never felt so well in my life ! 
ITl go and pack up this instant/^ cries the young 
person. 

Doucement ! Papa knows of the plan. Indeed, 
it was he who proi>osed it.” 

“ Dearest, best father ! ” ejaculates Miss Charlotte. 

“But mamma does not; and if you show yourselT 
very eager, Charlotte, she may object, you know. 
Heaven forbid that / should counsel ilissimulation to 
a child ; but under the circumstances, my love — At 
least I own what happened between Mac and me. 
Law ! 1 didn’t care for papa’s buggy whip ! I knew it 
would not hurt; and as for Baynes, I am sure he 
would not hurt a fly. Never was man more sorry for 
what he has done. He told me so whilst we walked 
away from the bonnet-shop, whilst he was carrying 
my old yellow. We met somebody near the Bourse. 
How sad he looked, and how handsome, too ! I bowed 
to him, and kissed my hand to him, that is, the knob 
of my parasol. Papa couldn’t shake hands with him, 
because of my bonm^t, you know, in the brown-paper 
bag. He has a grand beard, indeed ! He looked like 
a wounded lion, I said so to ])apa. And 1 said, ^ It 
is you who wound him, Charles Baynes!’ know 
that,’ Papa said. ^ T have Ix^en thinking of it. I can’t 
sleep at night ‘for thinking about it ; and it makes me 
dee’d unhappy.’ You know what papa sometimes 
says ? Dear me ! You should have heard them, 
when Eliza and I joincnl the army, years and years 
ago ! ” 

For once, Charlotte Baynes was happy at her 
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fathax’^s being unhai)py. The little maiden’s heart 
had been wounded to think that her father could do 
his Charlotte a wrong. Ah! take warning by him, 
ye graybeards ! And however old and toothless, if 
you have done wrong, own that you have done so; 
and sit down and say grace, and mumble your humble 
pie 1 

The General, then, did not shake hands with Philip; 
but Major MacWhirter went up in the most marked 
way, and gave the wounded lion his own paw, and 
said, Mr. Firmin, glad to see you ! If ever you 
come to Tours, mind, don’t forget my wife and me. 
Fine day. Little patient much better ! Bon courage, 
as they say!” 

I \Vonder what sort of a bungle Philip made of his 
correspondence with the Pall Mall Gazette ” that 
night? Every man who lives by his pen, if by (»hanoe 
he looks back at his writings of former years, lives 
in the past again. Our griefs, our pleasures, our 
youth, our sorrows, our dear, dear friends, resuscitate. 
How we tingle with shame over some of those fine 
passages 1 How dreary are those disinterred jokes ! 
It was Wednesday night. Philip was writing off at 
home, in his inn, one of his grand tirades, dated 

Paris, Thursday” — so as to be in time, you under- 
stand, for the post of Saturday, when the little waiter 
comes and says, winking, “ Again that lady, Monsieur 
Philippe ! ” ^ 

“ What lady ? ” asks our own intelligent correspon- 
dent. * 

That old lady who came the other day, you know.” 

^^O’est moi, men anu!” cries Madame Smolensk’s 
well-known grave voice. <^Here is a letter, d^abord. 
But that says nothing. It was written before the 
grande no%v 0 lk the great nows — tlie good news 1 ” 
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What good news ? asks the gentleman, 

<^Iii two days Miss goes to Tours with her aunt and 
uncle — this good Macvirterre, They have taken 
their places by the diligence of Lafitte and Caillard. 
They arb thy friends. Papa encourages her going. 
Here is their card of visit. Go thou also; they will 
receive thee with open arms. What hast thou, iny 
son ? ” 

Philip looked dreadfully sad. An injured and un- 
fortunate gentleman at New York had drawn upon 
him, and he had paid awaj^ ev(‘i*ythiiig he had but 
four francs, and he was living on credit until his next 
remittance arrived. 

Thou hast no money ! I have thought of it. Be- 
hold of it! Let him wait — the proprietor ! And 
she takes out a bank-note, whicli she puts in the 
young man’s hand. 

Tiens, il I’embrasse encor c’te vieille ! ” says the 
little knife-boy. “ J’aimerai pas 9a, moi, par examp I” 
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CHAPTER XV. 

IN' THE DEPARTMENTS OP SEINE, LOIRE, AND 
STYX (iNPilRIEUR). 

Our dear friend Mrs. Baynes was suffering under 
the influence of one of those panics which sometimes 
seized her, and during which she remained her hus- 
band’s most obedient Eliza and vassal. When Baynes 
wore a certain expression of countenance, we have 
-said that his wife knew resistance to be useless. 
That expression, I suppose, he assumed, when he an- 
nounced Charlotte’s departure to her mother, and 
ordered Mrs. General Baynes to make the necessary 
preparations for the girl. “She might stay some 
time with her aunt,” Baynes stated. “ A change of 
air would do the child a great deal of good. Let 
everything necessary in the shape of hats, bonnets, 
winter clothes, and so forth, be got ready.” “Was 
Char, then, to stay away so long ? ” asked Mrs. B. 
“ She has been so happy here that you want to keep 
her, and fancy she can’t be happy without you ! ” I 
can fancy the General grimly replying to the partner 
of his existence. Hanging down her withered head, 
with a tear mayhap trickling down her cheek, I can 
fancy the old woman silently departing to do the bid- 
ding of her lord. She selects a trunk out of the store 
of Baynes’s baggage. A young lady’s trunk was a 
trunk in those days. Now it is a two or three storied 
edifice of wood, in which two or three full-grown 
bodies of young ladies (without crinoline) might be 
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packed. I saw a little old countrywoman at the 
Folkestone station last year with her travelling bag- 
gage contained in a band-box tied up in an old cotton 
handkerchief hanging on her arm ; and she surveyed 
Lady Kaightbridge’s twenty-three black trunks, each 
well-nigh as large as her ladyship’s opera-box. Before 
these great edifices that old woman stood wondering 
dumbly. That old lady and I had lived in a time 
when crinoline was not; and yet, I think, women 
looked even prettier in that time than they do now. 
Well, a trunk arid a band-box were fetched out of the 
baggage heap for little Charlotte, and 1 dare say hen 
little brothers jumped and danced on the box with 
much energy to make the lid shut, and the General 
brought out his hammer and nails, and nailed a card 
on the box with ^‘Mademoiselle Baynes” thereon 
printed. And mamma had to look on and witness 
those preparations. And Walsingham Hely had 
called ; and he would n’t call again, she knew ; and 
that fair chance for the establishment of her child 
was lost by the obstinacy of her self-willed, reckless 
husband. That woman had to water her soup with 
her furtive tears, to sit of nights behind hearts and 
spades, and brood over her crushed hopes. If I con- 
template that wretched old Niobe much longer, I 
shall begin to pity her. Away softness ! Take out 
thy arrows, the poisoned, the barbed, the rankling, 
and prod me the old creature well, god of the silver 
bow ! Eliza Baynes had to look on, then, and see the 
trunks packed; to see her own authority over her 
own daughter wrested away from her ; to see the un- 
dutiful girl prepare with perfect delight and alacrity 
to go away, without feeling a pang at leaving a mother 
who had nursed her through adverse illnesses, who 
had scolded her for seventeen years. 
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The General accompanied the party to the diligehce 
office. Little Char was very pale and melancholy 
indeed when she took her place in the coiip4. ‘‘ She 
should have a corner : she had been ill, and ought to 
have a corner, Uncle Mac said, and cheerfully con- 
sented to be bodkin. Our three special friends are 
seated. The other pasi^ngers clamber into their 
places. Away goes the clattering team, as the Gen- 
eral waves an adieu to his friends. Monstrous fine 
horses those gray Normans ; famous breed, indeed/^ 
he remarks to his wife on his return. 

• Indeed,” she echoes. Uray, in what part of the 
carriage was Mr. rirmin ? ” she presently asks. 

In no part of the carriage at all ! ” Baynes an- 
swers fiercely, turning beet-root red. And thus, 
though she had been silent, obedient, hanging her 
head, the woman showed that she was aware of her 
master^s schemes, and why her girl had been taken 
away. She knew ; but she was beaten. It remained 
for her but to be silent and bow her head. I dare say 
she did not sleep one wink that night. She followed 
the diligence in its journey. ^‘Char is gone,” she 
thought. “Yes; in duo time he will take from me 
the obedience of my other children, and tear them out 
of my lap.” He — that is, the General — was sleep- 
ing meanwhile. He had had in the last few days 
four awful battles -r- with his child, with his friends, 
with his wife. — in which latter combat he had been 
conqueror. No wonder Baynes was tired, and needed 
rest. Any one of those engagements was enough to 
weary the veteran. 

If we take the liberty of looking into double-bedded 
rooms, and peering into the thoughts which are pass- 
ing under private nightcaps, may we not examine 
the ^oup4 of a Jingling diligence with an open window, 
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In which a young lady sits wide awake by the side of 
her uncle and aunt ? These perhaps are asleep ; but 
she is not. Ah ! she is thinking of another journey ! 
that blissful one from Boulogne, when he Was there 
yonder in the imperial, by the side of the conductor. 
When the MacWhirter party had come to the dili- 
gence office, how her little heart had beat ! How she 
had looked under the lamps at all the people lounging 
about the court ! How she . had listened when the 
clerk called out the names of the passengers ; and, 
mercy, what a fright she had been in, lest he should 
be there after all, while she stood yet leaning on her 
father’s arm ! But there was no — well, names, I 
think, need scarcely be mentioned. There was no 
sign of the individual in question. Papa kissed her, 
and sadly said good-by. Good Madame Smolensk 
came with an adieu and an embrace for her dear Miss, 
and whispered, “ Courage, mon enfant,” and then said, 
^^Hold, I have brought you some bonbons.” Thfere 
they were in a little packet. Little Charlotte put the 
packet into her little basket. Away goes the dili- 
gence, but the individual had made no sign. 

Away goes the diligence ; and every now and then 
Charlotte feels the little packet in her little basket. 
What does it contain — oh, what ? If Charlotte could 
but read with her heart, she would see in that little 
packet — the sweetest bonbon of all perhaps it might 
be, or, ah me ! the bitterest almond ! /Through the 
night goes tlie diligence, passing relay after relay. 
Uncle Mac sleeps. I think I have said he snored. 
Aunt Mac is quite silent, and Char sits plaintively 
with her lonely thoughts and her bonbons, as miles, 
hours, relays pass. 

These ladies will they descend and take a cup of 
coffee, a cup of bouillon ? ” at last cries a waiter at 
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the coupe door, as the carriage stops in Orleans. ‘^By 
all means a cup of coffee/’ says Aunt •Mac. ^^The 
little Orleans wine is good/’ cries Uncle Mac. De- 
scendons ! ” This way, Madame,” says the waiter. 

Charlotte my love, some coffee ? ” 

I will — I will stay in the carriage. I don’t want 
anything, thank you,” says Miss Charlotte. And the 
instant her relations are gone, entering the gate of 
the ^^Lion NToir,” where,. you know, are the Bureaux 
des Messageries Lafitte, Caillard et C*® — I say, on 
the very instant when her relations have disappeared, 
what do you think Miss Charlotte does ? 

She opens that packet of bonbons with fingers that 
tremble — tremble so, I wonder how slie could undo 
the knot of the string (or do you think she had untied 
that knot under her shawl in the dark ? I can’t say. 
We never shall know). Well: she opens the packet. 
She does not care one fig for the lollipops, almonds, 
and so forth. She pounces on a little scrap of paper, 
and is going to read it by the light of the steaming 
stable lanterns, when — oh, what made her start so ? — 

In those old days there used to be two diligences 
which travelled niglitly to Tours, setting out at the 
same hour, and stopping at almost the same relays. 
The diligence of Lafitte and Caillard supped at the 
‘^Lion Noir” at Orleans — the diligence of the Mes- 
sageries Eoyales stopped at the ‘‘Ecu de France,” 
hard by. * 

Well, as the Messageries Eoyales are supping at the 
“Ecu de France,” a passenger strolls over from that 
coach, and strolls and strolls until he comes to the 
coach of Lafitte, Caillard and Company, and to the 
coup6 window whefe Miss Baynes is trying to de- 
cipher her bonbon. 

He comes up — and as the night-lainps fall on his 
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face’ and beard — his rosy face, his yellow beard — oh! 
— What means that scream of the young lady in the 
coup<5 of Lafitte, Caillard et Compagnie ! I declare she 
has dropped the letter which she was about to read. 
It has dropped into a pool of mud under the diligence 
off fore-wheel. And he with the yellow beard, and a 
sweet happy laugh, and a tremble in his deep voice, 
says, “ You lu^ed not read it. It was only to tell you 
what you know.’’ 

Then the coupd window says, Oh, Philip ! Oh, 
my — ” 

My what ? You cannot hear the words, because the 
gray Norman horses come squealing and clattering up 
to their coach-pole with such accompanying cries and 
imprecations from the horsekeepers and postilions, 
that no wonder the little warble is lost. It was not 
intended for you and me to hear; but perhaps you 
can guess the purport of the words. Perhaps in 
quite old, old days, you may remember having heard 
such little whispers, in a time when the song birds in 
your grove carolled that kind of song very pleasantly 
and freely. But this, my good madam, is written in 
February. The birds are gone : the branches are 
bare : the gardener has actually swept the leaves off 
the walks : and the whole affair is an affair of a past 
year, you understand. Well! earpe dierriy fugit hora, 
etc., etc. There, for one. minute, for two minutes, 
stands Philip over the diligence off foretwheel, talk- 
ing to Charlotte at the window, and their heads are 
quite close — quite close. What are those two pairs 
of lips warbling, whispering ? Hi ! Gare ! Oh^ ! ” 
The horsekeepers, I say, quite prevent you from hear- 
ing; and here come the passengers out of the ^^Lion 
Noir,” Aunt Mac still munching a great slice of bread- 
^d-butter* Charlotte is quite comfortable, and does 
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not want anything, dear aunt, thank you. I hope she 
nestles in her corner, and has a sweet slumber. On 
the journey the twin diligences puss and repass each 
other. Perhaps Charlotte looks out of her window 
sometimes and towards the other carriage^. I don^t 
know. It is a long time ago. What used you to do 
in old days, ere railroads were, and when diligences 
ran ? They were slow enough : but they have got to 
their journey’s end somehow. They were tight, hot, 
dusty, dear, stuffy, and uncomfortable ^ but, for all 
that, travelling was good sport sometimes. And if 
the world would have the kindness to go back for 
five-and-twenty or thirty years, some of us who have 
travelled on the Tours and Orleans Railway very 
comfortably would like to take the diligence journey 
now. 

Having myself seen the city of Tours only last year, 
of course I don’t remember much about it. A man 
remembers boyhood, and the first sight of Calais, and 
so forth. But after much travel or converse with the 
world, to see a new town is to be introduced to Jones. 
He is like Brown ; he is not unlike Smith. In a little 
while you hash him up with Thompson. I dare not 
be particular, then, regarding Mr. Firmiu’s life at 
Tours, lest I should make topographical errors, for 
which the critical schoolmaster would justly inflict 
chastisement. In the last *novel I read about Tours, 
there were blunders from the effect of which you 
know the wretched author never recovered. It was 
by one Scott, and had young Quentin Durward for a 
hero, and Isabel de Croye for a heroine ; and she sat 
in her hostel, and sang, Ah, County Guy, the hour is 
nigh.” A pretty ballad enough : but what ignorance, 
my dear sir ! What descriptions of Tours, of Liege, 
are in that fallacious story ! Yes, so fallacious and 
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misleading, that I remember I was sorry, not because 
the description was unlike Tours, but because Tours 
was unlike the description. 

So Quentin Firmin went and put up at the snug lit- 
tle hostel of the Faisan ; and Isabel de Baynes took 
up her abode with her uncle the Sire de MacWJiirter ; 
and 1 believe Master Firmin had no more money in 
his pocket than the Master Durward whose story the 
Scottish novelist told some forty years since. And I 
cannot promise you that our young English adventurer 
shall marry a noble heiress of vast property, and en- 
gage the Boar of Ardennes in a hand-toliaud combat ; 
that sort of Boar, Madam, does not appear in our 
modern drawing room histories. Of others, not wild, 
there be plenty. They gore you in clubs. They seize 
you by the doublet, and pin you against posts in pub- 
lic streets. They run at you in parks. I have seen 
them sit at bay after dinner, ripping, gashing, tossing, 
a whole company. These our young adventurer had 
in good sooth to encounter, as is the case with most 
knights. Who evscapes them? I remember an emi- 
nent person talking to me about bores for two hours 
once. Oh, you stupid eminent person 1 You never 
knew that you yourself had tusks, little eyes in your 
hure ; a bristly mane to cut into tooth-brushes ; and a 
curly tail ! I “have a notion that the multitude of 
bores is enormous in the world. If a man is a bore 
himself, when he is bored — and you can’t deny this 
statement — then what am I, what are you, what your 
father, grandfather, sou — all your amiable acquain- 
tance, in a word ? Of this I am sure. Major and 
Mrs. MacWhirter Vere not brilliant in conversation. 
What would you and I do, or say, if we listen to the 
tittle-tattle of Tours. How the clergyman was cer- 
tainly too fond of cards, and going to the caf^ \ how 
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the dinners those Foyjoys gave were too absul'dly 
ostentatious j and Poi>joy, we know, in the Bench 
last year. How Mrs. Flights, going on with that 
Major of French Carabiiiiers, was really too etc. 
etc. How could I endure those people ? ” Philip 
would, ask himself, when talking of that personage 
in after days, as he loved, and loves to do. How 
could I endure them, I say? Mac was a good 
man ; but I knew secretly in my heart, sir, that he 
was a bore. Well: I loved him. I liked his old 
stories. I liked his bad old dinners : there is a very 
comfortable Touraine wine, by the way — a very 
warming little wine, sir. Mrs. Mac you never saw, 
my good Mrs. Pendeimis. Be sure of this, you never 
would have liked her. Well, I did. I liked her 
house, though it was damp, in a damp garden, fre- 
quented by dull people. I should like to go and see 
that old house now. I am perfectly happy with my 
wife, but I sometimes go away from her to enjoy the 
luxury of living over our old days again. With noth- 
ing in the world but an allowance which was pre- 
carious, and had been spent in advance; with no 
particular plans for the future, and a few five-franc 
pieces for the present, — by Jove, sir, how did I dare 
to be so happy ? What idiots we were, my love, to 
be happy at all ! We were mad to marry. Doidt tell 
me : with a purse which did n’t contain three months’ 
consumption, would we dare to marry now? We 
should be put into the mad ward of the workhouse : 
that would be the only place for us. Talk about 
trusting in Heaven. Stuff and nonsense, Ma’am ! I 
have as good a right to go and iSiiy a house in Bel- 
grave Square, and trust to Heaven for the payment, as 
I had to marry when I did. We were paupers, Mrs» 
Char, and you know that very well 1 
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yes. We were very wrong; very!” says 
Mrs. Charlotte, looking up to her chandelier (which, 
by the way, is of very handsome Venetian old glass). 

were very wrong, were not we, my dearest?” 
And hercnvith she will begin to kiss and fondle two 
or more babies that disport in her room — as if two 
or more babies had anything to do with Philip’s 
argument, that a man has no right to marry who 
has no pretty well-assured means of keeping a 
wife. 

Here, then, by the banks of Loire, although Philip 
had but a very few francs in his pocket, and was 
obliged to keep a sharp look-out on his expenses at 
the hotel of the Golden Pheasant,” he passed a 
fortnight of such happiness as I, for my part, wish 
to all young folks who read his veracious history. 
Though he was so poor, and ate and drank so mod- 
estly in the house, the maids, waiters, the landlady 
of the Pheasant,” were as civil to him — yes, as 
civil as they were to the. gouty old Marchioness of 
Carabas herself, who stayed here on her way to the 
south, occupied the grand apartments, quarrelled with 
her lodging, dinner, breakfast, bread-and-butter in 
general, insulted the landlady in bad French, and 
only paid her bill under compulsion. Philip’s was a 
little bill, but he paid it cheerfully. He gave only a 
small gratuity to the servants, but he was kind and 
hearty, and they knew he was poor. He was kind 
and hearty, I suppose, because he^ was so happy. I 
have known the gentleman to be by no means civil ; 
and have heard him storm, and hector, and browbeat 
landlord and waiters, as fiercely as the Marquis of 
Carabas himself. But now Philip the Bear was the 
most gentle of bears, because his little Charlotte was 
leading him. 
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Away with trouble and doubt, with squeamish 
pride and gloomy care I Philip had enough money 
for a fortnight, during which Tom Glazier, of the 

Monitor,’’ promised to supply Philip’s letters for 
the “Pall Mall Gazette.” All the designs of France, 
Spain, Eussia, gave that idle “ own correspondent ” 
not the slightest anxiety. In the morning it was 
Miss Baynes ; in the afternoon it was^ Miss Baynes. 
At six it was dinner and Charlotte; at nine it was 
Charlotte and tea. “ Anyhow, love-making does not 
spoil his appetite,” Major MacWhirter correctly re- 
marked. Indeed, Philip had a glorious appetite; 
and health bloomed in Miss Charlotte’s cheek, and 
beamed in her happy little heart. Dr. Firmin, in the 
height of his practice, never completed a cure more 
skilfully than that which was performed by Dr. 
Firmin, junior. 

“ I ran the thing so close, sir,” I remember Philip 
bawling out, in his usual energetic way, whilst de- 
scribing this period of his life’s greatest happiness 
to his biographer, “that I came back to Paris outside 
the diligence, and had not money enough to dine on 
the road. But I bought a sausage, sir, and a bit of 
bread — and a brutal sausage it was, sir — and I 
reached my lodgings ^vith exactly two sous in my 
pocket.” Koger Bontemps himself was not more 
content than our easy philosopher. 

So Philip and Charlotte ratified and sealed a treaty 
of Tours, which they determined should never be 
broken by either party. Marry without papa’s con- 
sent ? Oh, never ! Marry anybody but Philip ? Oh, 
never*— never! NTot if she lived to be a hundred, 
when Philip would in consequence be in his hundred 
and ninth or tenth year, would this young Joan have 
any but her present Darby. Aunt Mac, though she 
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may not have been the most accomplished or highly- 
bred of ladies, was a warm-hearted and affectionate 
Aunt Mac. She caught in a mild form the fever from 
these young people. She had not much to leave,, and 
Mac’s relations would want all ke could spare when 
he was gone. But Charlotte should have her garnets, 
and her teapot, and her India shawl — that she 
should.^ And %ith many blessings this enthusiastic 
old lady took leave of her future nephew-in-law when 
he returned to Paris and duty. Crack your whip, 
and scream your ! and be off quick, postilion and 
diligence I I am glad we have taken Mr. Firmin out 
of that dangerous, lazy, love-making place. Nothing 
is to me so sweet as sentimental writing. I could 
haye written hundreds of pages describing Philip and 
Charlotte, Charlotte and Philip. But a stern sense 
of duty intervenes. My modest Muse puts a finger 
on her lip, and says, ‘‘ Hush about that business I ” 
Ah, my worthy friends, you little know what soft- 
hearted people those cynics are I If you could have 
come on Diogenes by surprise, I dare say you might 
have found him reading sentimental nov(‘ls and whim- 
pering in his tub, Philip shall leave his sweetheart 
and go back to his business, and we will not have one 
word about tears, promises, raptures, parting. Never 
mind about these sentimentalities, but please, rather, 
to depict to yourself our young fellow so X)oor that 
when the coach stops for dinner at Orleans he can 
only afford to purchase a penny-loaf and a sausage 
for his own hungry cheek. When he reached the 

^ I am sorry to say that in later days, after Mrs. Major Mac- 
Whirter’s decease, it was found that slie liad promised these 
treasures in writiin/ to several ineuibers of her husband’s family, 
and that much heart-burning arose in coiiseijueuce. But our story 
has nothing to do with tliese painful disputes. 
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Hotel Poussin,” with his meagre carpet-bag, they 
served him a supper which he ate to the admiration 
of all beholders in the little coffee-room. He was in 
great spirits and gayety. He did not care to make 
any secret of his poverty, and how he had been un- 
able to afford to pay for dinner. Most of the guests 
at Hotel Poussin ” knew what it was to be poor. 
Often and often they had dined on crtdit when they 
put back their napkins into their respective pigeon- 
holes. But my landlord knew bis guests. They 
were poor men — honest men. They })aid him in the 
end, and each could help his neighbor in a strait. 

After Mr. Firmiids return to l^aris, he did not care 
for a while to go to the Elysiau Fields. They were 
not Elysian for him, except in Miss Charlotte’s copa- 
pany. He resumed his newspaper correspondence, 
which occupied but a day in each week, and he had the 
other six — nay, he scribbled on the seventh day like- 
wise, and covered immense sheets of letter-paper with 
remarks upon all manner of subjects, addressed to a 
certain Mademoiselle, Mademoiselle Baynes, chez M. 
le Major Mac, etc. On these sheets of paper Mr. 
Firmin could talk so long, so loudly, so fervently, so 
eloquently to Miss Baynes, that she was never tired 
of hearing, or he of holding forth. He began im- 
parting his dreams and his earliest sensations to his 
beloved before breakfast. At noon-day he gave her 
his opinion of the contents of the morning papers. 
His packet was ordinarily full and brimming over by 
post-time, so that his expressions of love and fidelity 
leaked from under the cover, or were squeezed into 
the queerest corners, where, no doubt, it was a de- 
lightful task for Miss Baynes to trace out and detect 
those little Cupids which a faithful lover despatched 
to her. It would be, I have found this little cornep 



ON HIS WAY THKOUGH THE WORLD. 299 


unocf.upied. T)o you know wliat I have to say in it ? 
Oh, Charlotte, 1,’’ etc., etc. My sweet young lady, 
you can guess^'or will one day guess, the rest; and 
will receive such dear, delightful, nonsensical double 
lett(M‘s, and will answer them witli that elegant pro- 
priety which I have no doubt Miss Baynes showed 
in her replies. Ah ! if all who are writing and re- 
ceiving such letters, or who have written and received 
-such, or who remember writing and receiving such 
letters, would order a copy of this novel from the 
publishers, what reams, and piles, and pyramids of 
paper our ink would have to blacken ! Since Charlotte 
and Philip had been engaged to each other, he had 
scarcely, exce])t in those dreadful, ghastly days of 
quarrel, enjoyed the luxury of absence from his soul’s 
blessing — the exquisiti^ delights of writing to her. 
IFe could do few things in imxh^ration, tliis man — and 
of this delightful j)rivilege of writing to Charlotte he 
now enjoyed his heart’s fill. 

After bri(*f enjoyment ol the weeks of this rapture, 
when winter was come on Paris, and iciedes hung on 
the bough, how did it happen that one day, two days, 
three days pa,ss(Ml, and th<^ iiosiiuan brought no little 
letter in the well-known little handwriting for Mon- 
sieur, Monsieur Philij) Firmin, a Paris ? Three days, 
four days, n,nd no letter. 0 torture, could she be ill ? 
Could her aunt and unele liave turned against her, and 
forbidden her to writt\, as her father and mother had 
done before ? 0 grief, and sorrow, and rage ! As for 

jealousy, our leonine friend never kn(*w such a pas- 
sion. It never entered into his lordly heart to doubt 
of his little maiden’s love. P>ut still four, five days 
have passed, and not one word has come from Tours. 
The little “Hotel Poussin” was in a commotion. I 
have said that when our friend felt any passion very 
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strongly lie was sure to speak of it. Did Don 
Quixote lose any opportunity of declaring to the 
world that Dulcinea del Toboso was .peerless among 
wonum ? Did not Antar bawl out in battle, I am 
the lover of Tbla ” ? Our knight had taken all the 
people of the hotel into his eoutideiice somehow. 
They all knew of his condition — all,* the painter, the 
poet, the half-i)ay l^)lisll otfJoer, the landlord, the 
hostess, down to the little knife-boy who used to 
come ill with, The factfu* comes of to pass — no 
letter this morning.’’ 

No doubt Philip’s political letters became, under 
this outward pressure, very desponding and gloomy. 
One day, as he sat gnawing his mustaches at his 
desk, the little Anatole enters his apartment and 
cries, Tenez, M. Philippe. That lady again ! ” And 
the faithful, the watchful, the active Madame 
Smohmsk once more made her appearance in his 
chamber. 

Phili}) blushed and hung his head for shame. 

Ungrateful brute thajb 1 am,” he thought; ^‘1 have 
been back more than a w(*ek, and never thought a bit 
about that good, kind soul who came to my succor. I 
am an awful egotist-. Love, is always so.” 

As he rose up to greet his friend, she looked so 
grave, and pale, and sad, that he could not but 
note her dmneanor. Boti Dleu / had anything 
happened ? ” 

pauvre Gcbieral is ill, very ill, Philip,” 
Smolensk said, in her grave voice. 

Ho was so gravely ill, madame said, that his 
daughter had b(Mni sent for. 

Had she come ? ” asked Philip, with a start. 

You think but of her — you care not for the poor 
old man. You are all the same, you men. All 
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egotists — all. Go ! T know you ! I never knew 
one that was not,” said madauio. 

Phili}) lias his little faults: perhaps egotism Is one 
of his defects. Perhaps it is yours, or even mine. 

“ You liave been here a week since Thursday last, 
and you have never written or sent to a woman who 
loves you well. Go ! It was not wtdl, Monsieur 
Phili])pe.” 

As soon as he saw her, I’hilip h^lt ih:it he had been 
neglectful and ungrat<‘ful. We have owned so much 
already, lint how should niadame know tlmt he had 
returned on Thursdny week ? When they looked up 
after her reproof, his eager 03^8 seemed to ask this 
question. 

Could she not write to me and tell nui that 3"Oii 
were come back ? Perhaps she kmnv tliat you would 
not do so voursidf. A woman's h<‘avt teaches her 
those experi(*nccs (\arly,” continiUMl tlu' huW, sadly ; 
then she added: tell yon, you are good-for- 

nothings, all of you! And 1 rcjHuit me, see you, of 
having had the hefisr to jiit}' you ! ” 

“I shall have my (]uart(‘r\s pay on Saturday, I 
was coming to 3 T)u then,” said Philip. 

“ Was it that I was spiuiking ot‘ ? What ! you are 
all cowards, men all ! Oh, that I have Ixaui beast, 
beast, to think a,t last I had found a man of heart ! ” 
How inueli or how often this poor Ariadne had 
trusted and heeii forsaken, 1 ha,ve no means of know- 
ing, or desiri' of impiiring. Perha[)S it is as well for 
the ]K)lite reader, who is taken into 1113" entire con- 
fidence, that w(‘. should not know Madame de Smo- 
lensk’s history from the first iiage to the last. 
Granted that Ariadiui was deeeived I)}" Theseus : but 
then she I'.ousoled herself, as we may all U'ad in 
“Smith’s Dictionary;” and tlien she must have de* 
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ceived her father in order to run away with Thesfeus. 
I suspect — I suspect, I say, that these women who 
are so tJ^^rymuch betrayed, are — but we arc speculat- 
ing on this French lady’s a.ntecedents, wli'Mi Cliarlotte, 
her lover, and her family arc tlu' persons with whom 
we have mainly to do. 

These two, 1 suppose, forgot sell’, about whicli each 
for a moment had been busy, and madame resumed: 

^ “ Ves, you hav| reason ; Miss is here. It was time. 
Hold ! Here is a note from her.” Anfl Pliilip’s kind 
messenger once more put a paper into his hands. 

My dearest father is very, very ill. Hli, Philip ! 
I am so unhappy ; and he is so good, and genth*, and 
kind, and loves me so.” 

‘Mt is true,” madame resumed. “ Ibd’ore Charlotte 
came, he thouglit only of her. Wlum Ids wife comes 
up to him, h(^ turns from her. 1 hav(‘ not loved her 
mu(di, that lady, that is true. Put to st‘e her now, it 
is mivrant He will tak(^ no medicbie from h(U‘. He 
pushes her away. Before Charlotte came, ho sent for 
me, and spoke as well as his poor throat would let 
him, this poor (General I His daughtt'v’s arrival 
seemed to comfort liim. Put In^ says, ^ Not my wife ! 
not my wife ! ’ And the poor tiling has to go away 
and cry in the chamber at the side, fie says — in 
his Frencb, you know --he has n(‘ver bt^en w(dl since 
Charlotte went away. He has often been out. He 
has dined but rarely at our table, and tln*re has always 
been a silence b(*tween him and Madame la (Tciub'ale. 
Last week lie had a great inflammation of the chest. 
Then he took to bed, and Monsieur the Docteiir came 
— the little doctor whom you know. Tlien a quinsy 
has declared itself, and he now is scarce able to S])eak. 
His condition is most grave. He lies suifering, dying, 
perhaps — yes, dying, do you hear? And you are 
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thinking of your little s(?hoolgirl ! Men are all the 
same. Monsters ! Go ! ” 

Philip, who, I have said, is very fond of talking 
about Philip, surveys his own faults with great mag- 
nanimity and good-humor, and acknowledges them 
without the least intention to correct them. “ How 
selfish we are ! ’’ I can hoar him say, looking at him- 
self in the glass. P>y George ! sir, whtm 1 heard 
simultaneously the news of that poor old man’s ill- 
ness, and of Charlotte’s return, I felt that I wanted 
to see her that instant. T must go to luu*, and S})eak to 
her. The old man and his suffering did not seem to 
affect me. It is humiliating to have to own that we 
are selfish beasts. Put we are, sir — we are brutes, 
by George ! and nothing els(\” — And he gives a 
finishing twist to the ends of his fianiiiig mustaches 
as he surveys them in the glass. 

Poor little Charlotte was in such affliction that of 
course she must have Philij> to console her at once. 
No time was to be lost. Quick ! a cab tliis moment : 
l^nd, coachman, you shall have an ('xtra. for drink if 
you go quick to the Avenue de Valmy ! IMadame 
puts herself into the carriage, a-iid as they go along, 
tells Philij) more at length of the gloomy occurrences 
of the last few days. Four days sinc(‘ the poor Gen- 
eral was so bad with his quinsy that be thought lie 
should not recover, and Charlotte was sent for. He 
was a little better on the day of her arrival ; but yes- 
terday the inflammation had increased; he could not 
swallow ; he could not speak audibly ; he was in very 
great suffering and dang(n*. He turned away from 
his wife. The unhappy (^eneraless had bt'en to Ma- 
dame Punch in her tears and grief, complaining that 
after twenty years’ fidelity and attachment her hus- 
band had withdrawn his regard from her. Paynes 
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attributed even his illness to his wife ; and at other 
times said it was a just punishnient for his wicked 
cojiduet in breaking his word to Philip and Diailutte. 
If he dill not see his dear child ai»aiu lie must beg lii’r 
forgiveness for having made her suffer so. He had 
acted wickedly and iingraPduil} , iiiul lii^ wile had 
fori'ed him to do what he did. He prayed tliat 
Heaven might pardon him. And he had behavial wiili 
wicked injustice towards Phili[), wlu) had acted most 
generously towards his family. And he ha<i been a 
scoundrel — he knew ho had — and P>imcli, and Mac- 
Whirter, and tlie doctor all said M) — and it w.is that 
woman’s doing. And he pointed to tlie siaired wile 
as he painfully hissed out thesi» woids of anger and 
contrition; — Wht*n I saw th«d; (dihd ill, ami almost 
ihade mad, because 1 broke my word, [ lelt I was a 
scoundrel, JMartin ; and 1 was ; and that woman made 
me so; and I deserve to be shot; and I slui'ii't re- 
cover ; I toil you I vsha’n't.” T)r. Martin, wlio attended 
the (J-eneral, thus described his patnmt's last talk and 
behavior to Philip. ^ 

It was the doctor who sent madame in (]iiest of thi* 
young man. He found poor Mrs. Piques with hot, 
tearless ey(‘s and livid face, a wret( lied sentinel out« 
side the sick-chaiiilxn*. You will iiud (xeneral 
Baynes very ill, sir,” she said to IMiilip wnth a ghastly 
calmness, and a gaze he could si'aicidy tui'e. My 
daughter is in the room with him. It iqipears I have 
offended him, and he refuses to s<‘e me.” Anti slio 
squeezed a dry handkerchief which slie h(‘ld, and ])ut 
on her spectacles again, and tried again to read the 
IMble in her Tap. 

Philip hardly knew the itieaning of Airs. Haynes’s 
words as yet. He was agitated by the thought of th6 
Generars illness, perhaps by tlie notion that the bt^ 
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loved was so near. Her hand was in iiis a moment 
afterwards; and, even in that sad chamber, each 
could give the other a .soft pressure, a fond, silent 
signal of mutual love luid faith. 

The poor man laid the hands ot the young people 
together, and his own ii|K)n them. The suftering to 
which he had put his daughter seemed to bo the 
crime which specially affected him. He thanked 
Heaven he was able to see he was wrong. He whis- 
pered to his little maid a prayer for pardon in one or 
two words, which caused poor Charlotte to sink on 
her knees and cover his levered hand with teais and 
kisses. Out of all h(*r heart she forgave him. She 
had felt that the parcmt she loved and was accustomed 
to honor had been mercenary and (*ruel. It had 
wounded her pure heart to be obliged to think that 
her father could be other than generous, and just, 
and good. That he should humble himself before 
her, smote her with the keenest pang of tender 
commiseration. I do not care to pursue this last 
scene. Let us close the door as the children kneel 
by the sufferer’s bedside, and to the old man's 
petition for forgiveness, and to the young girl’s 
sobbing vows of love and fondness, say a reverent 
Amen. 

By the following letter, which he wrote a few days 
before the fatal termination of Ins illness, the woithy 
General, it would appear, had already despaired of 
his recoyeiy : — 

** Mt Bbak Mao, — I fipeak and breathe with stub ditticiilty 
as I write this from my bed, that 1 doubt whether I shall 
ifeVer bav0 it. I do not wish to vex poor ISiufi, and m my 
jtteteCAnitCt enter into dispatibs which I know would cu&ue le- 
garding fSi^^tlement of property* When I lelt Enghuid theie 
was a claim hanging over me (young Finmu's) at which T was 
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ii'eedlessly frightened, as having to satisfy it would swallow 
up much more than mrything I possessed in the tvorld. Hence 
made arrangements for leaving everything in ElizaV name 
and the children after. Will with Smith and Tlnniipson, 
Raymond Buildings, Gray’s Inn. Think CJliar wonU he happy 
for a long time mth her mother. To break from F., who has 
been most generous to us, will break lier heart. Will you and 
Emily keep her for a little ? I gave F. my promise. As you 
told me, I liave acted ill by him, which J own and deeply 
lament. If Char marries, she ought to have her share. May 
God bless her, lier father prays, in caAe he should not vsee her 
again. And with best love to Emily, am 
“ Yours, dear Mac, sincerely, 

“ Charles IUynes.” 

On the receipt of this letter, Charlotte disobeyed 
he^ father’s wish, and set forth from Tours instantly, 
under her worthy uncle’s guardianship. The old 
soldier was in his comrade’s room when the Geueral 
put the hands of Charlotte and her lover together. 
He confessed his fault, though it is luird for those 
who expect love and reverema^ to have to own to 
wrong and to ask pardon. Old knees are stiff to 
bend: brother reader, young or old, when our last 
hour comes, may ours have grace to do so. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

RETURNS TO OLD FRIENDS. 

The three old comrades and Philip formed the 
little mourning procession which followed the Gen- 
eral to his place of rest at Montmartre. When the 
service has been read, and the last volley has been 
fired over the buried soldier, the troops march to 
quarters with a quick step, and to a lively tune. Our 
veteran has been laid in the grave with brief ceremo- 
nies. We do not even prolong his obsequies with a 
sermon. His place knows him no longer. There are 
a few who remember him : a very, very few who 
grieve for him — so few that to think of them is a 
humiliation almost. The sun sets on the earth, and 
our dear brother has departed off its face. Stars 
twinkle ; dews fall ; children go to sleep in awe and 
maybe tears ; the sun rises on a new day, which he 
has never seen, and children wake hungry. They 
are interested about their new black clothes, perhaps. 
They are presently at their work, plays, quarrels. 
They are looking forward to the day when the holi- 
days will be over, and the eyes which shone here yes- 
terday so kindly are gone, gone, gone. A drive to 
the cemetery, followed by a coach with four acquain- 
tances dressed in decorous black, who separate and 
go to their homes or clubs, -and wear your crape for 
a few days after — can most of us expect much 
more? The thought is not ennobling or exhilarat- 
ing, worthy sir. And, pray, why should we be proud 
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of ourselves ? Is it because we have been so good, 
or are so wise and great, that we expect to be be- 
loved, lamented, remembered? Why, great Xerxes 
or blustering Bobadil must know in that last hour 
and resting-place how abject, how small, 'how low, 
how lonely they are, and what a little dust will 
cover them. Quick, drums and fifes, a lively tune ! 
Whip the black team, coachman, and trot back to 
town again — to the world, and to business, and 
duty I 

I am for saying no single unkindness of General 
Baynes which is not forced upon me by my story 
teller’s office. We know from Marlborough’s story 
that the bravest man and greatest military genius is 
not always brave or successful in his battles with his 
wife; that some of the greatest warriors have com- 
mitted errors in accounts and the distribution of 
unmm and tuum. We can’t disguise from ourselves 
the fact that Baynes permitted himself to be misled, 
and had weaknesses not quite consistent with the 
highest virtue. 

When he became aware that his carelessness in the 
matter of Mrs. Firmin’s trust-money had placed him 
in her son’s power, we have seen how the old General, 
in order to avoid being called to account, fled across 
the water with his family and all his little fortune, 
and how terrified he was on landing on a foreign 
shore to find himself face to face with this dreadful 
creditor. Philip’s renunciation of all claims against 
Baynes soothed and pleased the old man wonderfully. 
But Philip might change his mind, an adviser at 
Baynes’s side repeatedly urged. To live abroad was 
cheaper and safer than to live at home. Accordingly 
Baynes, his wife, family, and money, all Went into 
exile, and remained there. 
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What savings the old man had I don^t accurately 
know. He and his wife were very dai’k upon this 
subject with Philip ! and when the General died, his 
widow declared herself to be almost a pauper! It 
was impossible that Baynes should have left much 
money ; but that Charlotte’s share should have 
amounted to — that sum which may or may not pres- 
ently be stated— -was a little too absurd! You see 
Mr. and Mrs. Firmin are travelling abroad just now. 
When I wrote to Firmin, to ask if I might mention 
the amount of his wife’s fortune, he gave me no an- 
swer; nor do I like to enter upon these matters of 
calculation without his explicit x)ermission« He is of 
a hot temper; he might, on his return, grow angry 
with the friend of his youth, and say, Sir, how dare 
you to talk about my private affairs ? and what has 
the public to do with Mrs. Firinin’s private fortune?^' 
When, the last rites over, good-natured Uncle Mac 
proposed to take Charlotte back to Tours, her mother 
made no objection. The widow had tried to do the 
girl such an injury, that perhaps the latter felt for- 
giveness was impossible. Little Char loved Philip 
with all her hep.rt and strength ; had been authorized 
and encouraged to do so, as we have seen. To give 
him up now, because a richer suitor presented him- 
self, was an act of treason from which her faithful 
heart revolted, and she never could pardon the insti- 
gator. You see, in this simple story, I scarcely care 
even to have reticence or secrets. I don’t want you 
to understand for a moment that Walsingham Hely 
was still crying his eyes out about Charlotte* Good- 
ness bless you ! It was two or three weeks ago — four 
or five weeks ago, that he was in love w\th her! He 
had not slen the Duchesse d’lvry then, about whom 
you may remember he had the quarrel with Podichon, 
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at the club in the Kue de Grammont. (He and the 
duchesse wrote poems to each other, each in the 
other^s native language.) The Charlotte had long 
passed out of the young fellow’s mind. That butter- 
fly had fluttered off from our English rosebud, and 
had settled on the other elderly flower ! I don’t 
know that Mrs. Baynes was aware of young Hely’s 
fickleness at this present time of which we are writ- 
ing ; but his visits had ceased, and she was angry and 
disappointed ; and not the less angry because her 
labor had been in vain. On her part, Charlotte could 
also be resolutely unforgiving. Take her Philip from 
her! Never, never! Her mother force her to give 
up the man whom she had been encouraged to love ? 
Mamma should have defended Philip, not betrayed 
him ! If I command my son to steal a spoon, shall 
he obey me ? And if he do obey and steal, and be 
transported, will he love me afterwards ? I think I 
can hardly ask for so much filial affection. 

So there was strife between mother and daughter ; 
and anger not the less bitter, on Mrs. Baynes’s part, 
because her husband, whose cupidity or fear had, at 
first, induced him to take her side, ha,d deserted her 
and gone over to her daughter. In the anger of that 
controversy Baynes died, leaving the victory and 
right with Charlotte. He shrank from his wife : 
would not speak to her in his last moments. The 
widow had these injuries against her daughter and 
Philip; and thus neither side forgave the other. 
She was not averse to the child’s going away to her 
uncle : put a lean, hungry face against Charlotte’s 
lip, and received a kiss which I fear had but little 
love in it, J don’t envy those children who remain 
under the widow’s lonely command ; or pocft* Madame 
Smolensk, who has to endure the arrogance, the grief, 
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fche avarice of that grim woman. Nor did madame 
suffer under this tyranny long Gralignani’s ^^Mes- 
senger ” very soon announced that she had lodgings 
to let, and I remember being editied by reading one 
day in the Pall Mall Gazette ’’ that eh^gant apart- 
ments, select society, and an excellent table were to 
be found in one of the most airy and fashionable quar- 
ters of Paris. Inquire of Madame la Jlaroune de 
S sk, Avenue de Valmy, Champs Elysees. 

We guessed without difficulty how this advertise- 
ment found its way to the “ Pall Mall Gazette ; ” and 
very soon after its appearance Madame de Smolensk’s 
friend, Mr. Philip, made his appearance at our tea- 
table in London. He was always welcome amongst 
us elders and children. He wore a crape on his hat. 
As soon as the young ones were gone, you may be 
sure he poured his story out ; and enlarged upon the 
death, the burial, the quarrels, the loves, the partings 
we have narrated. How could he be put in a way to 
earn three, or four hundred a year ? That was the 
present question. Ere he came to see us, he had 
already been totting up ways and means. He had 
been with our friend Mrs. Brandon : was staying 
with her. The Little Sister thought three hundred 
would be sufficient. They could have her second 
floor — not for nothing; no, no, but at a moderate 
price, which would pay her. They could have attics, 
if more rooms were needed. They could have her 
kitchen fire, and one maid, for the present, would do 
all their work. Poor little thing I She was very 
young. She would be past eighteen by the time she 
could marry ; the Little Sister was for early mar- 
riages, against long courtships. “ Heaven helps those 
as helps * themselves,” she said. And Mr. Philip 
thought this excellent advice, and Mr. Philip’s friendi 
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when asked for his opinion — ^‘Candidly now, what's 
yoUr opinion?" — said, she in the next room? 
Of course you mean you are married already."' 

Philip roared one of his great laughs. No, he was 
not married already. Had he not said that Miss 
Baynes was gone away to Tours to her aunt and 
uncle ? But that he wanted to be married ; Init that 
he could never settle down to work till he married ; 
but that he could have no rest, peace, health till he 
married that angel, he was ready to confess. Heady ? 
All the street might hear him calling out the name 
and expatiating on the angelic (diarms and goodness 
of his Charlotte. He si)oke so loud and long on this 
subject that my wife grew a little tired ; and my wife 
always likes to hear other women praised, that (she 
says) I know she does. But when a man goes on 
roaring for an hour about Dulcinea? You know 
such talk becomes fulsome at last; and, in line, when 
he was gone, my wife said, ‘‘ Well, he is very much in 
love; so were you — I mean long before n^y time, sir; 
but does love pay the liousekeeping bills, pray ? ” 

my dear. And love is always controlled by 
other people's advice: — always," says Philip's friend; 
who, I hope, you will perceive was speaking ironically. 

Philip's friends had listened not impatiently to 
Philip's talk about Philip. Almost all women will 
give a sympathizing hearing to men who are in love. 
Be they ever so old, they grow young again with that 
conversation, and renew their o\vn early tiines. Men 
are not quite so generous: Tityrus tires of hearing 
Corydon discourse endlessly on the charms of his shep- 
herdess. And yet egotism is good talk. Even dull 
autobiographies are pleasant to read : and if to read, 
why not to hear ? Had Master Philip not been such 
an egotist, he would not have been .feo pleasant a com- 
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panion. Can^t you like a man at whom you laugh a 
little ? I had rather such an open-mouthed conversa- 
tionist than your cautious jaws that never unlock 
without a careful application of the key. As fot* the 
entrance* to Mr. Philip’s mind, that door was always 
open when he was awake, or not hungry, or in a 
friend’s company. Besides his love, and his pros- 
pects in life, his poverty, etc., Philip had other favor- 
ite topics of conversation. Ilis friend the Little 
Sister was a great theme with him ; his father was 
another favorite subject of his talk. By the way,- his 
father had written to the Little Sister. The Doctor 
said he was sure to prosper in his newly adopted 
country. He and another physician had invented a 
new medicine, which was to effect w^ondors, and in a 
few years would assuredly make the fortune of both 
of them. H(^ was never without one scheme or an- 
other for making that fortune which never came. 
Whenever he drew upon poor Philip for little sums, 
his letters wert^ sure to be especially magniloquent and 
hopeful. Whenever the Doctor says he has invented 
the philosopher’s stone,” said poor Philip, I am sure 
there will be a postcript to say that a little bill will be 
presented for so much, at so many days’ date.” 

Had he drawn on l^hilip lately? Philip told us 
when, and how often. We gave him all the benefit of 
our virtuous indignation. As for my wife's eyes, they 
gleamed with anger. What a man: what a father! 
Oh, he was incorrigible! “Yes, I am afraid he is,” 
says poor Phil, comically, with his hands roaming at 
ease in his pockets. They contained little else than 
those big hands. “My father is of a hopeful turn. 
His views regarding property are peculiar. It is a 
comfort to have such a distinguished parent, isn’t 
it? I am always surprised to hear that he is not 
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married again, I sigh for a mother-in-law/^ Philip 
continued. 

^^Oh, doin!% Philip!’^ cried Mrs. Laura, in a pet. 
“ Be’ generous : be forgiving : be noble : be Christian I 
Don't be cynical, and imitating — you know whom ! " 

Whom could she possibly mean, I wonder ? After 
flashes, there came showers in this lady’s eyes. From 
long habit I can understand her thoughts, although 
she does not utter them. She was thinking of those 
poor, noble, simple, friendless young people ; and ask- 
ing Heaven's protection for them. 1 am not in the 
habit of over-praising my friends, goodness knows. 
The foibles of this one I have described honestly 
enough. But if I write down here that he was coura- 
geous, cheerful in adversity, generous, simple, truth- 
loving, above a scheme — after having said that he 
was a noble young fellow — ; and I won't cancel 

the words. 

Ardent lover as he was, our friend was glad to be 
back in the midst of the London smoke, and wealth, 
and bustle. The fog agreed with his lungs, he 
said. He breathed more freely in our great city than 
in that little English village in the centre of Paris 
which he had been inhabiting. In his hotel, and at 
his caf^ (where he composed liis cloqiKoit “ own cor- 
respondence "), he had occasion to speak a little 
French, but it never came very tri])pingly from his 
stout English tongue. You don’t suppose I would 
like to be taken for a Frenchman,” he would say, 
with much gravity. I wonder who ever thought of 
mistaking friend Philip for a PVenchman ? 

As for that faithful Little Sister, her house and 
heart were still at the young man's service. We 
have not visited Thornhaugh Street for some time. 
Mr. Philip, whom we have l?een bound to attend, has 
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been too much occupied with his love-making to be- 
stow much thought on his affectionate little friend. 
She has been trudging meanwhile on her humble 
course of life, cheerful, modest, laborious, doing her 
dutyj with a helping little hand ready to relieve many 
a fallen wayfarer on her road. She had a room 
vacant in her house when Philip came : — a room in- 
deed ! Would she not have had a house vacant, if 
Philip wanted it ? But in the interval since we saw 
hbr last, the Little Sister, too, has had to assume 
black robes. Her father, the old Captain, has gone to 
his rest. His place is vacant in the little parlor : his 
bedroom is ready for Philip, as long as Philip will stay. 
She did not profess to feel much affliction for the loss 
of the Captain. She talked of him constantly as 
though he were present; and made a supper for 
Philip, and seated him in her Pa^s chair. How she 
bustled about on the night when Philip arrived! 
What a beaming welcome there was in her kind eyes 1 
Her modest hair was touched with silver now ; but 
her cheeks were like apples; her little figure was 
neat, and light, and active: and her voice, with its 
gentle laugh, and little sweet bad grammar, has al- 
ways seemed one of the sweetest of voices to me. 

Very soon after Philip’s arrival in London, Mrs. 
Brandon paid a visit to the wife of Mr. Firmin’s 
humble servant and biographer, and the two women 
had a fine sentimental consultation. All good women, 
you know, are sentimental. The idea of young 
lovers, of match-making, of amiable poverty, tenderly 
excites and interests them. My wife, at this time, 
began to pour off fine long letters to Miss Baynes, to 
which the latter modestly and dutifully replied, with 
many expressions of fervor and gratitude for the 
iut^erest which her friend in London was pleased to 
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take in the little maid. I saw by these answers that 
Charlotte’s union with Philip was taken as a received 
point by these two ladies. They discussed the ways 
and means. They did not talk about brougliams, 
settlements, town and country houses, pinuuoiieys, 
trousseaux : and my wife, in computing tlieir sources 
of income, always pointed out that Miss Charlotte’s 
fortune, though certainly small, would give a very 
useful addition to the young couple’s income. Fifty 
pounds a year not much ! Let me tell you, sir, that 
fifty pounds a year is a very pretty little sum: if 
l^hilip can but make three hundred a year himself, 
Mrs. Brandon says they ought to be able to live quite 
nicely.” You ask, my genteel friend, is it possible 
that people can live for four hundred a year ? How 
do they manage, ces pauvres gens ? They eat, they 
drink, they are clothed, they are warmed, they have 
roofs over their heads, and glass in their windows ; and 
some of them are as good, happy, and well-bred as their 
neighbors who are ten times as rich. Then, besides 
this calculation of money, there is the fond woman’s 
firm belief that the day will bring its daily bread 
for those who work for it and ask for it in the proper 
quarter ; against which reasoning many a man knows 
it is in vain to argue. As to my own little objections 
and doubts, my wife met them by refei’ence to Philip’s 
former love-affair with his cousin. Miss Twysden. 

You had no objection in that case, sir,” this logician 
would say. You would have had him take a 
creature without a heart. Yon would cheerfully have 
seen him made miserable for life, because you thought 
there was money enough and a genteel connection. 
Money indeed ! Very happy Mrs. Woolcomb is with 
her money. Very creditably to all sides has that 
marriage turned out!” I need scarcely remind iny 
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readers of the unfortunate result of that marriage, 
WoolcomVs behavior to his wife was the agreeable 
talk of London society and of the London clubs very 
soon after the pair were joined together in holy 
matrimony. Do we not all remember how Woolcomb 
was accused of striking his wife, of starving his wife, 
and how she took refuge at home and came to her 
father’s house with a black eye ? The two Twysdens 
were so ashamed of this transaction, that father and 
son left otf coming to Bays’s,” where I never heard 
their absence regretted but by one man, who said that 
Talbot owed him money for losses at whist for which 
he could get no si‘ttlement. 

Should Mr. Firmin go and see his aunt in her mis- 
fortune ? Bygones miglit be bygones, some of Philip’s 
advisers thought. Now, Mrs. Twysden was unhappy, 
her heart might relent to Philip, whom she certainly 
had loved as a boy. Philip had the magnanimity to 
call upon her ; and found her carriage waiting at the 
door. But a servant, after keeping the gentleman 
waiting in the dreary, well-remembered hall, brought 
him word that his mistress was out, smiled in Jiis 
face with an engaging insolence, and proceeded to put 
cloaks, court-guides, and other female gear into the 
carriage in the presence of this poor deserted nephew. 
This visit it must be owned was one of Mrs. Laura’s 
romantic efforts at reconciling enemies : as if, my 
good creature, the Twysdens ever let a man into their 
house, who was poor or out of fashion ! They lived 
in a constant dread lest Philip should call to borrovr 
money of them. As if they ever lent money to a man 
who was in need! If they ask the respected reader 
to their house, depend upon it they think he is well to 
do. On the other hand, the Twysdens made a very 
handsome entertainment for the new Lord of Whipham 
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and Ringwood who now reigned after his kinsman’s 
death. They affably went and passed Christmas with 
him in the country ; and they cringed and bowed before 
Sir John Ringwood as they had bowed and cringed be- 
fore the earl in his time. The old earl had been a Tory 
in his latter days, when Talbot Twysden’s views were 
also very conservative. The present Lord bf Ringwood 
was aWhig. It is surprising how liberal the Twysden’s 
grew in the course of a fortnight’s after-dinner conversar 
tion and pheasant-shooting talk at Ringwood. Hang 
it ! you know,” young Twysden said, in his office after- 
wards, ^‘a fellow must go with the polities of his 
family, you know ! ” and he bragged about the dinners, 
wines, splendors, cooks, and preservi‘s of Ringwood as 
freely as in the time of his noble grand-uncle. Any 
one who has kept a house-dog in Loudon, which licks 
your boots and your platter, and fawns for the bones 
in your dish, knows how the animal barks and flies at 
the poor who come to the door. The Twysdens, 
father and son, were of this canine species : and there 
are vast packs of such dogs here and elsewhere. 

If Philip opened his heart to us, and talked unre- 
servedly regarding his hopes and his plans, you may 
be sure he had his little friend, Mrs. Brandon, also in 
his confidence, and that no person in the world was 
more eager to serve him. Whilst we were talking 
about what was to be done, this little lady was also at 
work in her favorite’s behalf. She had a firm ally in 
Mrs. Mugford, the proprietor’s lady of the “ Pall Mall 
Gazette.” Mrs. Mugford had long been interested 
in Philip, his misfortunes and his love-affairs. These 
two good women had made a sentimental hero of 
him. Ah ! that they could devise some feasible scheme 
to help him ! And such a chance actually did very 
soon present itself to these delighted women. 
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In almost all the papers of the new year appeared a 
brilliant advertisement, announcing the speedy appear- 
ance in Dublin of a new paper. It was to be called 

The Shamrock,” and its first number was to be is- 
sued on the ensuing St. Patrick’s day. I need not 
quote at length the advertisement which heralded the 
advent of this new periodical. The most famous 
pens of the national party in Ireland were, of course, 
engaged to contribute to its columns. Those pens 
would be thamrnered into steel of a different shape 
when the opportunity should offer. Beloved prelates, 
authors of world-wide fame, bards, the bold strings of 
whose lyres had rung through the isle already, and made 
millions of noble hearts to beat, and, by consequence, 
double the number of eyes to fill ; philosophers, re- 
nowned for science ; and illustrious advocates, whose 
manly voices had ever spoken the language pf hope 
and freedom to an etc. etc., would be found rallying 
round the journal, and proud to wear the symbol of 
^^The Shamrock.” Finally, Michael Cassidy, Esq., 
was chosen to be the editor of this new journal. 

This was the M. Cassidy, Esq., who appeared, I 
think, at Mr. Firmin’s call-supper ; and who had long 
been the sul)-editor of the Pall Mall Ga,zette.” If 
Michael went to Dame Street, why should not Philip 
be sub-editor at Pall Mall ? Mrs. Brandon argued. 
Of course there would be a score of candidates for 
Michael’s office. The editor would like the patronage. 
Barnet, Mugford’s partner in the Gazette',” would 
wish to appoint his man. Cassidy, before retiring, 
would assuredly intimate his approaching resignation 
to scores of gentlemen of liis nation, who would not 
object to take the Saxon’s pay until they finally shook 
his yolk off, and would eat his bread until the happy 
moment arrived when they could knock out his brains 
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in fair battle. As soon as Mrs. Brandon heard of the 
vacant place, that moment she determined that Philip 
should have it. It was surprising what a quantity of 
information our little friend possessed about artists, 
and pressmen, and their lives, families, ways and 
means. Many gentlejnen of both professions came to 
Mr, B/idley’s chambers, and called on the Little Sister 
on their way to and fro. How Tom Smith had left the 
^‘Herald/’ and gone to the ‘^^Post; what price Jack 
Jones had for his picture, and who sat fot the prin- 
cipal figures. — I promise you Madfim Brandon had 
all these interesting details by heart; and I think I 
have described this little person very inadequately if 
I have not made you understand that she was as in- 
trepid a little jobber as ever lived, and never scrupled 
to go any length to serve a friend. To be Archbishop 
of Canterbury, to be professor of Hebrew, to be teacher 
of a dancing-school, to be organist for a church : for 
any conceivable place or function this little person 
would have asserted Philip’s capability. Don’t tell 
me ! He can dance or preach (as the case may be), or 
write beautiful ! And as for being unfit to be a sub- 
editor, I want to know, has he not as good a head and 
as good an education as that Cassidy, indeed ? And is 
not Cambridge Colley the best college in the world ? 
It is, I say. And he^ent there ever so long. And 
he might have taken the very best prize, only money 
was no object to him then, dear fellow, and he did 
not like to keep the poor out of what he didn’t 
want ! ” 

Mrs. Mugford had always considered the young 
man as very haughty, but quite the gentleman, and 
speedily was infected by her gossip’s enthusiasm 
about him. My wife hired a fly, packed several of 
the children into it, called upon Mrs. Mugford, and 
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chose to bo delighted with that huly^s garden, with 
that lady’s nursery — with everything that bore the 
name of Mugford. It was a curiosity to remark in 
what a flurry of excitement these women plunged, and 
how they schemed, and coaxed, and caballed, in order 
to get this place for their proteg^. My wife thought 

— she merely happened to surmise — nothing more of 
course — that IMrs. Mugford’s fond desire was to shine 
in the world. “ Could we not ask some people — with 

— with wlvit you call handles to their names, — I 
think I before heard you use some such term, sir, — 
to meet the Mugfords ? Some of Philip’s old friends, 
who I am sure would be very happy to serve him.’^ 
Some such artifice was, I own, practis(‘d. We coaxed, 
cajoled, fondled the Mugfords for Philip’s sake, and 
Heaven forgive Mrs. Laura her hypocrisy. We had 
an entertainment then, I own. We asked our finest 
company, and Mr. and Mrs. Mugford to meet them: 
and we prayed that unlucky Philip to be on his best 
behavior to all persons who were invited to the 
feast. 

Before my wife this lion of a Firmin was as a lamb. 
Rough, captious, and overbearing in general society, 
with those whom he loved and esteemed Philip was of 
all men the most modest and humble. He would 
never tire of playing with our*hihlren, joining in 
their games, laughing and roaring at their little sports. 
I have never had such a laugher at my jokes as Phili]) 
Firmin. I think my wife liked him for that noble 
guffaw with which he used to salute those pieces of 
wit. He arrived a little late sometimes with his 
laughing chorus, but ten people at table were not so 
loud as this faithful friend. On tlie contrary, when 
those people for whom he has no liking venture on a 
pun or other pleasantry, I am bound to own that 
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Philipps acknowledgment of their waggery must he 
anything but pleasant or flattering to them. Kow, on 
occasion of this important dinner, I enjoined him to be 
very kind, and very civil, and very much pleased with 
everybody, and to stamp upon nobody’s corns, as, in- 
deed, why should he, in life ? Who was he to be 
cerisor morum? And it has been said that no man 
could admit his own faults with a more engaging can- 
dor than our friend. 

We invited, then, Mugford, the proprietor of the 
“ Pall Mall Gazette,” and his wife ; ami Hickerton, the 
editor of that periodical ; Lord Egham, l^hilip’s old 
college friend ; and one or two more gentlemen. Our 
invitations to the ladies v^ere not so fortunate. Some 
were engaged, others away in the country keeping 
Christmas. In fine, we considered ourselves rather 
lucky in securing old Lady Hixie, who lives hard by 
in Westminster, and who will pass for a lady of 
fashion when no person of greater note is present. 
My wife told her that the object of the dinner was to 
make our friend Firmin acquainted with tlie editor and 
proprietor of the ‘‘Pall Mall Gazette,” with whom it was 
important that he should be on‘ the most amicable 
footing. Oh 1 very well. Lady Hixie promised to 
be quite gracious to the newspaper gentleman and his 
wife; and kept hePpromise most graciously during 
the evening. Our good friend Mrs. Mugford was the 
first of our guests to arrive. She <lrove “ in her trap ” 
from her villa in the suburbs ; and after putting up 
his carriage at a neighboring livery-stable, her groom 
volunteered to help our servants in waiting at dinner. 
His zeal and activity were remarkable. China smashed 
and dish-covers clanged in the passage. Mrs. Mug- 
ford said that “ Sam was at his old tricks ; ” and I 
hope the hostess^ showed she was mistress of herself 
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amidst that fall of (diina. Mrs. Mugford came before 
the appointed hour, she said, in order to see our chil- 
dren. With our hite London dinner-hours/’ she re- 
marked, e.hildrcn was never seen now.^’ At Hamp- 
stead, hdrs always a]>pearod at the di'ssert, and en- 
livened the table with their innocent outcries for 
oranges and st, niggles for sweetmeats. In the nursery, 
where one little maid, in her crisp long night-gown, 
was saying her prayers; where another little ])erson, 
in the most airy costume, was standing before the 
great barred tire; where a third Lili[)utian was sitting 
up ill its nightcap and surjdice, surveying the scene 
below from its crib; — the ladies found our dear Lit- 
tle Sister installed. She had come to see her little 
pets (she had known two or three of them from the 
very earliest times). She was a great favorite amongst 
them all ; and, I bc'lii;ve, consjnred with the cook down 
below in preparing certain delicacies for the table. A 
fine conversation then (uisued about our children, about 
the Mngford cdiildnm, about babies in general. And 
then tlie artful women (the house-mistress and the Lit- 
tle Sisti*i‘) brought rhilipon the fapisy and discoursed, 
<> f/ui mieuT, a.bo»it his virtues, his misfortunes, his en- 
gagement, and that dear little (*reatiire to whom lie 
was betrotlied. This conversation went on until car- 
riagiMvheels were heard in the scpiare, and the knocker 
(there were actually knockers in that old-fashioned 
jdace and time) began to peal. Oh, bother ! There ’s 
the comiiariy a-comiid,” Mrs. Mngford said ; and ar- 
ranging her caj) and flounces, with neat-handed Mrs. 
Brandon’s aid, came down stairs, after taking a tender 
leave of the little p(‘ople, to whom she sent a present 
next day of a pile of fine Christmas books, which had 
come to the ‘H^all Mall Gazette’^ for review. The 
Icind woman had been coaxed, wheedled, and won over 
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to our side, to Pliiliiys side. He liad her vote for the 
sub-editorship, whatever might ensue. 

Most of our guests had already arrived, when at 
length Mrs. Mugford was anuoun(‘ed. I am bound to 
say that she presented a remarkable appearance, and 
that the splendor of her attire was such as is seldom 
beheld. 

Hickerton and Philip were presented to one another, 
and had a talk about French politics before dininu*, 
during which conversation Philip) behaved with per- 
fect discretion and politeness. Bickertcm had hap- 
pened to hear Philip’s letters w(dl spoken of — in a 
good quarter, mind; and his cordiality increased when 
Lord Egham entered, calle<l Philip by his surname, 
and entered into a perfectly free conversation with 
him. Old Lady Hixie went into perfectly good 
society, Bickerton (joudeseended to acknowledge. 
*‘As for Mrs. Mugford,” says he, with a glance of 
wondering compassion at that lady, of course, I 
need not tell you that nhe is s(*en nowhere — no- 
where.” This said, Mr. Bickerton stepped forward, 
and calmly patronized my wife, gave me a good- 
natured nod for my own part, reminded Lord Egham 
that he had had the pleasure of mc(*ting him at 
Egham; and then ^ fixed on Tom Pag<*, of the Bread- 
and-Butter Office (who, I own, is one of our most 
genteel guests), with whom he entered into a dis- 
cussion of some political matter of that day — I forget 
what : but the main point was that he named two or 
three leading public men with whom he had discussed 
the question, whatever it might be. He named very 
great names, and led us to understand that with the 
proprietors of those very great names he was 0*^ 
most intimate and confidential footing. With* his 
owners — with the proprietor of the **PaU Mall 
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Gazette,” lie was on the most distant terms, and 
indeed I am afraid that his behavior to myself and 
my wife was seareely i*esj)e('-tful. I fancied I saw 
Pliilip's Ijrow j^athoring wrinklcvS as his eye followed 
this man strutting from one person to another, and 
patronizing each. The dinner was a littl(‘ late, from 
some reason l)(‘st known in the lower regions. T 
take it,” says l>ic*kertoin winking at riiili]). in a pause 
of the conversation, iliat our good fi'iend and liost is 
not much used to giving dinners. The mistress of 
the house is (Evidently in a state of perturbation.” 
I^hilip gave such a horrible grimace that the other nt 
first thotiglit he was in pain. 

“ You, Avho have lived a great deiil with old King- 
wood, know what a good dinner is,” Bickerton 
continiKHl, giving Firmiii a knowing look. 

Any dinner is good whicli is acc'.ompanied with 
such a wel(u)me as 1 get here,” said IMiilip. 

^^Oh! very good ]K‘ople, very good people, of 
course ! ” cri(‘s liickei ton; 

I need not say lie thinks he has perfectly succeeded 
in ado[)ting the air of a man of tlie world. He went 
off to Lady 1 1 ixii* and talkinl with her about the last 
great party at wliieh he had met her ; and then he 
turned to the host, and remarked that my friend, the 
doctor’s son, was a iierce-looking fellow. In five 
minutes he had the good fortune to make himself 
hated by Mr. Firinin. He walks through tlie world 
X>atronizing Ids ])etters. Our good friend is not 
much used to giving dinners,” — isn’t he? I say, 
what do you mean by eontimiing to endure this man ? 
Tom rag(j, of the Bread-aiid-B utter Office, is a well- 
knowm diner-out ; Lord Eghain is a peer ; Bickerton, 
in a'prf'tty loud voi(*e, talked to one or other of these 
during dinner and across the table. He sat next to 
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Mrs. Mugford, but he turned his back on that be- 
wildered woman, and never condescended to address 
a word to her personally. Of course, I understand 
you, my dear fellow/^ he said to nu^ wIkmi, on the 
retreat of the ladies, we approached within whisper- 
ing distance. ‘^Vou have these people at dinner for 
reasons of state. You have a book coming out, and 
want to have it noticed in the paper. I make a point 
of keeping these people at a distance — the only way 
of dealing with them, I give you my word.” 

Not one offensive word had Philip said to the chief 
writer of the Pall Mall Gazette ; ” and I began to 
congratulate myself that our dinner would pass with- 
out any mishap, when some one unluctkily happening 
to praise the wine, afresh supply was ordered. “Very 
good claret. Who is your wine-merchant? Upon 
my word, I get better claret here than I do in Paris 
— don^t you think so, Mr. Fermor ? Where do you 
generally dine at Paris ? ” 

“ I generally dine for thirty sous, and three francs 
on grand dayvS, Mr. Beckerton,” growls Philip. 

“ My name is Bickerton.” (“ What a vulgar thing 
for a fellow to talk about his thirty-sous dinners!” 
murmured my neighbor to me). “ Well, there is no 
accounting for tastes I When T go to Paris, I dine 
at the ‘ Trois Freres.’ Give me the burgundy at the 
^ Trois Freres.’ ” 

“That is because you great leader-writers are paid 
better than poor correspondents. I shall be delighted 
to be able to dine better.” And with this Mr. Firmin 
smiles at Mr, Mugford, his master and owner; 

“Nothing so vulgar as talking shop,” says Bicker- 
ton, rather loud. » 

“I am not ashamed of the shop I, keep. Are you 
of yours, Mr. Bickerton ? ” growls Philip 
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F. had him there/’ says Mr. Mugford. 

Mr. Bickerton got up from table, turning quite pale, 
you mean to be offensive, sir ? ” he asked. 

Offensive, sir ? ‘N'o, sir. Some men are offensive 
without nfoaiiing it. You have been several times to- 
night ! ” says Lord Philip. 

don’t see that I am ealled upon to bear this kind 
of thing at any man’s table ! ” cried jVlr. Bickcu’ton. 
^^Lord Eghain, I wish you good-night!” 

say, old boy, what’s the row about ?” asked his 
lordship. And we were all astonished as my guest 
rose and left the table in great wrath. 

“Serve him right, Firmin, I say!” said Mr. Mug- 
ford, again drinking off a glass. 

“Why, don’t you know ? ” says Tom Page. “His 
father kee])s a haberdasher’s shop at Cambridge, and 
sent him to Oxford, wh(‘re he took a good degree.” 

And tliis lutd come of a 'dinner of conciliation — 
a dinner which was to advance Philip’s interest in 
life! 

“ Hit him again, I say,” cried Mugford, Avhom wine 
had rendered (‘lo(|uent. “ He ’s a supercilious beast, 
that Bickerton is, and I hate him, and so does 
Mrs. M.” 
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CHAPTER XVIL* 

NARRATES THAT FAMOUS JOKE ABOUT MISS 
ORIGSBY. 

For once Philip found that he had offended with- 
out giving general offeiu^e. In tlie confidence of 
female intercourse, ^Irs. Mugford had already, in her 
own artless but powerful language, ('onhrinod her hiis- 
band^s statouent regarding ]Mr. Pie.kerton, and de- 
clared that B. was a beast, and she was only sorry 
that Mr. F. luul not hit him a litth^ harder. So differ- 
ent are the opinions which different individuals en- 
tertain of the same event ! I hiippen to know that 
Bick(‘rton, on his side, went away, averring that we 
were cpiarrelsome, under-breil poo]>lo ; and that a man 
of any refinement had best avoid that kind of society, 
lie does really and seriously btdieve liiinself our supe- 
rior, and will lecture almost any gentleman on the art 
of being one. This assuranct? is not at all uncommon 
with your paroemi. Proud of his lUMNly acfpiired 
knowledge of tlie art of exhausting the contents of an 
egg, the well-known little boy of the aiiologue rushed 
to impart his knowledge* to his grauduioth(u*, who had 
been for many years familiar witl\ tlie })vocess which 
the child had just discovered. Which of us luis not 
met with some such instructors ? I know men who 
would be ready to step forward and teach Taglioni 
how to dance, Tom Sayers how to box, or the Cheva- 
lier Bayard how to be a gcmtleman. We most of us 
know such men, and undergo, fi-om time to time, the 
ineffable benefit of their patronage. 
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Mugford went away from our little entertainment 
vowing, by George, that Philip should n’t want for a 
friend at the proper season ; and this proper season 
very speedily arrived. 1 laughed one day on going 
to the *‘*Pall Mall Gazette’’ otfiee, to find Pliilip in- 
stalled in the sub-editor’s room, with a provision of 
scissors, wafers, and paste“}K)ts, sni])piiig paragraphs 
from this pa])er and that, alb^riiig, condensing, giving 
titles, and so forth ; and, in a word, in regular har- 
ness. The three-headed calves, tlie great prize goose- 
berries, the old maid(‘n Ladies of wonderful ages who 
at length died in country j>lac.es — it was wonderful 
(considering las little experience) how Krmiii hunted 
out these. He ent(‘rcd into all the spirit of his busi- 
ness. He ])rided himself on the cdever titles which 
he found for his i)aragrai)hs. When his ])aper was 
completed at the week’s end, he surveyed it fondly — 
not the leading articles, or those i)rofouud and yet 
brilliant lit(‘rary essays wbicli appeared in the Ga- 
zette” — but the births, di*atlis, marriages, markets, 
trials, aud what not. As a shop-boy, having decorated 
his master’s window, goes into the street, and pleased 
surveys his work ; so the fair face of the “ Pall Mall 
Gazette ” ri‘joie<al Mr. Firiuin, and Mr. IHnce, the 
printer of the j)aper. They looked with an honest 
pride upon the result of their joint labors. Nor did 
Firmin relish pleasantry oil the subject. Hid his 
friends tallude to it, aud ask if he had shot any espe- 
cially fine canard that week ? Mr. Pliilip’s brow would 
corrugate and liis cheeks redden. He did not like 
jokes to be made at his expense : was not his a singu- 
lar antipathy ? 

In his capacity of sul>editor, the good fellow had 
the privilege of taking aud giving away countless 
theatre orders, aud panorama and diorama tickets j 
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the ^‘Pall Mall Gazottt^” was not above accepting 
such little bribes in those days, and Mrs. Mugford’s 
familiarity with the names of opera singers, and splen- 
did appearance in an opera-box, was cpiite remarkable. 
Friend riiili]) would bear away a hcaj) of these cards 
of admission, ([(‘lighted to carry off our young folks 
to one exhibition or another. But once at the dio- 
rama, where our young people sat in tin*, dai'kiioss, 
very much frightimed as usual, a voi(ie from out the 
midnight gloom cried out: has come in with 

orders from the ‘ Fall M(fll Gazeite ’ ? ’’ A lady, two 
scared (duldren, and Mr. Sub-editor Philip, all trem- 
bled at this dreadful summons. T think I should not 
dare to print the story even n(3W, did 1 not know that 
Mr. Firmin was travelling abroad. It was a blessing 
the pla(H‘ was dark, so that noiu*, (H)uld sec*, the poor 
sub-editor’s blushes. Ratljer than causi* any morti- 
fication to this lady, 1 am sure Idiilip would have 
submitted to ra(‘k and tortun*. Ihit, iiid(‘ed, her an- 
noyant*e was veuy slight, ex<?ept in setung her friend 
annoyed. The humor of the scene surpassed tile 
annoyance in the lady’s mind, and (‘,aus(*d luu* to huigh 
at the mishaj); but I own oiiv litthi i)oy (who is of an 
aristocratic turn, and rather too sensitive to ridicule 
from Ids schoolfellows) was not :it all anxious to talk 
upon the subject, or to let the world kw)w that he 
went to a place of publici amusement with an 
order.” 

As for Philip’s landlady, the Little Sister, she, you 
know, had been familiar with the ])ress, and ])ress- 
inen, and orders for the. play for years past. She 
looked quite young and pretty, with her kind smiling 
face and neat tight black dress, as slie came to tln^ 
theatre — it was to an Easter piece — on Phili[)’s arm, 
one evening. Our children saw her from their cab, 
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as they, too, were driving to the same performance. 
It was Look, Mamma I There ’s Philip and the 
Little Sister!” And then came such smiles, and 
nods, and delighted recognitions from the cab to the 
two friends on foot ! Of course T have forgotten what 
was the piece which we all saw on that Easter even- 
ing. But those children will never forget ; no, though 
they live to be a hundred years old, and tliough their 
attention was distracted from the piece by constant 
observation of Philip and his companion in the public 
boxes opposite. 

Mr, Firmin’s work and pay were both light, and 
he accepted both very cheerfully. He saved money 
out of his little stipend. It was surprising how 
economically he could live with his little landlady’s 
aid and counsel. He would come to us, recounting 
his feats of parsimony with a childish delight: he 
loved to contemplate his sovereigns, as week by week 
the little pile accumulated. He kept a sharp eye upon 
sales, and purchased now and again articles of furni- 
ture, In this way he brought home a piano to his 
lodgings, on which he could no more play than he 
could on. the tight-rope ; but he was given to under- 
stand that it was a very fine instrument; and my 
wife played on it one day when we went to visit him, 
and he sat listening, with his great hands on his 
knees, in ectasies. He was thinking how one day, 
please Heaven, he should see other hands touching the 
keys — and player and instrument disappeared in a 
mist before his hapx)y eyes. His purchases were not 
all always lucky. For example, he was sadly taken 
in at an auction about a little pearl ornament. Some 
artful Hebrews at the sale conspired and ran him 
up,” as the phrase is, to a price more than equal to 
the value of the trinket. “ But you know who it was 
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for, Ma’am,” one of Philip’s apologists said. If she 
would like to wear his ten fingers he would cut ’em 
off and send ’em to her. But he keeps ’em to write 
her letters and verses — and most beautiful they are, 
too.” 

And the clear fellow, who was bred up in splendor 
and luxury, Mrs. Mugford, as you, Ma’am, know too 
well — he won’t drink no wine now. A little whiskey 
and a glass of beer is all he takes. And his clothes 
— he who used to be so grand — you see how he is 
now, Ma’am. Always the gentleman, and, indeed, a 
finer or grander looking gentleman never entered 
a room; but he is saving — you know for what, 
Ma’am.” 

And, indeed, Mrs. Mugford did know ; and so did 
Mrs. Pendennis and Mrs. Brandon. And these three 
women worked themselves into a perfect fever, in- 
teresting themselves for Mr. Firmin. And Mugford, 
in his rough, funny way, used to say, “Mr. P., a cer- 
tain Mr, Heff has come and put our nosers out of joint. 
He has, as sure as my name is Hem. And 1 am get- 
ting quite jealous of our sub-editor, and that is the 
long and short of it. But it ’s good too see him haw- 
haw Bickerton if ever they meet in the*olfice, that it 
is 1 Bickerton won’t bully him any more, I promise 
you ! ” 

The conclaves and conspiracies of these women 
were endless in Philip’s behalf. One day, I let the 
Little Sister out of my house with a handkerchief to 
her eyes, and in a great state of flurry and excitement, 
which perhaps communicates itself to the gentleman 
who passes her at his own door. The gentleman’s 
wife is, on her part, not a little moved and excited. 
“ What do you think Mrs. Brandon says ? Philip is 
learning shorthand. He says he does not think he is 



OK HIS WAY THROUGH THE WORLD. 333 

clever enough to be a writer of any mark ; — but he 
can be a reporter, and with this, and his place at Mr. 
Mugford^ he thinks he can earn enough to — Oh, 
he is a fine fellow ! ” I suppose feminine emotion 
stopped the completion of this speech. But when 
Mr. Philip slouched in to dinner that day, his hostess 
did homage before him ; she loved him ; she treated 
him with a tender respect and sympathy which her 
like are ever wont to bestow upon brave and honest 
men in misfortune. 

Why should not Mr. Philip Firmin, barrister-at-law, 
bethink him that he belonged to a profession which 
has helped very many men to competence, and not a 
few to wealth and honors ? A barrister might surely 
hope for as good earnings as could be made by a 
newspaper reporter. We all know instances of men 
who, having commenced their careers as writers for 
the press, had carried on the legal p’ofession simulta- 
neously, and attaimnl the greatest honors of the bar 
and the bench. “Can T sit in a Pump Court garret 
waiting for attorneys ? ’’ asked poor Phil ; “ I shall 
break my heart before they come. My brains are not 
worth much ; T sliould addle them altogether in por- 
ing over law books. I am not at all a clever fellow 
you see; and I haven’t the ambition and obstinate 
will to succeed which carry on many a man with no 
greater capacity than my own. I may have as good 
brains as Bickerton, for example: but I am not so 
bumptious as he is. By claiming the first place 
wherever he goes, he gets it very often. My dear 
friends, don’t you see how modest I am ? There 
never was a man less likely to get on than myself — 
you must own that ; and I tell you that Charlotte and 
I must look forward to a life of poverty, of cheese- 
parings, and second-floor lodgings at Pentonville or 
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Islington. That ’s about my mark. I would let her 
off, only I know she would not take me at my word — 
the dear little thing ! She has set her heart upon a 
hulking pauper: that^s the truth. And I tell you 
what I am going to do. I am going seriously to learn 
the profession of poverty, and make myself master of 
it. What’s the price of cow-heel and tripe? You 
don’t know. I do; and the right place to buy ’em. 
I am as good a judge of sprats as any man in London. 
My tap in life is to be small beer henceforth, and I 
am growing quite to like it, and think it is brisk, and 
pleasant, and wholesome.” There was not a little 
truth in Philip’s account of himself, and his capacities 
and incapacities. Doubtless, he was not born to make 
a great name for himself in the world. But do we 
like those only who are famous ? As well say we 
will only give our regard to men who have ten thou- 
sand a year, or ar^ more than six feet high. 

While of his thi;ee female friends and advisers, my 
wife admired Pliilip’s humility, Mrs. Brandon and 
Mrs. Mugford were rather disappointed at his want 
of spirit, and to think that he aimed so low. I shall 
not say which side Firmiu’s biographer took in this 
matter. Was it my business to applaud or rebuke 
him for being humble-minded, or was I called upon to 
advise at all ? My amiable reader, acknowledge that 
you and I in life pretty much go our own way. We 
eat the dishes we like because we like them, not be- 
cause our neighbor relishes them. We rise early, or 
sit up late ; we work, idle, smoke, or what not, because 
we choose so to do, not because the doctor orders. 
Philip, then, was like you and me, who will have our 
own way when we can. Will we not ? If you won’t, 
you do not deserve it. Instead of hungering after a 
stalled ox, he was accustoming himself to be content 
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with a dinner of herbs. Instead of braving the tem- 
pest, he chose to take in sail, creep along shore, and 
wait for calmer weather. 

So, on Tuesday of every week let us say, it was this 
modest sub-editor^s duty to begin snipping and pasting 
paragraphs for the ensuing Saturday’s issue. He cut 
down the parliamentary speeches, giving due favor- 
itism to the orators of the “ Pall Mall Gazette ” party, 
and meagre outlines of their opponent’s discourses. 
If the leading public men on the side of the Pall 
Mall Gazette ” gave entertainments, you may be sure 
they were duly chronicled in the fashionable intelli- 
gence; if one of their party wrote a book, it was 
pretty sure to get praise from the critic. I am speak- 
ing of simple old days, you understand. Of course 
there is no puflfiing, or jobbing, or false praise, or un- 
fair censure now. Every critic knows what he is 
writing about, and Avrites with no aim but to tell 
truth. 

Thus Philip, the dandy of two years back, was 
content to wear the shabbiest old coat; Philip, the 
Philippus of one-and-twenty, who rode showy horses, 
and rejoiced to display his horse and person in the 
Park, now humbly took his place in an omnibus, and 
only on occasions indulged in a cab. From the roof 
of the larger vehicle, he would salute his friends with 
perfect affability, and stare down on his aunt as she 
passed in her barouche. He never could be quite 
made to acknowledge that she purposely would not 
see him ; or he would attribute her blindness to the 
quarrel which they had had, not to his poverty and 
present position. As for his cousin Ringwood, ‘‘ That 
fellow would commit any baseness,” Philip acknowl- 
edged ; and it is I who have cut Aim,” our friend 
averred. 
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A real danger was lest our friend should in ms 
* poverty become more haughty and insolent than he 
had been in his days of better fortune, and that he 
should make companions of men who were not his 
equals. Whether was it better for him to Be slighted 
in a fashionable club, or to swagger at the head of 
the company in a tavern parlor ? This was the dan- 
ger we might fear for Firmin. It was impossible not 
to confess that he was choosing to take a lower place 
in the world than that to which he had been bom. 

Do you mean that Philip is lowered, because he is 
poor ? ” asked an angry lady, to whom this remark 
was made by her husband — man and wife being both 
very good friends to Mr. Firmin. 

‘‘My dear,” replies the worldling of a husband, 
“ suppose Philip were to take a fancy to buy a donkey 
and sell cabbages ? He would be doing no harm ; 
but there is no doubt he would lower himself in the 
world’s estimation.” 

“Lower himself!” says the lady, with a toss of 
her head. “ No man lowers himself by pursuing an 
honest calling. No man ! ” 

“ Very good. There is Grundsell, the greengrocer, 
out of Tuthill Street, who waits at our dinners. In- 
stead of asking him to wait, we should beg him to sit 
down at table ; or perhaps we should wait, and stand 
with a napkin behind Grundsell.” 

“ Nonsense ! ” 

“Grundsell’s calling is strictly honest, unless he 
abuses his opportunities, and smuggles away — ” 

“ Smuggles away stuff and nonsense 1 ” 

“Very good; Grundsell is a fitting companion, 
then, for us, or the nine little Gruiidsells for our 
children. Then why should Philip give up the 
fciends of his youth, and forsake a club for a tavern 
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parlor ? You can’t say our little friend, Mrs. Bran* 
don, good as she is, is a fitting companion for him .? ” 

<ilf he had a good little wife, he would have a 
companion of his own degree ; and he would be twice 
as happy ; and he would be out of all danger and 
temptation — and the best thing he can do is to marry 
directly I ” cries the kdy. “ And, my dear, I think 
I shall write to Charlotte and ask her to come and 
stay with us.” 

There was no withstanding this argument. As 
long as Charlotte was with us we were sure that 
Philip would be out of harm’s way, and seek for no 
other company. There was a snug little bedroom 
close by the quarters inhabited by our own children. 
My wife pleased herself by adorning this chamber, 
and Uncle Mac happening to come to liondon on busi- 
ness about this time, the young lady came over to us 
under his convoy, and I should like to describe the 
meeting between her and Mr. Philip in our parlor. 
No doubt it was very edifying. But iny wife and I 
were not present, vom con^evez. We only heard one 
shout of surprise and delight from Ifiiilip as he went 
into the room where the young lady was waiting. 
We had but said, Go into the parlor, Philip. You 
will find your old friend Major Mac there. He has 
come to London on business, and has news of — ” 
There was no need to speak, for here Philip straight- 
way bounced into the room. 

And then came the shout. And then out came 
Major Mac, with such a droll twinkle in > his eyes ! 
What artifices and hypocrisies ’had we not to practise 
previously, so as to keep our secret from our children, 
who assuredly would have discovered it ! J must tell 
you that the pat&rfamiUds had guarded against the 
innocent prattle and inquiries of the children regard- 
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ing the preparation of the little bedroom, by inform- 
ing them that it was intended for Miss Grigsby, the 
governess, with whose advent they had long been 
threatened. And one of our girls, when the uncon- 
scious Philip arrived, said, “ Phili]) if you go into the 
parlor you will find Miss Grigahy^ the governess^ thereP 
And then Philip entered into that parlor, and then 
arose that shout, and then out came Uiicde Mac, and 
then, etc. etc. And we calh^d Charlotte Miss Grigsby 
all dinn(‘r-time ; and we called her Miss Grigsby next 
day ; and the more we called her Miss Grigsby the 
more we all laughed. And the baby, who could not 
speak plain yet, called her Miss Gibby, and laughed 
loudest of all; and it was such fun. Put I think 
Philip and (charlotte had the best of the fun, my 
dears, though they may not have laughed quite so 
loud as we did. 

As for Mrs. Brandon, who, you may be sure, 
speedily came to pay us a visit, Charlotte blushed, 
and looked quite beautiful when she went up and 
kissed the Little Sist(u\ ham told you about 

me, then ! she said, in her soft little voice, smooth- 
ing the young lady’s brown hair. “Should 1 have 
known him at all but for you, and did you not save his 
life for me when he was ill ? ” asked Miss Baynes. 
“And may n’t I love everybody who loves him ? ” she 
asked. And we left these women alone for a quarter 
of an hour, during which they became the most inti- 
mate friends in the world. And all our household, 
great and small, including the nurse (a woman of a 
most jealous, domineering, and uncomfortable fidelity), 
thought well of our gentle young guest, and welcomed 
Miss Grigsby. 

Charlotte, you see, is not so exceedingly handsome 
as to cause other women to perjure themselves by pro* 
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testing that she is no great things after all. At the 
period with which we are coneernedy slu^ certainly had 
a lovely complexion, which her black dress set olf, per- 
haps. And when Philip used to come into the room, 
she had always a fine garland of roses ready to offer 
him, and growing upon her cheeks, the moment he 
appeared. Her manners aiv^ so entirely unaffected 
and simple that they can’t be otherwise than good ; 
for is she not grateful, truthful, unconscious of S(‘lf, 
easily pleased and int«n*ested in otluu’s ? Is she very 
witty ? 1 never said so — though that she a])pre- 

ciated some inen\s wit (whose names need not be men- 
tioned) I (;annot doubt. I say,” cries Philip, on that 
memorable first night of her arrival, and wlum she 
and other ladies had gone to bed, by George ! is n’t 
she glorious, 1 say ! What can I have done to win 
such a pure little heart as that ? Non sum dignus. 
It is too much happiness — too much, by George ! ” 
And his voic(‘ breaks behind his pipe, and he scpuuv.es 
two fists into (\yes that are brimful of joy and thanks. 
Wh(»re Fortum' bestows such a bounty as tliis, 1 think 
we iiiM'd not pity a man for what sh(^ withdraws. As 
Philip walks away at midnight (walks away ? is 
turned out of doors ; or surely he would have, gone on 
talking till dawn), with the rain beating in his face, 
and fifty or a hundred pounds for .all his fortune in 
his poclo't, I think there goes one of tin' hap])iest of 
nnai — the happiest and richest. For is he not jkjs- 
s(\ssor of a tre.asure whieli he could not buy, or would 
not sell, for .all the wealth of the world ? 

My wife may say what slu' will, but she assuredly 
is answerable for tlu' invitation to Miss Paynes, and 
for all that ensued in consequence. At a liiiit that 
she would be a, widconui guest in our house, in Lon- 
don, where all her heart and treasure lay, Charlotte 
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Baynes gave up straightway her dear aunt at Tours, 
who had been kind to her ; her dear uncle, her dear 
mamma, and all her dear brothers — following that 
natural law which ordains that a woman, under 
certain circumstances, shall resign home, parents, 
brothers, sisters, for the sake of that one individual 
who is henceforth to be dearer to her than all. Mrs. 
Baynes, the widow, growled a complaint at her 
daughter’s ingratitude, but did not refuse her con- 
sent. She may have known that little Hely, Char- 
lotte’s volatile admirer, had fluttered otf to another 
flower by this time, and that a pursuit of tiiat butter- 
fly was in vain : or she may have heard that he was 
going to pass the spring — the butterfly season — in 
London, and hoped that he perchance might again 
light on her girl. Howbeit, she was glad enough that 
her daughter should accept an invitation to our house, 
and owned that .as yet the poor child’s share of this 
life’s pleasures had been but small. Charlotte’s mod- 
est little trunks were again packed, tlum,^ and the poor 
child was sent off, I won’t say with how small a pro- 
vision of pocket-money, by her mother. But the 
thrifty woman had but little, and of it was deter- 
mined to give as little as she could. ‘‘Heaven will 
provide for my child,” she would piously say ; and 
hence interfered very little with those agents whom 
Heaven sent to befriend her children. * “ Her mother 
told Charlotte that she would send her some money 
next Tuesday,” the Major told us; “but, between our- 
selves, I doubt wheth(»r she will. Between ourselves, 
my sister-in-law is always going to give money next 
Tuesday : but somehow Wednesday comes, and the 
money has not arrived, f could Hot let the little 
maid be without a few guineas, and have provided 
her out of a half-pay purse ; but mark me, that pay- 
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day Tuesday will never come.” Shall I deny or con- 
firm the worthy Major’s statement ? Thus far I will 
say, that Tuesday most certainly came ; and a letter 
from her mamma to Charlotte, which said that one of 
her brothers and a younger sister were going to stay 
with Aunt Mac : and that as Char was so happy with 
her most hospitable and kind friends, a fond widowed 
mother, who had given up all pleasures for herself, 
would not interfere to prevent a darling child’s 
happiness. 

It has been said that three women, whoso names 
have been given up, were conspiring in the behalf of 
this young person and the young man her sweetheart. 
Three days after Charlotte’s arrival at our house, my 
wife persists in thinking that a drive into the country 
would do the child good, orders a brougham, dresses 
Charlotte in her best, and trots away to see Mrs. 
Mugford at Kampstead. Mrs. Brandon is at Mrs. 
Mugford’s, of course quite by chance : and I feel sure 
that Charlotte’s friend compliments Mrs. Mugford up- 
on her garden, upon her nursery, upon her luncheon, 
upon everything that is hers. “ Why, dear me,” says 
Mrs. Mugford (as the ladies discourse upon a certain 
subject), what doiis it matter ? Me and Mugford 
marric‘d on two pound a week ; and on two pound a 
week my dear eldest children were born. It was a 
hard struggle sometimes, but we were all the liappitu’ 
for it ; and I ’m sure if a man won’t risk a little he 
don’t deserve much. I know / would risk, if I were, 
a man, to marry such a pretty young dear. And 1 
should take a young man to be but a mean-spirited fel- 
low who waited and went shilly-shallying when he had 
but to say the word and be hax)py. I thought Mr. F. 
was a brave, courageous gentleman, 1 did Mrs. Bran- 
don. Do you want me for to have a bad 0 ])iiiion of 
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him? My dear, a little of that cream. It^s very 
good. We ’ad a dinner yesterday, and a cook down 
from town on purpose.” This speech, with appro- 
priate imitations of voice find gesture, was repeated 
to the present biographer by the present biographer’s 
wife, and he now began to see in what webs and 
meshes of conspiracy these artful women had envel- 
oped the subject of the present biography. 

Like Mrs. Brandon, and the other matron, Char- 
lotte’s friend, Mrs. Mugford became interested in the 
gentle young creature, and kissed her kindly, and 
made her a present on going away. It was a brooch 
in the shape of a thistle, if I remember aright, set 
with amethysts and a lovely Scottish stone called, I 
believe, a cairngorm. 8he ain’t no style about her ; 
and I confess, from a genevaPs daughter, brought up 
on the Continent, I should have expected bettei*. But 
we ’ll show h(ir a little of the world and the opera, 
Brandon, and she ’ll do very well, of that I make no 
doubt.” And Mrs. Mugford t(K)k Miss Baynes to the 
opera, and pointed out the oth(‘r people of fashion 
there assembled. And delightc^d Charlotte was. T 
make no doubt there was a young gentleman of our 
acquaintance at the back of the box who was very 
happy too. And this year, Philip’s kinsman’s wife, 
Lady Kingwood, had a box, in which Philip saw her 
and her daughters, and little Pingwood Twysden 
paying assiduous court to her ladyship. They met 
in the crush-room by chance again, and Lady Ping- 
wood looked hard at Philip and thb blushing young 
lady on his arm. And it happened that Mrs. Mug- 
ford’s carriage — the little one-horse trap which opens 
and shuts so conveniently — and Lady Pingwood’s 
tall, emblazoned chariot of state, stopped the* way to- 
gether. And from the tall emblazoned chariot the 
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ladies looked not unkindly at the trap which con- 
tained the beloved of Philipps heart: and the car- 
riages departed each on its way; and Ilingwood 
Twysden, seeing his cousin advancing towards liira, 
turned \iery pale, and dodged at a double quick down 
an arcade. But he need not have been afraid of 
Philip. Mr. Firinin’s heart was all softness and be- 
nevolence at that time. He was thinking of those 
sweet, sweet eyes that had just glanced to him a 
tender good-night; of that little hand which a mo- 
ment since had hung with fond pressure on his arm. 
Do you supi)ose in such a frame of mind he had lei- 
sure to think of a nauseous little reptile crawling 
behind him ? He was so happy that night, that 
Philip was King Philip again. And he went to the 
“ Haunt, and sang his song of Garryowen na gloria,” 
and greeted the boys assembled, and spent at least 
three shillings over his supper and drinks. But the 
next day being Sunday, Mr. Firmin was at Westmin- 
ster Abbey, listening to the sweet church chants, by 
the si^e of the very same young person whom he had 
escorted to the opera on the night before. They sat 
together so close that one must .have heard exactly as 
well as the other. I dare say it is edifying to listen 
to anthems a deux. And how complimentary to the 
clergyman to have to wish that the sermon was 
longer ! Through the vast cathedral aisles the organ 
notes peal gloriously. Kuby and topaz and amethyst 
blaze from the great church windows. Under the 
tall arcades the young people went together. Hand 
in hand they passed, and thought no ill. 

Do gentle readers begin to tire of this spectacle of 
billing and cooing? I have tried to describe Mr. 
Philip’s love-aifairs with as few words and in as mod- 
est phrases as may be — omitting the raptures, the 
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passionate vows, the reams of correspondence, and 
the usual commonplaces of his situation. And yet, 
ray dear madam, though you and 1 may be past the 
age of billing and cooing, though your ringlets, which 
I remember a lovely auburn, are now — well — are 
now a rich purple and green black, and my brow may 
be as bald as a cannon-ball j — I say, though we are 
old, we are not too old to forget. We may not care 
about the pantomime much now, but we like to take 
the young folks, and see them rejoicing. From the 
window where I write, I can look down into the 
garden of a certain square. In that garden I can at 
this moment see a young gentleman and lady of my 
acquaintance pacing up and down. They are talking 
some such talk as Milton imagines our first parents 
engaged in ; and yonder garden is a paradise to my 
young friends. Did they choose to look outside the 
railings of the square, or at any other objects than 
each other’s noses, they might see — the tax-gatherer 
we will say — with his book, knocking at one door, 
the doctor’s brougham at a second, a hatchmei^t over 
the windows of a third mansion, the baker’s boy 
discoursing with the housemaid over the railings of 
a fourth. But what to them are these phenomena of 
life ? Arm in arm my young folks go pacing up and 
down their Eden, and discoursing about that happy 
time which I suppose is now drawing near, about that 
charming little snuggery for which the furniture is 
ordered, and to which, Miss, your old friend and very 
humble servant will take the liberty of forwarding 
his best regards and a neat silver teapot. I dare say, 
with these young people, as with Mr. Philip and Miss 
Charlotte, all occurrences of life’ seemed to have refer- 
ence to that event which forms the subject of their 
perpetual longing and contemplation. There* is the 
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doctor^s brougham driving away, and Imogene says 
to Alonzo, ‘^What anguish I shall have if you are 
ill ! Then there is the carpenter putting up the 
hatchment. ‘^Ah, my love, if you were to die, I 
think thtey might put up a hatchment for botli of us,’’ 
says Alonzo, with a killing sigh. Doth sympathize 
with Mary and the baker’s boy whispering over the 
railings. Go to, gentle baker’s boy, we also know 
what it is to love ! 

The whole soul and strength of Charlotte and 
Philip being bent upon marriage, I take leave to 
put in a docuiiient which Phili]) received at this 
time; and can imagine that it occasioned no little 
sensation : — 

“AsroR House, New Yoiuc. 

** And so you are returned to the great city — to the fumum, 
the strepitumj and I sincerely hope the opes of our Rome 1 
Your own letters are but brief ; but T have an occasional cor- 
resj)ondent (there are few, alas 1 who remember (he exile /) 
who keeps me au courant of my Philip’s history, and tells me 
that you are industrious, that you are cheerful, that you pros- 
per. Cheerfulness is the companion of Industry, Prosperity 
their offspring. That that prosperity may attain the fullest 
growth^ is au absent father s fondest prayer I Perhaps ere long 
I shall be able to announce to you that 1 too am prospering. 
I am engaged in pursuing a scientific discovery here (it is 
•medical, and connected with my own profession), of which 
the results ought to lead to Fortune, unless the jade has for- 
ever deserted George Brand Firiuin ! So you have embarked 
in the drudgery of the press, and have become a member of 
the fourth estate. It has been despised, and pressman and pov- 
erty were for a long time supposed to be synonymous. But 
the power, the wealth of the press are daily developing, and 
they will increase yei further. I confess I should have liked 
to hear that my Philip was pursuing his profession of the bar, 
at which honor, splendid competence, nay, aristocratic rank, are 
the prizes of the hoU^ the industrious^ and the deserving. Why 



346 


THE ADVENTURES OF PHILIP 


should you not ? — should I not still hope that you may gain 
legal eminence and position ? A fatlier whr) has had much to 
suffer, who is descending the vale of years ahnie and in a dis- 
tant land, wouhhbe soothed in his exile if he thought his son 
would one day be able to repair the shattered fortunes of his 
race. But it is not yet, I fondly think, too late. You may yet 
qualify for the bar, and one of its prizes may full to you. I 
confess it was not without a pang of grief I heard from our 
kind little friend Mrs. B., you were studying shorthand in 
order to become a newspaper reporter. And has Fortune, 
then, been so relentless to me that my son is to be compelled 
to follow such a calling? I .shall try and be resigned. I had 
hoped higher things for you — for me. 

“ My dear boy, with regard to your romantic attachment for 
Miss Baynes, which our good little Brandon narrates to me, in 
her peculiar orthography^ but with much touching simplicity^ — 
I make it a rule not to say a word of comment, of warning, or 
remonstrance. As sure as you are your father’s son, you will 
take your own line in any matter of attachment to a woman, 
and all the fathers in the world won’t stop you. In Philip of 
four-and-twenty I recognize his father thirty years ago. My 
father scolded, entreated, quarrelled with me, never forgave 
me. I will learn to be more generous towards my son. I 
may grieve, but I bear you no malice. If ever I achieve 
wealth again, you shall not be deprived of it. I suffered so 
juyself from a harsh father, that I will never be one to my 
son ! 

As you have put on the livery of the Muses, and regularly 
entered yourself of the Fraternity of the what say you* 

to a little addition to your income by letters addressed to my 
friend, the editor of the new journal, called here the ‘ Gazette 
of the Upper Ten Thousand.’ It is the fashionable journal 
piiblislied here ; and your qualifications are precisely those 
which would make your services valuable as a contributor. 
Doctor Geraldine, the editor, is not, I believe, a relative of the 
Leinster family, but a selLmade man, who arrived in this 
country some years since, poor, and an exile from his native 
countiy. He advocates Repeal politics in Ireland ; hut with 
these of course you need have nothing to do, Ami he is much 
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too liberal to expect these from his contributors. T have been 
of service professioiKilly to Mrs. Geraldine and himself. My 
friend of the ‘ Emerald ' introduced me to the doctor. Ter- 
rible enemies in print, in private they are perfectly good 
friends, {^id the little passages of arms between the two jour- 
nalists serve rather to amuse than to irritate. ‘ The grocer^s 
boy from Ormond Quay * (Geraldine once, it appears, engaged 
in that useful but humble calling), and the ‘ miscreant from 
Cork ^ — the editor of the ‘ Emerald ’ comes from that city — 
assail each other in public, but drink whiskey-and-water galore 
in private. If you write for Geraldine, of 00111*80 you will say 
nothing disresj)ectful about grocers* boys. His dollars are good 
silver, of that you may be sure. Dr. G. knows a part of your 
history : he knows that you are now fairly engaged in literary 
pursuits ; that you are a man of education, a gentleman, a 
man of the world, a man of courage. I have answered for 
your possessing all these qualities. (The doctor, in his droll, 
humorous way, said that if you were a chip of the old block 
you would be just what he called ‘ the grit.’) Political treat- 
ises are not so much wanted as personal news regarding the 
notabilities of London, and these, I assured him, you. were the 
very man to be able to i'urnish. You, who know everybody ; 
who have lived with the great world — the >vorld of lawyers, 
the world of artists, the world of the university — have already 
had an experience which few gentlemen of the press can boast 
of, and may turn that experience to profit. Suppose you were 
to trust a little to your imagination in composing these let- 
ters ? there can be no harm in being 'poetical. Suppose an 
intelligent correspondent writes that he has met the D- ke of 
W-ll-ngt-n, had a ])rivate interview with the Pr-m-r, and 
so forth, who is to say him nay 1 And this is the kind of talk 
our gohemouches of New York delight in. My worthy friend, 
Doctor (jleraldine, for example — between ourselves his name 
is Finnigan, but his private history is strictly entre nous — 
when he first came to New York astonished the people by the 
copiousness ot his anecdotes regarding the English aristocracy, 
of whom he knows as much as he does of the Court of Pekin. 
He was smart, ready, sarcastic, amusing ; he found readers : 
from one success he advanced to another, and the ‘ Gazette of 
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the Upper Ten Thousand * is likely to make this wm'thy man*$ 
fortune. You really may be serviceable to him, and may justly 
earn the liberal remuneration which he offers for a weekly let* 
ter. Anecdotes of men and women of fashion — the more gay 
and lively the more welcome the quicquid agunt koines, in 
a word — should be the farrago libelli. Who are the reign- 
ing beauties of London ? and Beauty, you know, has a rank 
and fashion of its own. Has any one lately won or lost on the 
turf or at play 1 What are the clubs talking about I Are 
there any duels f What is the last scandal 1 Does the good 
old Duke keep his health ? Is that affair over between the 
Duchess of This and Captain That 1 

“ Such is the information which our hadauds here like to 
have, and for which my friend the doctor will pay at the rate 
of- — dollars per letter. Your name need not appear at all. 
The remuneration is certain. C *est d prendre on d laisser, as 
our lively neighbors say. Write in the first place in confi- 
dence to me ; and in whom can you confide moi^e solely than 
in your father 1 

“ You will, of course, pay your respects to your relative the 
new Lord of Ringwood, For a young man whose family is so 
powerful^as yours, there can surely be no derogation in enter- 
taining some feudal respect, and who knows whether and how 
soon Sir John Ringwood may be able to help his cousin ? By 
the way. Sir John is a Whig, and your paper is a Conserva-* 
tive*, But you are, above all, homme du monde* In such a 
subordinate place as you occupy with the ‘ Pall Mall Gazette/ 
a maids private politics do not surely count at all. If {Sir 
John Ringwood, your kinsman, sees any way of helping you, 
so much the better, and of course your politics will be those 
of your family. I have no knowledge of him. He was a very 
quiet man at college, where, I regret to say, your fathers 
friends were not of the quiet mri at all. I trust I have re- 
pented. I have sown my wild oats. And ah I how pleased 
I shall be to hear that my Philip has bent his proud head a 
little, and is ready to submit more than he used of old to the 
customs of the world. Call upon Sir John, then. As a Whig 
gentleman of large estate, I need not tell you that he will 
expect respect from you. He is your kinsman } the represeu- 
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tative of your grandfather’s gallant and noble race. He bears 
the name your mother bore. To her iny Philip was always 
gentle, and for her sake you will comply with the wishes of 

Your affectionate father, 

“ G. B. F. 

“ I have not said a word of compliment to Mademoiselle. I 
wish her so well that I own I wish she were about to marry a 
richer suitor than my dear son. Will fortune ever permit me 
to embrace my daughter-in-law, and take your children on my 
knee ? You will speak kindly to them of their grandfather, 
will you not? Poor General Baynes, I liave heard, used vio- 
lent and unseemly language regarding me, which I most 
heartily pardon. I am grateful when I think that I never did 
General B. an injury: grateful and pj*oud to accept benefits 
from luy own son. These 1 treasure uj) im my heart ; and 
still hope I shall be able to repay with something more sub- 
stantial than my fomlest praycn-s. Give my best wishes, then, 
to Miss Charlotte, and try and teach her to think kindly of 
her Philip’s father.” 

Miss Charlotte Baynes, who kept the name of Miss 
Grigsby, the governess, amongst all the roguish chil- 
dren of a facetious father, was with us one month, and 
her mamma expressed great cheerfulness at her ab. 
sence, and at the thought that she had found such 
good friends. After two months, her uncle, Major 
MacWhirter, returned from visiting his relations in 
the North, and offered to take his niece back to France 
again. He made this proposition with the jolliest air 
in the world, and as if his niece would jump for joy to 
go back to her mother. But to the Major’s astonish- 
ment, Miss Baynes turned quite pale, ran to her hostess, 
flung herself into that lady’s arms, and then there be- 
gan an oscillatory performance which perfectly aston- 
ished the good Major. Charlotte’s friend, holding 
Miss Baynes tight in her embrace, looked fiercely at 
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the Major over the girPs shoulder, and defied him to 
take her away from that sanctuary* 

Oh, you dear, good dear Iriend ! Charlotte gui> , 
gled out, and sobbed I know not what more , expres- 
sions of fondness and gratitude. 

But the ' truth is, that two sisters, or mother and 
daugliter, could not love each other more heartily than 
these two personages. Mother and daughter, forsooth ! 
You should have seen Charlott(3^s piteous look when 
sometimes the conviction would come on her that she 
ought at length to go home to mamma; such a look as 
I can fancy Iphigeuia easting on Agamemnon, when, 
in obedience to a painful sense of duty, he was about to 
— to use the^ sacrificial knife. No, we all loved her. 
The children would howl at the idea of parting with 
their Miss Grigsby. Charlotte, in return, helped them 
to very pretty lessons in music and French — served 
hot, as it were, from her own recent studies at Tours 
— and a good daily governess operated on the rest of 
their education to everybodj^« satisfaction. 

And so months rolled on and our young favorite 
still remained with us. Mamma fed the little maid^s 
purse wdth occasional remittances ; and begged her 
hostess to supply her with all necessary articles from 
the milliner. Afterwards, it is true, Mrs. General 
Baynes— But why enter upon these painful fam- 
ily disputes ill a chapter which has been devoted to 
sentiment ? 

As soon as Mr. Firrain received the letter above 
faithfully copied (with the exception of the pecuni- 
ary offer, which I do not consider myself at liberty to 
divulge), he hurried down from Thomhaugh Street to 
Westminster. He dashed by Buttons, the page ; he 
took no notice of iny wondering wife at the drawing- 
room door; he rushed to the second floor^ bursting 
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open the schoolroom door, whore Charlotte was teach- 
ing our dear third daughter to play “ In my Cottage 
near a Wood.” 

“Charlotte ! Charlotte ! ” ho cried out. 

K 

“ Liv, "Philip ! don’t you see Miss Grigsby is giving 
us lessons ? ” said the children. 

But he would not listen to those wags, and still 
beckoned Charlotte to him. That young woman rose 
up and followed him out of the door, as, indeed, she 
would have followed him out of the window; and 
there, on the stairs, they read Dr. Pirrain’s letter, 
with their heads quite close together, you understand. 

“ Two hundred a year more,” said Philip, his heart 
throbbing so that he could hardly speak ; “ and your 
fifty — and two hundred the ‘ Gazette ’ — and ” 

“Oh, Philip!” was all Charlotte could say, and 
then — There was a prett) group for the children to 
see, and for an artist to drawl 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

WAYS AND MEANS. 

Of course any man of the world, who is possessed 
of decent prudence, will perceive that the idea of 
marrying on four hundred and fifty pounds a year, so 
secured as was Master Philip’s income, was prepos- 
terous and absurd. In the first place, you can’t live 
on four hundred and fifty pounds a year, that is a 
certainty. People do live on less, 1 believe. But a 
life without a brougham, without a decent house, 
without claret for dinner, and a footman to wait, can 
hardly be called existence. I’hilip’s income might 
fail any day. He might not ])lease the American 
paper. He might quarrel with the ^^Pall Mall Ga- 
zette.” And then what would remain to Jiim ? Only 
poor little Charlotte’s fifty pounds a year! So Phil- 
ip’s most intimate male friend — a man of the world, 
and with a good deal of experience — argued. Of 
course I was not surprised that Philip did not choose 
to take my advice ; though 1 did not expect he would 
become so violently angry, call names almost, and use 
most rude expressions, when, at his express desire, 
this advice was tendered to him. If lie did not want 
it, why did he ask for it ? The advice might be un- 
welcome to him, but why did he choose to t(dl me at 
my own table, over my own claret, that it was the 
advice of a sneak and a worldling ? My good fellow, 
that claret, though it is a second growth, and I can 
afford no better, costs seventy -two shillings a dozen. 
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How much is six times three hundred and sixty-five ? 
A bottle a day is the least you can calculate (the fel- 
low would come to my house and drink two bottles to 
himself, with the utmost nonchalance). A bottle per 
diem of that light claret — of that second-growth 
stuff — costs one hundred and four guineas a year, do 
you understand ? or, to speak plainly with you, one 
JiMndred and nine pounds four shillings! 

‘‘Well,’’ says Philip, ^^apres? We’ll do without. 
Meantime I will take what I can get ! ” and he tosses 
off about a pint as he speaks (these mousseline 
glasses are not only enormous, but they break by 
dozens). He tosses off a pint of my Larose, and 
gives a great roar of laughter, as if he had said a 
good thing! 

Philip Finniii is coarse and offensive at times, and 
Bickerton in holding this opinion is not altogether 
wrong. 

“I’ll drink claret when I come to you, old boy,” 
he says, grinning ; “ and at home I will have whiskey- 
and-watcr.” 

“ But suppose Charlotte is ordered cld-ret 1 ” 

“Well, she can have it,” says this liberal lover; 
“a bottle will last her a week.” 

“ Don’t you see,” I shriek out, “ that even a bottle 
a week costs something like — six by fifty-two — 
eighteen pounds a year I ” (I own it is really only 
fifteen twelve ; but, in the hurry of argument, a man 
may stretch a figure or so.) “ Eighteen pounds for 
Charlotte’s claret ; as much, at least, you great boozy 
toper, for your whiskey and beer. Why, you actually 
want a tenth part of your income for the liquor you 
consume I And then clothes ; and then lodging ; and 
then coals ; and then doctor’s bills ; and then pocket- 
money; and then searside for the little dears. Just 
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liave the kindness to add these things up, and you 
will find that you have about two-and-ninepence left 
to pay the grocer and the butcher.^^ 

What you call prudence,’^ says Philip, thumping 
the table, and, of course, breaking a glass,* “I call 
cowardice — I call blasphemy ! Do you mean, as a 
Christian man, to tell me that two young people and 
a family, if it should please Heaveirto send them one, 
cannot subsist uj>on five hundred pounds a year? 
Look round, sir, at the myriads of God^s creatures 
who live, love, are happy and poor, and be ashamed 
of the wicked doubt which you utter ! ” And he 
starts up, and strides up and down the dining-room, 
curling his flaming mustache, and rings the bell 
fiercely, and says, ‘‘Johnson, IVe broke a glass. 
Get me another.’^ 

In the drawing-room, my w'ife asks what we two 
were fighting about ? And, as Charlotte is up stairs, 
telling the children stories as they are i)ut to bed, or 
writing to her dear mamma, or what not, our friend 
bursts out with more rude and violent expressions 
than he had used in the dining-room over my glasses 
which he was smashing, tells my own wife that I am 
an atheist, or at best a miserable sceptic and Sad- 
ducee : that I doubt of the goodness of Heaven, and 
am not thankful for my daily bread. And, with one 
of her kindling looks directed towards the young 
man, of course my wife sides with him. Miss Char 
presently came down from the young folks, and went 
to the piano, and played us Beethoven’s “ Dream of 
Saint Jerome,” which always soothes nie, and charms 
me, so that I fancy it is a poem of Tennyson in music. 
And our children, as they sitik off to sleep overhead, 
like to hear soft music, which soothes them into 
slumber, Miss Baynes says. And Miss Charlotte 
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looks very pretty cat her piano : and Philip lies gazing 
at her, with his great feet and hands tumbled over 
one of our armchairs. And the music, with its 
solemn cheer, makes us all very happy and kind- 
hearted, and ennobles us somehow as we listen. And 
my wife wears her benedictory look whenever she 
turns towards these young people. She has worked 
herself up to the opinion that yondcu* couple ought to 
marry. She can give chapter and verse for her 
belief. To doubt about the matter at all is wicked 
according to her notions. And there are certain 
points upon which, I humbly own, that I don’t dare 
to argue wjth her. 

When the women of the house have settled a 
matter, is there much use in man’s resistance ? If 
my harem orders that I shall wear a yellow cojit and 
pink trousers, I know that, before three months are 
over, I shall be walking aboiit in rose-tendre and 
canary-colored garments. It is the perseverance 
which conquers, the daily return to the object desired. 
Take my advice, my dear sir, when you see your 
womankind resolute about a matter, give up cat once, 
and have a quiet life. Perhaixs to one of these even- 
ing entertainments, where Miss ihiynes played the 
piano, as she did very pleasantly, and Mr. Philip’s 
great clumsy fist turned the leaves, little Mrs. Bnan- 
don would come tripping in, and as she surveyed the 
young couple her remark would be, ^^Did you ever 
see a better suited couple ? ” When I came home 
from chambers, and pjissed the dining-room door, my 
eldest daughter with a knowing face would bar the 
way and say, <^You mustn’t go in there, papa! 
Miss Grigsby is there, and Master Philip is not to he 
disturbed at his lessons ! ” Mrs. Mugford had begun 
to arrange marriages between her young people and 
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ours from the very first day she saw us ; and Mrs. 
M’s ch. filly Toddles, rising two years, and our three- 
year old colt Billyboy, were rehearsing in the nursery 
the endless little comedy which the grown-up young 
persons were performing in the drawing-room. 

With the greatest frankness Mrs. Mugford gave 
her opinion that Philip, with four or five hundred 
a year, would be no better than a sneak if he delayed 
to marry. How much had she and Mugford when 
they married, she would like to know? ‘^Enfily 
Street, Pentoiiville, was where we had apartments,” 
she remarked ; ‘‘we were pinched sometimes ; but we 
owed nothing; and our housekeeping books I can 
show yd^.” I believe Mrs. M. actually brouglit these 
dingy relics of her honeymoon for my wife’s inspec- 
tion. I tell you, my house was peopled with these 
friends of matrimony. Flies were forever in requi- 
sition, and our boys were very sulky at having to sit 
for an hour at Schoolbred’s while certain ladies lin- 
gered there over blankets, tablecloths, and what not. 
Once I found my wife and Charlotte flitting about 
Wardour Street, th| former lady much interested in a 
great Dutch cabinet with a glass cupboard and cor- 
pulent drawers. And that cabinet was, ere long, 
carted off to Mrs. Brandon’s, Thornhaugh Street; 
and in that glass cupboard there was presently to be 
seen a neat set of china for tea and breakfast. The ' 
end was approaching. That event,^ with which the 
third volume of the old novels used to close, was at 
hand. I am afraid our young people can’t drive off 
from St. George’s in a chaise and four, and that no 
noble relative will lend them his castle for the honey- 
moon. Well : some people cannot drive to happiness, 
even with four horses ; and other folks can reach the 
goal on foot. My venerable Muse stOops down, um 
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looses her cothumm with some difficulty, and pre- 
pares to fling that old shoe after the pair. 

Tell, venerable Muse I what were the marriage gifts 
which friendship provided for Philip and Charlotte ? 
Philipps cousin, Ringwood Twysden, came simpering 
up to me at “ Bays’s Club ” one afternoon, and said ; 

hear my precious cousin is going to marry. I 
think I shall send him a broom to sweep a crossin’.” 
I was nearly going to say, “ This was a piece of gen- 
erosity to be expected from your father’s son ; ” but 
the fact is, that I did not think of this withering 
repartee until I was Crossing St. James’s Park on my 
way home, when Twysden of course was out of ear- 
shot. A great number of my best wittioHms have’ 
been a little late in making their appearance in the 
world. If we could but hear the wnspoken jokes, how 
we should all laugh ; if we could but speak them, how 
witty we should be ! When you have left the room, 
you have no notion what clever things I was going to 
say when you balked me by going away. Well, then, 
the fact is the Twysden family gave Philip nothing 
on his marriage, being the exact sum of regard which 
they professed to have for him. 

Mks. Major MacWuirter gave the bride an Ind- 
ian brooch, representing the Taj Mahal at Agra, 
which General Baynes had given to his sister-in-law 
in old days. At a later, period, it is true, Mrs. Mac 
asked Charlotte for the brooch back again; but this 
was when many family quarrels had raged between 
the relatives — quarrels which to describe at length 
would be to tax too much the writer and the readers 
Df this history. 

Mrs. Mugford presented an elegant plated coffee- 
pot, six drawiqg-room almanacs (spoils of the Pall 
tjall Gazette*^’), and fourteen richly cut jelly-glasses, 
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most useful for negus if the young couple gave 
evening-parties ; for dinners they would not be able 
to afford. 

Mrs. Brandon made an offering of two tablecloths 
and twelve dinner napkins most beautifully worked, 
and I don’t know how much house linen. 

The Lady of the Present Writer — Twelve tea- 
spoons in bullion, and a i)air of sugar-tongs. Mrs, 
Baynes, Philip’s mother-in-law, sent him also a pair 
of sugar-tongs, of a light manufacture, easily broken. 
He keeps a tong to the present day, and speaks very 
satirically regarding that relic. 

Philip’s Inn of Court — A bill for commons and 
Inn taxel^ with the Treasurer’s compliments. 

And these, I think, formed the items of poor little 
Charlotte’s meagre trousseau. Ihdore Cinderella went 
to the ball she was almost as rich as our little maid. 
Charlotte’s mother sent a grim consent to the child’s 
marriage, but declined herself to attend it. She was 
ailing and poor. Her year’s widowhood was just 
over. She had her other children to look after. My 
impression is that Mrs. Baynes thought that she 
.would be out of Philip’s power so long as she re- 
mained abroad, and that the General’s savings would 
be secure from him. So she delegated her authority 
to Philip’s friends in London, and sent her daughter 
a moderate wish for her happiness, which may or may 
not have profited the young people. 

Well, my dear, you are rich, compared to what I 
was, when I married,” little Mrs. Brandon said to her 
young friend. You will have a good husband. 
That is more than I had. You will have good friends ; 
and I was almost alone for a time, until it pleased 
God to befriend me.” It was not without a feeling 
of awe that we saw these young peoble commence 
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that voyage of life on which henceforth they were to 
journey together ; and I am sure that of the small 
company who accompanied them to the silent little 
chapel where they were joined in marriage there was 
not one who did not follow them with tender good 
wishes and heartfelt prayers. They had a little purse 
provided for a month^s holiday. They had health, 
hope, good spirits, good friends. I have never 
learned that life’s trials were over after marriage; 
only lucky is he who has a loving companion to share 
them. As for the lady with whom Charlotte had 
stayed before her marriage, she was in a state of the 
most lachrymose sentimentality. She sat on the bed 
in the chamber which the little maid ha# vacated. 
Her tears flowed copiously. She knew not why, she 
could not tell how the girl had wound herself round 
her maternal heart. And I think if Heaven had de- 
creed this young creature should be poor, it had sent 
her many blessings and treasures in compensation. 

Every respectable man and woman in London will, 
of course, pity these young people, and reprobate the 
mad risk which they were running, and yet, by the 
influence and example of a sentimental wife prob- 
ably, so madly sentimental have I become, that 
I own sometimes I almost fancy these misguided 
wretches were to be envied. 

A melancholy little chapel it is where they were 
married, and stands hard by our house. We did not 
decorate the church with flowers, or adorn the beadles 
with white ribbons. We had, I must confess, a 
dreary little breakfast, not in the least enlivened by 
Mugford’s jokes, who would make a speech de circum- 
stance., which was not, I am thankful to say, reported 
in the Pall Mall Gazette,” We sha’n’t charge you 
for advertising the marriage tlieref my dear,” Mrs. 
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Mugford said. And I Ve already took it myself to 
Mr. Burjoyce.” Mrs. Mugford had insisted upon 
pinning a large white favor upon John, who drove 
her from Hampstead : but that was the only ornament 
present at the nuptial ceremony, much to the disap- 
pointment of the good lady. There was a very pretty 
cake, with two doves in sugar, on the top, which the 
Little Sister made and sent, and no other hymeneal 
emblem. Our little girls as bridesmaids appeared, to 
be sure, in new bonnets and dresses, but everybody 
else looked so quiet and demure, that when we went 
into the church, three or four street urchins knocking 
about the gate said, “ Look at ’em. They ’re going 
to be ’ung.” And so the words are, spoken, and the 
indissoluble knot is tied. Amen. For better, for 
worse, for good days or evil, love each other, cling to 
each other, dear friends. Fulfil your course, and 
accomplish your life’s toil. In sorrow, soothe each 
other; in illness, watch and tend. Cheer, fond wife, 
the husband’s struggle ; lights m his gloomy hours with 
your tender smiles, and gladden his home with your 
love. Husband, father, whatsoever your lot, be your 
heart pure, your life honest. For the sake of those 
who bear your name, let no bad action sully it. As 
you look at those innocent faces, which ever tenderly 
greet you, be yours, too, innocent, and your conscience 
without reproach. As the young people kneel before 
the altar-railing, some such thoughts as these pass 
through a friend’s mind who witnesses the ceremony 
of their marriage. Is not all we hear in that place 
meant to apply to ourselves, and to be carried away 
for everyday cogitation ? 

After the ceremony we sign the book, and walk 
back demurely to breakfast. And Mrs. Mugford 
does not conceal her disappointment at the small 
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preparations made for the reception of the marriage 
party. I call it shabby, Brandon ; and I speak my 
mind. No favors. Only your cake. No speeches to 
speak of. No lobster-salad: and wine on the side- 
board. I thought your Queen Square friends knew 
how to do the thing better! When one oi my gnrls 
is married, I promise you we slm’n’t h^t her go out of 
the back-door; and at least we shall have the best 
four grays that Newman’s can furnish. It’s my 
belief your young friend is getting too fond of money, 
Brandon, and so I have told Mugford.” But these, 
you see, were only questions of taste. Good Mrs. 
Mugford’s led her to a green satin dress and a pink 
turban, when other ladies were in gray or quiet 
colors. The intimacy between our two families dwin- 
dled immediately after Philip’s marriage ; Mrs. M., I 
am sorry to say, setting us down as shabby-genteel 
people, and she couldn’t bear screwing — never 
could ! 

Well : the speeches were spoken. Tlie bride was 
kissed, and departed with her bridegroom : they had 
not even a valet and lady’s-maid to bear them com- 
pany. The route of the happy pair was to be 
Canterbury, Folkestone, Boulogne, Amiens, Paris, and 
Italy i)erhaps, if their little stock of pocket-money 
would serve them so far. But the very instant when 
half was spent, it was agreed that these young people 
should turn their faces homeward again; and mean- 
while the printer and Mugford himself agreed that 
they would do Mr. Sub-editor’s duty. How much had 
they in the little purse for their pleasure-journey ? 
That is no business of ours, surely ; but with youth, 
health, happiness, lovjs, amongst their possessions, I 
don’t think our young friends had need to be discon- 
tented. Away then they drive in their cab to the 
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railway statioB. Farewell, and Heaven bless you, 
Charlotte and Philip ! I have said how I found my 
wife crying in her favorite’s vacant bedroom. The 
marriage table did coldly furnish forth a funeral kind 
of dinner. The cold chicken choked us all, and the 
jelly was but a sickly compound to ray taste, though 
it was the Little Sister’s most artful manufacture. I 
own for one I was quite miserable. I found no 
comfort at clubs, nor could the last new novel fix iny 
attention. I saw Philip’s eyes, and heard the warble 
of Charlotte’s sweet voice. I walked off from 
‘‘Bays’s,” and through Old Parr Street, where Philip 
had lived, and his parents entertained me as a boy ; 
and then tramped to Thornhaugh Street, rather 
ashamed of myself. The maid said mistress was in 
Mr. Philip’s rooms, the ‘ two-pair, — and what was 
that I heard on the piano as I entered the apart- 
ment ? Mrs. Brandon sat there hemming some 
chintz window-curtains, or bed-curtains, or what not : 
by her side sat my own eldest girl stitching away 
very resolutely ; and at the piano — the piano which 
Philip had bought — there sat my own wife picking 
out that “Dream of Saint Jerome,” of Beethoven, 
which Charlotte used to play so delicately. We had 
tea out of Philip’s tea-things, and a nice hot cake, 
which consoled some of us. But I have known few 
evenings more melancholy than that. It felt like the 
first night at school after the holidays, when we all 
used to try and appear cheerful, you know. But ah ! 
how dismal the gayety was ; and how dreary that 
lying awake in the night, and thinking of the happy 
days just over ! 

The way in which we looked forward for letters 
from our bride and bridegroom was quite a curiosity. 
A.t length a letter arrived from these personages: 
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and as it contains no secret, I take the liberty to 
print it in extenso, 

“Amikns, Friday. Paris, Saturday, 
Dearest Friends, — (For the dearest friends you are to 
us, and will continue to be as long as we live) — We perform 
our promise of writing to you to say that we are well^ and 
sa/e, and happy ! Philip says I must n’t use dashes, but I can’t 
help it. He says, he supposes I am dashing off a letter. You 
know his joking way. Oh, what a blessing it is to see him so 
happy. And if he is happy I am. I tremble to think how 
haj)py. He sits opposite me, smoking his cigar, looking so 
noble 1 I like it, and I went to our room and brought him this 
one* He says, ‘ Char, if I were to say bring me your head, 
you would order a waiter to cut it off.’ Pray, did I not 
promise three days ago to love, honor, and obey him, and am 
I going to break my promise already 1 I hope not. I pray 
not. All my life T hope I shall be trying to keep that promise 
of mine. We liked Canterbury almost as much as dear West- 
minster. We had an open carriage and took a glorious drive 
to Folkestone, and in the crossing Philip was ill, and I wasn’t. 
And he looked very droll; and be was in a dreadful bad 
humor; and that was my first appearance as nurse. 1 think 
I should like him to be a little ill sometimes, so that I may 
sit up and take care of him. We went through the cords at 
the custom-house at Boulogne : and I remembered how, two 
years ago, I passed through those very cords with my poor 
papa,, and he stood outside, and saw us! We went to the 
‘ Hotel des Bains.’ We walked about the town. We went 
to the Tintelleries, where we used to live, and to your house 
in the Haute Ville, where I remember everything as if it was 
yesterday. Don’t you remember, as we were walking one day, 
you said, * Charlotte, there is the steamer coming ; there is the 
smoke of his funnel ; ’ and I said, ‘ What steamer and you 
said, * The Philip, to be sure.’ And he came up, smoking his 
pipe I We passed over and over the old ground where we used 
to walk. We went to the pier, and gave money to the poor 
little hunchback who plays tbe guitar, and be said, ‘ Herd, 
Madame*^ How droll it sounded I And that good kind Marie 
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at the ‘ Hotel des Bains ’ remembered us, and called us * mei 
enfans,* And if you were not the most good-natured woman 
in the worlds I think I should be ashamed to write such 
nonsense. 

“ Think of Mrs. Brandon having knitted me a purse, winch 
she gave me as we went away from dear, dear Queen Square; 
and when I opened it, there were five sovereigns in it ! When 
we found what the purse contained, Philij) used one of his 
great jarons (as he always does when he is most tender- 
hearted), and he said that woman was an angel, and that we 
would keep those five sovereigns, and never change them. 
Ah ! I am thankful my husband has such friends ! I will 
love all who love him — you most of all. For were not you 
the means of bringing this noble heart to me i I hincy I have 
known bigger people^ since I have known you, and some of 
your friends. Their talk is simpler, their thoughts are greater 
than — those With whom I used to live. P. says, Heaven 
has given Mrs. Brandon such a great heart, that she must have 
a good intellect. If loving my Philip be wisdom, I know some 
one who will be very wdse I 

“ If I was not in a very great hurry to see mamma, Philip 
said we might stop a day at Amiens. And we went to the 
Cathedral, and to whom do you think it is dedicated '? to my 
saint : to Saint Firmin I and oh ! I prayed to Heaven to give 
me strength to devote my life to my sainfs service, to love him 
always, as a pure true wife : in sickness to guard him, in sor- 
row to soothe him. I will try and learn and study, not to 
make my intellect equal to his — very few women can hope 
for that — but that I may better comprehend him, and give 
him a companion more worthy of him. I wonder whether 
there are many men in the world as clever as our husbands ? 
Though Philip is so modest. He says he is not clever at all* 
Yet I know be is, and grander somehow than other men. I 
said nothing, but I used to listen at Queen Square ; and some 
who came who thought best of themselves, seemed to me 
and worldly, and small ; and some were like princes somehow. 
My Philip is one of the princes. Ah, dear friend I may I not 
give thanks where thanks are due, that I am chosen to be the 
wife of a true gentleman ? Kind, and brave, and loyal Philip I 
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Honest and generous, — above deceit or selfish scheme. Oh ! 
I hope it is not wrong to be.so hapjiy I 

We wrote to mamma and dear Madame Smolensk to say we 
were coming. Mamma finds Ma<lame de Valentinois* board- 
ing-house even dearer than dear Madame Smolensk’s. 1 do7iH 
meait a pun ! She says she has found out that Madame de 
Yaleutinois’ real name is Cornichon ; that she was a person of 
the wonst character, and that cheating at karte was practised 
at her house. She took up her own two francs and another 
two-franc piece from the card-table, .saying that Colonel Bou- 
lottc was cheating, and by rights the money was hens. She is 
going to leave Madame de Valentinoia at the end of her 
month, or as soon as her children, who have the measles, can 
move. She desired that on no account I would come to see 
her at Madame V.’s; and she brought Philip £ i2 10s. in five- 
frunc pieces, which she laid down on the table before him, and 
said it was rny first quarter’s payment. It is not due yet, I 
know. ‘ But do you think I will be beholden,’ says she, ^ to 
a man like yon 1 ’ And P. shrugged his shoulders, and put 
the rouleau of silver jneces into a drawer. Tie did not say a 
word, but, of cxuirse, T saw he was ill pleased. ‘ What shall 
we do with your fortune, (/bar I ’ he .said, when mamma went 
away. And a j)art we .spent at the o])era and at Very’s res- 
taurant, where we took our dear kind Madame Smolensk. 
Ah, how good tiiat woman was to me ! Ali, how I .suffered in 
that house when mamma wanted to part me from Pliilipl We 
walked by and saw the windows of the room where that horri- 
ble, horrible tragedy was performed, and Philii) shook his fist at 
the green jalousies, * Good heavens! ’ he said : ‘ how, my dar- 
ling, how I was made to suffer there I ’ 1 bear no malice. I will 
do no injury. But I can never forgive : never! I can forgive 
mamma, who made my husband so unhappy; but can I love 
her again ? Indeed and indeed I have tried. Often and often 
in my dreams that horrid trjigedy is acted over again ; and 
they are taking him from me, and I feel as if I should die. 
When I was wiih you I used often to be afraid to go to sleep 
for fear of that dreadful dream, and I kept one of his letters 
under my pillow so that I might hold it in the night And 
now! No one can part us! — oh, no one! — until the end 
comes ! 
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He took me about to all hie old bachelor haunts ; to the 
‘ H6tel Poussin,’ where he used to live, which is very dingy 
but comfortable. And he introduced me to the landlady, in 
a Madras handkerchief, and to the landlord (in earrings and 
with no coat on), and to the little b(\y who frottes the tioora. 
And he said, ‘ Tuns ’ and ‘ merely Madame I ’ as we gave him 
a five-franc piece out of my fortune. And then we went to the 
cafe opposite the Bourse, where Philip used to write his let- 
ters ; and then we went to the Palais Royal, where Madame 
de Smolensk was in waiting for us. And then we went to the 
play. And then we went to Tortoni’s to take ices. And then 
we walked a part of the way home with Madame Smolensk 
under a hundred million blazing stars ; and then we walked 
down the Champs Elysdes avenues, by which Pliilip used to 
come to me, and beside the plashing fountains shining under 
the silver moon. And, oh, Laura I I wonder undei’ the silver 
moon was anybody so happy as your loviny and grateful 

“ 0. F.” 

P.S. ” [In the handwriting of Philip Firmin. Esq.] — My 
DEAR Friends. — I ’m so jolly that it seems like a dream. I 
have been watching Charlotte scribble, scribble for an hour 
past ; and wondered and thought is it actually true 'I and gone 
and convinced myself of the truth by looking at the paper and 
the dashes which she will put under the words. My dear 
friends, what have I done in life that I am to be made a ] present 
of a little angel ] Once there was so much wrong in me, and 
ray heart was so black and revengeful, that I knew not what 
might happen to me. She came and rescued me. The love 
of this creature purifies me — and — and I think that is alL 
I think I only want to say that I am the happiest man in 
Europe. That Saint Firmin at Amiens ! Did n’t it ^eern like 
a good omen ? By St. George I I never heard of St. F. until 
I lighted on him in the cathedral. When shall we write next ( 
Where shall we tell you to direct ? We don’t know where we 
are going. We don’t want letters. But we are not lh(» lef>si 
grateful to dear kind friends ; and our names are 

« P. and C. F.” 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

DESCRIBES A SITUATION INTERESTING BUT NOT 
UNEXPECTED. 

Only very wilful and silly children cry after the 
moon. Sensible peo^de who have shed their sweet 
tooth can’t be expected to be very much interested 
about honey. We may hope Mr. and Mrs. Philip 
Eirmin enjoyed a i)leasaut wedding tour and that 
sort of thing: but as for chronicling its delights or 
adventures, Miss Sowerby and 1 vote that the task 
is altogether needless and immoral. Young people 
are already much too sentimental, and inclined to 
idle, maudlin reading. Life is earnest, Miss Sowerby 
remarks (with a strong inclination to spell earnest ” 
with a large E). Life is labor. Life if duty. Life 
is rent. Life is taxes. Life brings its ills, bills, 
doctor’s pills. Life is not a mere calendar of honey 
and moonshine. Very good. But without love, Miss 
Sowerby, life is just death, and I know, my dear, 
you would no more care to go on with it, than with a 
new chapter of — of oui^ dear friend Borehain’s new 
story. 

Between ourselves, Philip’s humor is not much 
more lightsome than that of the ingenious contempo- 
rary above named ; but if it served to amuse Philip 
himself, why balk him of a little sport? Well, 
then:. he wrote us a great ream of lumbering pleas* 
antries, dated Paris, Thursday; Geneva, Saturday. 
Summit of Mont Blanc, Monday; Timbuctoo, Wed 
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nesday. Pekin, Friday — - with facetious descriptions 
of those spots and cities. He said that in the last- 
named place, Charlotte^s shoes being worn out, those 
whi(‘.h she purchased were rather tight for her, and 
the high heels annoyed her. He stated that the beef 
at Timbuctoo was not cooked enough for Charlotte’s 
taste, and that the Emperor’s attentions were becom- 
ing rather marked, and so forth ; whereas poor little 
Char’s simple postscripts mentioned no travelling at 
all ; but averred that they were staying at Saint Ger- 
main, and as happy as the day was long. As happy 
as the day was long ? As it was short, alas ! Their 
little purse was very slenderly furnished ; and in a 
very, very brief holiday, poor Idiilip’s few napoleons 
had almost all rolled away. Luckily, it was pay-day 
when the young people came back to London. They 
were almost reduced to the Little KSister’s wedding 
present: and surely they would rather work than 
purchase a few hours’ more ease with that poor 
widow’s mite. 

Who talk^ and was afraid of poverty? Philip, 
with his two newspapers, averred that he had 
enough; more than Enough; could save; coidd put 
by. It was at this time that lUdley, tlie Acjuhuui- 
cian, painted that sweet picture, No. 1,976 — of 
course you remember it — “ Portrait of a Lady,” 
He became romantically attached to the second-floor 
lodger ; would have no noisy parties in his roomi^, 
or smoking, lest it should annoy her. Would Mrs. 
Firmin desire to give entertainments of her own? 
His studio and sitting-room were at her orders. He 
fetched and carried. He brought presents and 
theatre-boxes. He was her slave of slaves. And 
she gave him back in return for all this romantic ad- 
oration a condescending shake of a soft little hand, 
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and a kind look from a pair of soft eyes, with which 
the painter was fain to be content. Low of stature, 
and of misshapen form, J. J. thought himself nat- 
urally outcast from marriage and love, and looked in 
with longing eyes at the paradise which he was for- 
bidden to enter. And Mr. Philip sat within this 
Palace of Delight; and lolled at his ease, and took 
his pleasure, and Charlotte ministered to him. And 
once in a way, my lord sent out a crumb of kindness, 
or a little cup of comfort, to the outcast at the gate, 
who blessed his benefactress, and my lord his bene- 
factor, and was thankful. Charlotte had not two- 
pence : but she had a little court. It was the fashion 
for Philip’s friends to come and bow before her. 
Very fine gentlemen who had known him at college, 
and forgot him, or sooth to say, thought him rough 
and overbearing, now suddenly remembered him, and 
his young wife had (piite fashionable assemblies at 
her five o’clock tea-table. All men liked her, and 
Miss Sowerby of course says Mrs. Firmin was a 
good-natured, quite harmless little woman, rather 
pretty, and — you know, my dear — such as men 
like. Look you, if I like cold veal, dear Sowerby, 
it is that my tastes are simple. A fine tough old dry 
camel, no doubt, is a much nobler and more sagacious 
animal — and perhaps you think a double hump is 
quite', a delicacy. 

Yes:*Mrs. Philip was a success. She had scarce 
any female friends as yet, being too poor to go into 
the world: but she had Mrs. Pendennis, and dear 
little Mrs. Brandon, and Mrs. Mugford, whose cele- 
brated trap repeatedly brought delicacies for the bride 
from Hampstead, whose chaise was once or twice a 
week at Philip’s door, and who was very much exer- 
cised and impressed by the fine company whom she 
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met in Mrs. Firmin^s apartments. Lord Thingaim 
bnry^s card! what next, Brandon, upon my word? 
Lady Slowby at home ? well, 1 never, Mrs. B. ! ” In 
such artless phrases Mrs. Mugford would express her 
admiration and astonishment during the early time, 
and when Charlotte still retained the good lady’s 
favor. That a state of things far less agreeable en- 
sued, 1 must own. But though there is ever so small 
a cloud in the sky even now, let us not heed it for a 
while, and bask and be content and happy in the sun- 
shine. ^^Oh, Laura, I 4:remble when 1 think how 
happy I am ! ” was our little bird’s perpetual warble. 

How did I live when I was at home with mamma ? ” 
she would say. “Do you know that Philip never 
even scolds me ? If he were to say a rough word I 
think I should die ; whereas mamma was barking, 
barking from morning till night, and 1 did n’t care a 
pin.” This is what comes of injudicious scolding, as 
of any other drug. The wholesome medicine loses 
its effect. The inured patient calmly takes a dose 
that would frighten or kill a stranger. Poor Mrs. 
Bayiies’s crossed letters came still, and I am not pre- 
pared to pledge my word that Charlotte read them all. 
Mrs. B. offered to come and superintend and take care 
of dear Philip when an interesting event should take 
place. But Mrs. Brandon was already engaged for 
this important occasion, and Charlotte became so 
alarmed lest her mother should invade her, that Philip 
wrote curtly, and positively forbade Mrs. Baynes. 
You remember the picture “ A Cradle ” by J. J. ? 
the two little rosy feet brought I don’t know how 
many hundred guineas apiece to Mr, Ridley. The 
mother herself did not study babydom more fondly 
and devotedly than Ridley did in the ways, looks, 
featiires, anatomies^ attitudes, baby-clothes, etc., of 
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this first-born infant of Charlotte and Philip Firmiii. 
My wife is very angry because I have forgotten 
whether the first of the young Eirmin brood was a 
boy or a girl, and says I shall forget th6 names of jay 
own children next. Well ? At this distance of 
time, I think it was a boy, — for their boy is very tall, 
you know — a great deal taller — JS^ot a boy ? Then, 
between ourselves, I have no doubt it was a — ” ‘‘A 

goose,” says the lady, which is not even reasonable. 

This is certain, we all thought the young mother 
looked very pretty with her pink cheeks and beaming 
eyes, as she bent over the little infant. J. J. says he 
thinks there is something heavenly in the looks of 
young mothers at that time. Nay, he goes so far as 
to declare that a tigress at the Zoological Gardens 
looks beautiful and gentle as she bends, her black 
nozzle over her cubs. And if a tigress, why not Mrs. 
Philip? 0 ye powers of sentiment, in what a state 
J. J, was about this young woman! -There is a bright- 
ness in a young mother’s eye: there are pearl and 
rose tints on her cheek, which are sure to fascinate a 
painter. This artist used to hang about Mrs. Bran- 
don’s rooms, till it was droll to see him. I believe he 
took off his shoes in his own studio, so as not to dis- 
turb by his creaking the lady overhead. He pur- 
chased the most preposterous mug, and other presents 
for the infant. I’hilip went out to his club or his 
newspaper as he was ordered to do. But Mr. J. J. 
could not be got away from Thornhaugh Street, so 
that little Mrs. Brandon laughed at him ; — absolutely 
laughed at him. 

During all this while Philip and his wife continued 
in the very greatest favor with Mr. and Mrs. Mugford, 
and were invited by that worthy couple to go with 
their infant to Mugford’s villa at Hampstead, where 
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a change of air might do good to dear baby and dear 
mamma. Philip went to this village retreat. Streets 
and terraces now cover over the house and grounds 
which worthy Mugford inhabited, and which people 
say he used to call his Russian Irby. He had amassed 
in a small space heap of country pleasures. He had 
a little garden ; a little paddock ; a little greenhouse ; 
a little cucumber-frame ; a little/ stable for his little 
trap ; a little Guernsey cow ; a little dairy ; a little 
pigsty; and with this little treasure the good man 
was not a little content. He loved and praised every- 
thing that was his. No man admired his own port 
more than Mugford, or paid more compliments to his 
own butter and home-baked bread. He enjoyed his 
own happiness. He appreciated his own worth. He 
loved to ^Ik of the days when he was a poor boy on 
London streets, and now — ‘^now try that*glass of 
port, my boy, and say whether the Lord Mayor has 
got any better,^’ he would say, winking at his glass 
and his company. To be virtuous, to be lucky, and 
constantly to think and own that you are so — is not 
this true happiness ? To sing hymns in praise of him- 
self is a charming amusement — at least to the per* 
former; and anybody who dined at Mugford’s table 
was pretty sure to hear some of this music after 
dinner. I am sorry to say Philip did not care for 
this trumpet-blowing. He was frightfully bored at 
Haverstock Hill; and when bored, Mr. Philip is not 
altogether an agreeable companion. He will yawn in 
a man^s face. He will contradict you freely. He will 
say the mutton is tough, or the. wine not fit to drink ; 
that such and such an orator is overrated, and such 
and such a politician is a fool. Mugford and his 
guest had battles after dinner, had actually high 
words. “ What-hever is it, Mugford ? and what were 
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you qua;Telling about in the dining-room ? ashs Mrs. 
Mugford. ‘UJuarrelling ? It’s only the sub-editor 
snoring,” said the gentleman, with a flushed face. 

My wine ain’t good enough for him ; and now my 
gentleman must put his boots upon a chair and go to 
sleep under my nose. He is a cool hand, and no mis- 
take, Mrs. M.” At this juncture poor little Char would 
gently glide down^ from a visit to her baby : and 
would play something on the piano, and soothe the 
rising anger; and thus Philip would come in from a 
little walk in the shrubberies, where he had been 
blowing a little cloud. Ah ! there was a little cloud 
rising indeed: — quite a little one — nay, not so lit- 
tle. When you consider that Philip’s bread depended 
on the good-will of these people, you will allow that 
his friends might be anxious regarding the future. 
A word from Mugford, and Philip and Charlotte and 
the child were adrift on the world. And these points 
Mr. Firmin would freely admit, while he stood dis- 
coursing of his own affairs (as he loved to do), his 
hands in his pockets, and his back warming at our 
fire. 

^^My dear fellow,” says the candid bridegroom, 
‘‘ these things are constantly m my head. I used to 
talk about ’em to Char, but I don’t now. They dis- 
turb her, the i)6or thing; and she clutches hold of the 
baby ; and — and it tears my heart out to think that 
any grief should come to her. T try and do my best, 
my good people — but when I ’m bored, I can’t help 
showing 1 ’m bored, don’t you see ? T can’t be a 
hypocrite. No, not for two hundred a year or for 
twenty thousand. You can’t make a silk purse out of 
that sow’s ear of a Mugford. A very good man. I don’t 
say no. A good father, a good husband, a generous 
host, and a most tremendous bore and cad. Be agree- 
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able to him ? How can I be agreeable when I am be* 
ing killed ? He has a story about Leigh Hunt being 
put into Newgate, where Mugford, bringing him 
proofs, saw Lord Byron. I cannot keep awake during 
that story any longer : or, if awake, I grind my teeth, 
and swear inwardly, so that 1 know I dreadful to 
hear and see. Well, Mugford has yellow satin sofas 
in the ‘ droaring-room ’ — 

Oh, Philip 1 ” says a lady ; and two or three cir- 
cumjacent children set up an insane giggle, which is 
speedily and sternly silenced. 

I tell you she calls it ^droaring-rooin.’ You know 
she does, as well as I do. She is a good woman : a 
kind woman: a hot-tempered woman. I hear her 
scolding the servants in the kitchen with immense 
vehemence, and at prodigious length. But how can 
Char frankly be the friend of a woman who calls a 
drawing-room a droaring-room ? With our dear little 
friend in Thonihaugh Street it is different. She 
makes no pretence even at equality. Here is a patron 
and patroness, don’t you see ? When Mugford walks 
me round his paddock and gardens, and says, ‘ Look 
year, Firmin ; ’ or scratches one of liis pigs on the back, 
and says ^ We ’ll ’ave a cut of this fellow on Satur- 
day’” — (explosive attempts at insubordination and 
derision on the part of the children again are severely 
checked by the parental authontu's) — “ ‘ we ’ll ’ave a 
cut of this fellow on Saturday,’ I felt inclined to throw 
him or myself into the trough over the palings. Do 
you know that that man put that hand into his pocket 
and offered me some filberts ? ” 

Here I own the lady to whom Philip was addressing 
himself turned pale and shuddered. 

I can no more be that man’s friend que eeltu du 
domestique qui vient d^apporter le what-d’-you-oall ’em ? 
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U ooal-scuttle ” — (John entered the room with that 
useful article during Philip’s oration and w® al- 
lowed the elder children to laugh this time, W tile 
fact is, none of us knew the French for coal-scuttle, 
and I will wager there is no such word in Chambaud). 
“ This holding back is not arrogance,” Philip went on. 
“This reticence is not want of humility. To serve 
that man honestly is one thing 5 to make friends with 
him, to laugh at his dull jokes, is to make friends 
with the mammon of unrighteousness, is subserviency 
and hypocrisy on my part. I ought to say to him, 
Mr. Mugford, I will give you my work for your wage ; 
I will compile your paper, I will produce an agreeable 
miscellany containing proper proportions of news, 
politics, and scandal, put titles to your paragraphs, 
see the ‘Pall Mall Gazette’ ship-shape through the 
press, and go home to my wife and dinner. You are 
my employer, but you are not my friend, and — bless 
my soul ! there is five o’clock striking I ” (The time- 
piece in our drawing-room gave that announcement 
as he was siieakiug.) “We have what Mugford calls 
a white-choker dinner to-day, in honor of the pig 1 ” 
And with this Philip plunges oat of the house, 
and 1 hope reached Hampstead in time for the 
entertainment. 

Philipps friends in Westminster felt no little doubt 
about his prospects, and the Little Sister shared their 
alaina, “They are not fit to be with those folks,’* 
Hrii. Brandos said, “ though as for Mrs. Philip, dear 
thing, I am sure nobody can ever quarrel with A«r. 
With me it’s different. I never had no education, 
you know— no more than the Mugfords, but I don’t 
like to see my Philip sittin’ down as if he was the 
•guest and equal of that fellar.” If or indeed did it 
BVei* enter “that feUar's” head that Mr, Frederick 
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Mugford could be Mr. Philip Firmin’s equal. With 
our knowledge of the two men, then, we all dismally 
looked forward to a rupture between Firmin and his 
patron. 

As for the Kew York journal, we were more easy 
in respect to Philipps success in that quarter. Several 
of his friends made a vow to help him. We clubbed 
club-stories ; we begged from our polite friends anec- 
dotes (that would bear sea-transport) of the fashion- 
able world. We happened to overhear the most 
remarkable conversations between the most influential 
p\iblic characters who had no secrets from us. We 
had astonishing intelligence at most European courts j 
exclusive reports of the Emperor of Russia’s last joke 
— his last ? his next, very likely. We knew the most 
secret designs of the Austrian Privy Council ; the 
views which the Pope had in his eye ; who was 
the latest favorite of the Grand Turk, and so on. 
The Upper Ten Thousand at New York were supplied 
with a quantity of information which 1 trust profited 
them. It was Palmerston remarked yesterday at 
dinner,” iOr ^^The good old Duke said last night at 
Apsley House to the French Ambassador,” and the 
rest. The letters were signed ‘‘ Philalethes j ” and, 
as nobody was wounded by the shafts of our long 
bow, I trust Mr. Philip and his friends may be par- 
doned for twanging it. By information procured 
from learned female personages, we even managed to 
give accounts, more nr less correct, of the latest 
ladies’ fashions. We were members of all the clubs ; 
we Were present at the routs and assemblies of the 
political leaders of both sides. We had little doubt 
that Philalethes would be successful at New York, 
and looked forward to an increased payment for his 
labors. At the end of the first year of Philip Fir* 
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min^s married life, we made a calculation by which it 
was clear that he had actually saved money. His 
expenses, to be sure, were increased. There was a 
baby in the nursery: but there was a little bag of 
sovereigns in the cupboard, and the thrifty young 
fellow hoped to add still more to his store. 

We were relieved at finding that Firmiu and his 
wife were not invited to repeat their visit to their 
employer’s house at Hampstead. An occasional in- 
vitation to dinner was still sent to the young people ; 
but Mugford, a haughty man in his way, with a proper 
spirit of his own, had the good sense to see that much 
intimacy could not arise between him and his sub- 
editor, and magnanimously declined to be angry at 
the young fellow’s easy superciliousness. I think 
that ind(datigable Little Sister was the peacemaker 
between the houses of Mugford and Firmin junior, 
and that she kept both Philip and his master on their 
good behavior. At all events, and when a quarrel 
did arise between tliein, I grieve to have to own it 
was poor i^hilip who was in the wrong. 

. You know in the old, old days the young king and 
queen never gave any christening entertainment 
without lu^glectiiig to invite some old fairy, who was 
furious at the omission. I am sorry to say Char- 
lotte’s mother was so angry at not being appointed 
godmother to the new baby, tliat she omitted to make 
her little quarterly payment of £12 10s. ; and has alto- 
gether discontinued that payment from that remote 
period up to the present time ; so that Philip says 
his wife has brought him a fortune of £36, paid in 
three instalments. There was the first quarter paid 
when the old lady would not be beholden to a man 
like him.” Then there came a second quarter — and 
then*— but I dare say I shall be able to tell when 
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and how Philip^s mamma-in-law paid the rest of het 
poor little daughter’s fortune. 

Well, Kegent’s Park is a fine healthy place for 
infantine diversion, and I don’t think Pliilip at all de- 
meaned himself in walking there with his wife, her 
little maid, and his baby on his arm. He is as rude 
as a bear, and his manners are dreadful ; but he has a 
good heart, that 1 will say for him,” Mugford said to 
me. In his drive from London to Hampstead, Mug- 
ford once or twice met the little family group, of 
which his sub-editor formed the principal figure ; and 
for the sake of Phili])’s young wife and child Mr. M. 
pardoned the young man’s vulgarity, and treated him 
with long-suffering. 

Poor as he was, this was his happiest time, my 
friend is disposed to think. A young child, a young 
wife, whose whole life was a tender caress of love for 
child and husband, a young husband watching both : 
— I recall the group, as we used often to see it in 
those days, and see a something sacred in the homely 
figures. On the wife’s bright face wliat a radiant 
happiness there is, and what a rapturous smile I 
Over the sleeping infant and the happy mother the 
father looks with pride and thanks in his eyes. 
Happiness and gratitude fill his siin})le heart, and 
prayer involuntary to the Giver of good, that he may 
have strength to do his duty as father, husband ; that 
he may be enabled to keep want and care from those 
dear innocent beings ; that he may defend them, be- 
friend them, leave them a good name. I am bound 
to say that Philip became thrifty and saving for the 
sake pf Char and the child ; that he came home early 
of nights ; that he thought his child a wonder ; that 
he never tired of speaking about that infant in our 
house, about its fatness, its strength, its weight, its 
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wonderful early talents and humor. He felt himself 
a man now for the first time, he said. Life had been 
play and folly until now. And now especially he 
regretted that he had been idle, and had neglected 
his opportunities as a lad. Had he studied for 
tlie bar, he might have made that profession now 
profitable, and *a source of honor and competence to 
his family. Our friend estimated his own powers 
very humbly : I am sure he was not the less amiable 
on account of that humility. 0 fortunate he, of 
whom Love is the teacher, the guide and master, the 
reformer and chastener! Where was our friend’s 
former arrogance, self-confidence, and boisterous pro- 
fusion ? He was at the feet of his wife and child. 
He was quite humbled about himself, or gratified 
himself in fondling and caressing these. They 
taught him, he said; and as he thought of them, his 
heart turned in awful thanks to the gracious Heaven 
which had given them to him. As the tiny infant 
hand closes round his fingers, I (?aii see the father 
bending over mother and child, and interpret those 
maybe unspoken blessings which he asks and bestows. 
Happy wife, happy husband! However poor his lit- 
tle home may be, it holds treasures and wealth ines- 
timable ; whatever storms may threaten without, the 
home fireside is brightened with the welcome of the 
dearest eyes. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

IN WHICH I OWN THAT PHILIP TELLS AN 
UNTRUTH. 

Charlotte (and the usual little procession of 
nurse^ baby, etc.) once made their appearance at our 
house in Queen Square, where they were ever wel- 
comed by the lady of the mansion. The young 
woman was in a great state of elation, and when we 
came to hear the cause of her delight, her friends too 
opened the eyes of wonder. She actually announced 
that Doctor Pirinin had sent over a bill of forty 
pounds (I may be incorrect as to the sum) from New 
York. It had arrived that morning, and she had 
seen the bill, and l^hilip had told her that his father 
had sent it ; and was it not a comfort to think that 
poor Doctor Firmin was endeavoring to repair some 
of the evil which he had done; and that he was 
repenting, and, perhaps, was going to become quite 
honest and good ? This was indeed an astounding 
piece of intelligence : and the two women felt joy at 
the thought of that sinner repenting, and some one 
else was accused of cynicism, scepticism, and so forth, 
for doubting the correctness of the information. 
“Vou believe in no one, sir. You are always incred- 
ulous about good,” ^tc., etc., was the accusation 
brought against the reader’s very humble servant. 
Well, about the contrition of this sinner, I confess I 
still continued to have doubts ; and thought a present 
of forty pounds, to a son, to whom he owed thousands, 
was no great proof of the Doctor’s amendment. 
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And oh I how vexed some people were when the 
real story came out at last ! Not for the money 
sake — not because they were wrong in argument, and 
I turned out to be right. Oh, no ! But because it 
was proved that this unhappy Doctor had no present 
intention of repenting at all. This brand would not 
come out of the burning, whatever we might hope ; 
and the Doctor’s supporters were obliged to admit as 
much when they came to know the real story. Oh, 
Philip,” cries Mrs. Laura, when next she saw Mr, 
Pirmin. How pleased I was to hear of that letter ! ” 

What letter ? ” asks the gentleman; 

^^That letter from your father at New York,” says 
the lady. 

Oh ! ” says the gentleman addressed, with a red 
face. 

What then ? Is it not — is it not all true ? ” 
we ask. 

‘‘Poor Charlotte does not understand about busi- 
ness,” says Philip ; “ I did not read the letter to her. 
Here it is.” And he hands over the document to 
me, and I have the liberty to publish it. 

“ New York,— 

“And so, my dear Philip, I may congratulate myself on 
having achieved ancasiral honor, and may add grandfather to 
my titles 1 How quickly this one has come I I feel myself a 
young man still, in spite of the blows of misfortune — at least I 
know I was a young maif but yesterday, when I may say 
our dear old poet. Non sine glorid militavi. Suppose I too 
were to tire of solitary widowhood and re-enter the married 
state ? There are one or two ladies here who would still con- 
descend to look not unfavorably on the reti/red English gentleman. 
Without vanity I may say it, a man of birth and position in 
England acquires a polish and refinement of maimer which 
dollars cannot purchase, and many a }Fall ^Street millionary 
-might envy I 
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** Your wife has been pronounced to be an angel by a litth 
correspondent of mine, who gives me much fuller intelligence 
of my family than my son condescends to furnish. Mrs. 
Philip, I hear, is gentle : Mrs. Brandon says she is beautiful, — 
she is all good-humored. I hope you have taught her to think 
not very badly of her husband’s father ? I was the dupe of 
villains who lured me into their schemes ; who robbed me of a 
life’s earnings ; who induced me by their false representations 
to have such contidence in them, that 1 emlmrked all my own 
property, and yours, my poor boy, alas ! in their undertakings. 
Your Charlotte will take the liberal, the wise, the just view of 
the case, and pity rjither than blame my misfortune. Such is 
the view, I am hap])y to say, gt*nerally a(lo2)ted in this city : 
where there are men of the world who know the vicissitudes 
of a mercantile career, and can make allowances for misfortune. 
What made Home at first great and pros})erous ? Were its first 
colonists all wealthy patricians I Nothing can be more satis- 
factojy than the disregard shown here to mere pecuniary diffi^ 
cully. At the same time to be a gentleman is to possess no 
trifling privilege in this society, wliere the advantages of birth, 
respected njiine, and early education always tell in the posses- 
sor’s favor. Many persons whom I visit here have certainly 
not these advantages — and in the highest society of the city I 
could point out individuals who have had pecuniary misfortunes 
like myself, who have gallantly renewed the combat after their 
fall, and are now fully restored to competence, to wealth, and 
the respect of the world I I was in a house in Fifth Avenue 
last night. Is Washington White shunned by his fellow-men 
because he has been a bankrupt three timers 1 Anything more 
elegant or profuse than his entertainment I have not witnessed 
on this continent. His lady had diamonds which a duchess 
might envy. The most costly wiites, the most magnificent 
supper, and myriads of canvas-backed ducks covered his board. 
Dear Charlotte, my friend Captain Colpoys brings you over 
three brace of these from your father-in-law, who hopes they 
will furnish your little dinner-table. We eat currant jelly 
with them here, but 1 like an old English lemon and cayerms 
sauce better. 

“ By the way, dear Philip, 1 trust you will not be inconve* 
nienced by a little financial operation which necessity (alas!) 
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has compelled me to perform. Knowing that your quarter 
with the * Upper Ten Thousand Gazette ' was now due, I have 

made so bold as to request Colonel to pay it over to me. 

Promises to pay must be met here as with us — an obdurate 
holder of an unlucky acceptance of mine (I am happy to say 
there are very few such) would admit ot no delay , and I have 
been compelled to appropriate my poor Philip’s earnings. I 
have only put you off for ninety days : witli your credit and 
wealthy friends you can easily negotiate the hill enclosed, and I 
promise you that when presented it shall be honored by my 
Philip’s ever affectionate father, G. B. F. 

" By the way, your Philalethes’ letters are not quite spicy 
enough, my worthy friend the Colonel says. They. are elegant 
and gay, but the public here desires to have more personal news ; 
a little scandal about Queen Elizabeth, you understand ? Can’t 
you attack somebody 1 Look at the letters and articles pub- 
lished by my respected friend of the ' New York Emerald I ’ 
The readers here like a high-spiccd article : and I recommend 
P. F. to put a little more pepper in his dishes. What a com- 
fort to me it is to think, that I have procured this place for 
you, and have been enabled to help my son and his young 
family ! G. B. F.” 

Enclosed in this letter was a slip of paper which 
poor Philip supposed to be a check when he first be- 
held it, but which turned out to be his papa’s promis- 
sory note, payable at New York four, months after 
date. And this document was to represent the money 
which the elder Finnin had received iii his son’s name ! 
Philip’s eyes met his friend’s when they talked about 
this matter. Firrain looked almost as much ashamed 
as if he himself had done the wrong. 

Does the loss of this money annoy you ? ” asked 
Philip’s friend. 

“ The manner of the loss does,” said poor Philip. 

I don’t care about the money. But he should not 
have taken this. He should not have taken this. 
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Think of poor Charlotte and the child being in want 
possibly ! Oh, friend, it ’s hard to bear, is n^t it ? 
I ’m an honest fellow, ain’t I ? I think I am. I pray 
Heaven I am. In any extremity of poverty could I 
have done this ? Well. It was my father who intro- 
duced me to these people. I suppose he thinks he 
has a right to my earnings : and if he is in want, you 
know, so he has.” 

Had you not better write to the New York pub- 
lishers and beg them henceforth to remit to you 
directly ? ” asks Philip’s friend. 

That would be to tell them that he has disposed 
of the money,” groans Philip. I can’t tell them that 
my father is a ” 

^^No; but you can thank them for having handed 
over such a sum on your account to the Doctor : and 
warn them that you will draw on them from this coun- 
try henceforth. They won’t in this case pay the next 
quarter to the Doctor.” 

“Suppose he is in want, ought I not to supply 
him?” Firmin said. “As long as there are four 
crusts in the house, the Doctor ought to have one. 
Ought I to.be angry with him for helping himself, 
old boy ?” and he drinks a glass of wine, poor fellow, 
with a rueful smile. By the way, it is my duty to 
mention here, that the elder Firmin was in the habit 
of giving very elegant little dinner-parties at New 
York, where little dinner-parties are much more 
costly than in Europe — “ in order,” he said, “ to es- 
tablish and keep up his connection ai# a physician.” 
As a bofhvivantf I am informed, the Doctor began to be 
celebrated in his new dwelling-place, where his anec- 
dotes of the British aristocracy were received with 
pleasure in certain circles. 

But it would be as well henceforth that Philip 
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should deal directly with his American correspond- 
ents, and not employ the services of so very expensive 
a broker. To this suggestion he could not but agree. 
Meanwhile, — and^let this be a warning to men never 
to deceive their wives in any the slightest circum- 
stances ; to tell them everything they wish to know, 
to keep nothing hidden from those dear and excellent 
beings, — you must know, ladies, that when Philip’s 
famous ship of dollars arrived from America, Firmin 
had promised his wife that baby should have a dear 
delightful white cloak trimmed with the most lovely 
tape, on which poor Charlotte had often cast a long- 
ing eye as she passed by the milliner and curiosity 
shops in Hanway Yard, which, I own, she loved to 
frequent. Well ; when Philip told her that his father 
had sent home forty pounds, or what not, thereby 
deceiving his fond wife, the little lady went away 
straight to her darling shop in the Yard — (Hanway 
Yard has become a street now, but ah ! it is always 
delightful) — Charlotte, I say, went otf, ran off, to Han- 
way Yard, pavid with fear lest the darling cloak should 
be gone, found it — oh, joy ! — still in Miss Isaacson’s 
window ; put it on baby straightway then and there ; 
kissed the dear infant, and was delighted with the 
effect of the garment, which all the. young ladies at 
Miss Isaacson’s pronounced to be perfect; and took 
the cloak away on baby’s shoulders, promising to send 
the money, five pounds, if you please, next day. And 
in this cloak baby and Charlotte went to meet papa 
when he caide home; and I don’t know which of 
them, mamma or baby, was the most pleased and 
absurd and happy baby of the two. On his way 
home from his newspaper, Mr. Philip had orders to 
pursue a certain line of streets, and when his accus- 
tomed hour for returning from his business drew 
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nigh, Mrs. Char went down Thornhaugh Street, down 
Charlotte Street, down Rathbone Place, with Betsy 
the nnrsekin and baby in the new cloak. Behold, he 
comes at last — papa — striding down the street. He 
sees the figures : he sees the child, which laughs, and 
holds out its little pink hands, and crows a recogni- 
tion. And ‘^Look — look, Papa,” cries the happy 
mother. (Away ! I cannot keep up the mystery about 
the baby any longer, and though I had forgotten for 
a moment the chihPs sex, remembered it the instant 
after, and that it was a girl to be sure, and that its 
name was Laura Caroline.) Look, look. Papa ! ” 
cries the happy mother. She has got another little 
tooth since the morning, such a beautiful little tooth 
— and look here, sir, don’t you observe anything ? ” 

“ Any what ? ” asks Philip. 

“La! sir,” says Betsy, giving Laura Caroline a 
great toss, so that her white cloak floats in the 
air. 

“ Is n’t it a dear cloak ? ” cries mamma ; “ and 
doesn’t baby look like an angel in it? I bought it 
at Miss Isaacson’s to-day, as you got your money 
from New York ; and oh, my dear, it only cost five 
guineas.” 

“Well, it’s week’s work,” sighs poor Philip; 
“and I think I need not grudge that to give Charlotte 
pleasure.” And he feels his empty pockets rather 
ruefully. 

“ God bless you, Philip,” says my wife, with her 
eyes full. “They came here this morning, Charlotte 
and the nurse and the baby in the new — the new — ” 
Here the lady seized hold of Philip’s hand, and fairly 
broke out into tears. Had she embraced Mr. Firmin 
before her husband’s own eyes, I should not have 
been surprised. Indeed she confessed that she was 



ON HIS WAY THROUGH THE WORLD. 387 

on the point of giving way to this most sentimental 
^>utbreak. 

And now, my brethen, see how one crime is the 
parent of many, and one act of diqdicity leads to a 
whole career of deceit. In the first place, you see, 
Philip had deceived his wife — with the pious desire, 
it is true, of screening his father’s little peculiarities 
— but, ruat caituti, we must tell no lies. No: and 
from this day forth I order John never to say Not at 
home to the greatest bore, dun, dawdle of my acquaint- 
ance. If Philii)’s father had not deceived him, Philip 
would not have deceived his wife ; if he had not de- 
ceived his wife, she would not have given five guineas 
for that cloak for the baby. If she had not given five 
guineas for tlie cloak, my wife would never have en- 
tered into a secret correspondence with Mr. Firm in, 
which might, but for my own sweetness of temper, 
have bred jealousy, mistrust, and the most awful 
quarrels — nay, duels — between the heads of the 
two families. Fancy Philip’s body lying stark upon 
Hampstead Heath with a bullet through it, despatched 
by the hand of his friend ! Fancy cab driving up 
to my own house, and from it — under the eyes of the 
children at the parlor-windows — their father’s bleed- 
ing corpse ejected! — Enough of this dreadful pleas- 
antry 1 Two days after the affair of the cloak, I found 
a letter in Philip’s hand-writing addressed to my 
wife, and thinking that the note had reference to a 
matter of dinner then pending between our families, 
I broke open the envelope and read as follows : — 

“Thornhaijoh Street, Thursday. 

‘‘ My dmar, kind Godmamma, — As soon as ever I can 
write and speak, I will thank you for being so kind to me. 
My mamma says she is very jealous, and iis .«<he bought my 
cloak she can’t think of allowing you to pay for it. But sh€ 



388 


THE ADVENTURES OF PHILIP 


desireH me never to forget your ’kindness to us, and though 1 
don’t know anything about it now, she promises to tell me 
when I am old enough. Meanwhile I am your grateful and 
affectionate little goddaughter, 

L. 0. 

Philip was persuaded by his friends at home to 
send out the request to his New York employers to 
pay his salary henceforth to himscdf ; and I remem- 
ber a dignified letter came from his parent, in which 
the matter was spoken of in sorrow rather than in 
anger ; in which the Doctor pointed out that this pre- 
cautionary measure seemed to imply a doubt on 
Philip’s side of his father’s honor ; and surely, surely 
he was unhappy enough and unfortunate enough 
already without meriting this mistrust from his son. 
The duty of a son to honor his father and mother was 
feelingly pointed out, and the Doctor meekly trusted 
that Philip’s children would give him more confidence 
than he seemed to be inclined to award to his unfor- 
tunate father. Never mind. He should bear no 
malice. If Fortune ever smiled on him again, and 
something told him she would, he would show Philip 
tliat he could forgive ; althougli he might not perhaps 
be able to forget that in his exile, his solitude, his 
declining years, his misfortune, his own child had 
mistrusted him. This, he said, was the most cruel 
blow of all for his susceptible heart to bear. 

This letter of paternal remonstrance was enclosed 
in one from the Doctor to his old friend the Little 
Sister, in which he vaunted a discovery which he and 
some othet scientific gentlemen were engaged in per- 
fecting — of a medicine which was to be extraordina- 
rily efficacious in cases in which Mrs. Brandon herself 
was often specially and professionally engaged, and 
he felt sure that the sale of this medicine would go 
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far to retrieve his shattered fortune. He pointed out 
the complaints in which this medicine was most efiica- 
cious. He would send some of it, and details regard- 
ing its use, to Mrs. Brandon, who might try its efficacy 
upon her patients. He was advancing slowly, but 
steadily, in his medical profession, he said ; though, 
of course, he had to suffer from the jealousy of his 
professional brethren. Never mind. Better times, 
he was sure, were in store for all; when his son 
should see that a wretched matter of forty pounds 
more should not deter him from paying all just 
claims upon him. Amen! We all heartily wished 
for the day when Philip’s father should be able 
to settle his little accounts. Meanwhile, the propri- 
etors of the ‘‘Gazette of the Upper Ten Thousand’^ 
Avere instructed to write directly to their London 
correspondent. 

Although Mr. Firmin prided himself, as we have 
seen, upon his taste and dexterity as sub-editor of the 
“ Pall Mall Gazette,” 1 must own that he was a very 
insubordina^te officer, with whom his superiors often 
had cause to be angry. Certain people were praised 
in the “ Gazette ” — certain others were attacked. 
Very dull books were admired, and very lively works 
attacked. Some men were praised for everything 
they did ; soine others were satirized, no matter what 
their works were. “ I tind,” poor Philip used to say 
with a groan, “ that in matters of criticism especially 
there are so often private reasons for the praise and 
the blame administered, that I am glad, for my part, 
my only duty is to see the paper through the press; 
For instance, there is Harrocks, the tragedian, of 
Drury Lane: every piece in which he appears is a 
masterpiece, and his performance the greatest triumph 
ever witnessed. Very good. Harrocks and my ejc- 
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cellent employer are good friends, and dine with each 
other ; and it is natural that Mugford should like to 
have his friend praised, and to help him in every 
way. But Balderson, of Covent Garden, is also a 
very fine actor. Why can’t our critic see his merit 
as well as Harrocks’s ? Poor Balderson is never 
allowed any merit at all. He is passed over with a 
sneer, or a curt word of cold commendation, while 
columns of flattery are not enough for his rival.” 

Why, Mr. F., what a flat you must be, askin’ your 
pardon,” remarked Mugford, in reply to his sub- 
editor’s simple remonstrance. ^^How can we praise 
Balderson, when Harrocks is our friend? Me and 
Harrocks are thick. Our wives are close friends. If 
r was to let Balderson be praised, I should drive 
Harrocks mad. I carCt praise Balderson, don’t you 
see, out of justice to Harrocks ! ” 

Then there was a certain author whom Bickerton 
was forever attacking. They had had a private quar- 
rel, and Bickerton revenged himself in this way. In 
reply to Philip’s outcries and remonstrances, Mr. 
Mugford only laughed : The two men are enemies, 
and Bickerton hits him whenever he can. Why, 
that’s only human nature, Mr. F.,” says Philip’s 
' employer. 

‘‘ Great heavens ! ” bawls out Firmin, do you mean 
to say that the man is base enough to strike at his 
private enemies through the press ? ” 

Private enemies I private gammon, Mr. Firmin ! ” 
cries Philip’s employer. If I have enemies — and 
T have, there ’s no doubt about that — I serve them 
out whenever and wherever I can. And let me tell 
you I don’t half relish having my conduct called base. 
It ’s only natural ; and it ’s right. Perhaps you would 
like to praise your enemies, and abi^se your friend ? 
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If that ’s your line, let me tell you you won’t do in 
the noospaper business, and had better take to some 
Other trade.’^ And the employer parted from his 
subordinate in some heat. 

Mugford, indeed, feelingly spoke to me about this 
insubordination of Philip. “Wliat does the fellow 
mean by quarrelling with his bread and butter ? ” Mi*. 
Mugford asked. ^ Speak to him and show him what ’s 
what, Mr. P., or we shall come to a quarrel, mind you 
— and I don’t want that, for the sake of his little 
wife, poor little delicate thing. Whatever is to hap- 
pen to them, if we don’t stand by them ? ” 

What was to happen to them, indeed ? Any one 
who knew Philip’s temper as we did, was aware how 
little advice or remonstrance were likely to affect that 
gentleman. Good heavens ! ” he said to me, when 
I endeavored to make him adopt a conciliatory tone 
towards his employer, “do you want to make me 
Mugford’s galley-slave ? I shall have him standing 
over me and swearing at me as he does at the printers. 
He looks into my room at times when he is in a pas- 
sion, and glares at me as if he would like to seize me 
by the throat ; and after a word or two he goes off, 
and I hear him curse the boys in the passage. One 
day it will be on me that he will turn, I feel sure of 
that. I tell you the slavery is beginning to be awful. 
I wake of a night and groan and chafe, and poor Char, 
too, wakes and asks, ^ What is it, Philip ? ’ I say it 
is rheumatism. Rheumatism I ” Of course to Philip’s 
malady his friends tried to apply the commonphmc 
anodynes and consolations. He must be gentle in his 
bearing. He must remember that his employer had 
not been bred a gentleman, and that, though rough 
and coarse in language, Mugford had a kind heart. 
“ There is no need to tell me that he is not a gentle- 
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man, I know that,” says poor Phil. “ He is kind to 
Char and the child, that is the truth, and so is his 
wife. I am a slave for all that. He is my driver. 
He feeds me. He has n’t beat me yet. When I was 
away at Paris I did not feel the chain so much. But 
it is scarcely tolerable now, when I have to see my 
jailor four or five times a week. My poor little 
Cliar, wliy did I drag you into this slavery ? ” 

Because you wanted a consoler, I suppose,” re- 
marks one of Philip’s comforters. “And do you 
suppose Charlotte would be happier if she were away 
from you ? Though you live up two pairs of stairs, is 
any home happier than yours, Philip ? You often 
own as much, when you are in happier moods. Who 
has not his work to do, and his burden to bear ? You 
say sometimes that you are imperious and hot-tem- 
pei'ed. Perhaps your slavery, as you call it, may be 
good for you.” 

“ I have doomed myself and her to it,” says Philip, 
hanging down his head. 

“ Does slie ever repine ? ” asks his adviser. “Does 
she not think herself the happiest little wife in the 
world ? See here, Philip, here is a note from her 
yesterday in which she says as much. Do you want 
to know what the note is about, sir ? ” says the lady 
with a smile. “Well, then, she wanted a receipt for 
that dish which you liked so much on Priday, and she 
and Mrs. Brandon will make it for you.” 

“And if it consisted of minced Charlotte,” says 
Philip’s other friend, “you know she would cheer- 
fully chop herself up, and have herself served with a 
little cream-sauce and sippets of toast for your honor’s 
dinner.” 

This was undoubtedly true. Did not Job’s friends 
make many true remarks when they visited him in 
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his affliction ? Patient as he was, the patriarch groaned 
and lamented, and why should not poor Philip be al- 
lowed to grumble, who was not a model of ^^atience at 
all ? He was not broke in as yet. The mill-horse 
was restive and kicked at his work. He would chafe 
not seldom at the daily drudgery, and have his fits of 
revolt and despondency. Well ?' Have otlnu-s not had 
to toil, to bow the proud head, and carry the daily 
burden ? Don’t you see Pegasus, who was going to 
win the i)late, a weary, brokcm-knoed, broken-down 
old cab-hack shivcudng in the rank ; or a sleek geld- 
ing, mayhap, pacing under a corpulent master in 
Eotten Eow? Philip’s ciaist began to be scanty, and 
was dipped in bitter waters. I am not going to make 
a long story of this part of his career, or parade my 
friend as too hungry and poor. He is safe now, and 
out of all peril, Heaven be thanked I but he had to 
pass through hard times, and to look out very wistfully 
lest the wolf should enter at the door. He never laid 
claim to b(^ a man of genius, nor was he a successful 
quack who could pass as a man of genius. When 
there were French prisoners in England, we know 
how stout old officers who had pluid their sabres 
against Mamelouks, or Russians, or Germans, were 
fain to carve little giincracks in bone with their pen- 
knives, or make baskets and boxes of chippiad straw, 
and piteously sell them to casual visitors to their 
prison. Philip was poverty’s prisoner. He had to 
make such shifts, and do such work, as he could find 
in his captivity. I do not think men who have under- 
gone the struggle and served the dire task-master 
like to look back and recall the grim apprenticeship. 
When Philip says now, ‘‘What fools we were to 
marry, Char,” she looks up radiantly, with love and 
happiness in her eyes — looks up to heaven, and is 
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thankful; but grief and sadness come over her hus- 
band’s face at the thought of those days of pain and 
gloom. She may soothe him, and he may be thankful 
too ; but the wounds are stillfeere which were dealt 
to him in the cruel battle with fortune. Men are rid- 
den down in it. Men are poltroons and run. Men 
maraud, break ranks, are guilty of meanness, coward- 
ice, shabby plunder. Mon are raised to rank and 
honor, or drop and perish unnoticed on the field. 
Happy he who comes from it with his honor pure ! 
Philip did not win crosses and epaulets. He is like 
us, my dear sir, not a heroic genius at all. And it is 
to be hoped that all three have behaved with an aver- 
age pluck, and have been guilty of no meanness, or 
treachery, or desertion. Did you behave otherwise, 
what would wife and children say? As for Mrs. 
Philip, I tell you she thinks to this day that 
there is no man like her husband, and is ready to fall 
down and worship the boots in which he walks. 

How do men live ? How is rent paid ? How does 
the dinner come day after day ? As a rule there is 
dinner. You might live longer with less of it, but 
you can’t go without it and live long. How did my 
neighbor 23 earn his carriage, and how did 24 pay for 
his house? As I am writing this sentence Mr. Cox, 
who collects the taxes in this quarter, walks in. How 
do you do, Mr. Cox ? We are not in the least afraid 
of meeting one another. Time was — two, three years 
of time — when poor Philip was troubled at the sight 
of Cox; and this troublous time his biographer in- 
tends to pass over in a very few pages. 

At the end of six months the Upper Ten Thousand 
of New York heard with modified wonder that the 
editor of that fashionable journal had made a retreat 
from the city, carrying with him the scanty contents 
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of the till ; so the contributions of Philalethes never 
brought our poor friend any dollars at all. But 
though one fish is caught and eaten, are there not 
plenty more left in the sea ? At this very time, when 
I was in a natural state of despondency about poor 
Philip’s affairs, it struck Tregarvan, the wealthy 
Cornish Member of Parliament, that the Government 
and the House of Commons slighted his speeches and 
his views on foreign politics ; that the wife of the 
Foreign Secretary had been very inattentive to Lady 
Tregarvan ; that the designs of a certain Great Power 
were most menacing and dangerous, and ought to be 
exposed and counteracted; and that the peerage 
which he had long desired ought to be bestowed on 
him. ' Sir John Tregarvan applied to certain literary 
and political gentlemen with whom he was acquainted. 
He would bring out the European Review.’^ He 
would expose the designs of that Great Power which 
was menacing Europe. He would show up in his 
proper colors a Minister who was careless, of the 
country’s honor, and forgetful of his own ; a Minister 
whose arrogance ought no longer to be tolerated by 
the country gentlemen of England. Sir John, a little 
man in brass buttons, and a tall head, who loves to 
hear his own voice, came and made a speech on the 
above topics to the writer of the present biography ; 
that writer’s lady was in his study as Sir John ex- 
pounded his views at some length. She listened to 
him with the greatest attention and respect. She was 
shocked to hear of the ingratitude of Government; 
astounded and terrified by his exposition of the de- 
signs of — of that Great Power whose intrigues were 
so menacing to European tranquillity. She was most 
deeply interested in the idea of establishing the “ Re- 
view.” He would, of course, be himself the editor ; 
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and — and — (here the woman looked across the table 
at her husband with a strange triumph in her eyes) — 
she knew, they both knew, the very man of all the 
world who was most suited to act as sub-editor under 
Sir John — a gentleman, one of the truest that ever 
lived — a university man; a man remarkably versed 
in the European languages — that is in French most 
certainly. And now the reader, I dare say, can guess 
who this individual was. knew it at once,’^ says 
the lady, after KSir J ohn had taken his leave. I told 
you that those dear children would not be forsaken.” 
And I would no more try and persuade her that the 
“ European Review ” was not ordained of all time to 
afford maintenance to Philip, than I would induce her 
to turn Mormon, and accept all the consequences to 
which ladies must submit when they make proj^es- 
sion of that creed. 

^^You see, ray love,” I say to the partner of my 
existence, ^^what other things must have been or- 
dained of all time as well as Philip’s a])pointment to 
be sub-editor of the ‘European Review.’ It must 
have been decreed ab initio that Lady Plinlimmon 
should give evening-parties, in order that she might 
offend Lady Tregarvan by not asking her to those 
parties. It must have been ordained by fate that 
Lady Tregarvan should be of a jealous disposition, so 
that she might hate Lady Plinlimmon, and was to 
work upon her husband, and inspire him with anger 
and revolt against his chief. It must have been 
ruled by destiny that Tregarvan should be rather a 
weak and wordy personage, fancying that he had a 
talent for literary composition. Else he would not 
have thought of setting up the ‘Review.’ Else he 
would never have been angry with Lord Plinlimmon 
for not inviting him to tea. Else he would not have 
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engaged Philip as sub-editor. So, you see, in order 
to bring about this event, and put a couple of hun- 
dred a year into Philip Pirmin’s pocket, the Tregar- 
vans have to be horn from the earliest times: the 
Plinlimmons have to spring up in the remotest ages, 
and come down to the present day: Doctor Pirmin 
has to be a rogue, and undergo his destiny of cheating 
his son of money : — all mankind up to the origin of 
our race are involved in your proposition, and we 
actually arrive at Adam and Eve, who are but fulfil- 
ling their d('stiny, which was to be the ancestors of 
Philip Pirmin.” 

^^Eveii in our first parents there was doubt and 
scei)ticism and misgiving,” says the lady, with strong 
emphasis on the words. If you mean to say that 
theu'e is no such thing as a Superior Power watching 
over us, and ordaining things for our good, you are an 
atheist — and such a thing as an atheist does not 
exist in the world, and I would not believe you if you 
said you were one twenty times over.” 

I mention these points by the way, and as samples 
of ladylike logic. I acknowledge that Philip himself, 
as he looks back at his past career, is very much 
moved. do not deny,” he says, gravely, ‘^that 
these things happened in the natural order. I say I 
am grateful for what happened ; and look back at the 
past not without awe. In great grief and danger 
maybe, I have had timely rescue. Under great suf- 
fering I have met with supreme consolation. When 
the trial has seemed almost too hard for me it has 
ended, and our darkness has been lightened, Ut vivo 
et valeo — $i valeo, I know by Whose permission this 
is, — and would you forbid me to be thankful ? to be 
thankful for my life ; to be thankful for my children ; 
to be thankful for the daily brehd which has been 
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granted to me, and the temptation from which I have 
been rescued ? As T think of the past and its bitter 
trials, I bow my head in thanks and awe. T wanted 
succor, and I found it. I fell on evil times, and good 
friends pitied and helped me — good friends like 
yourself, your dear wife, many another I could name. 
In what moments of depression, old friend, have you 
not seen me, and cheered me ? Do you know in the 
moments of our grief the inexpressible value of your 
sympathy ? Your good Samaritan takes out only 
twopence maybe for the wayfarer whom he has res- 
cued, but the little timely su})ply saves a life. You 
remember dear old ^Ted St. George — dead in the 
West Indies years ago ? Before he got his place Ned 
was hanging on in London, so utterly poor and ruined, 
that he had not often a shilling to buy a dinner. He 
used often to come to us, and my wife and our chil- 
dren loved him ; and I used to leave a heap of shillings 
on my study-table, so that he might take two or three 
as he' wanted them. Of course you remember him. 
You were at the dinner which we gave hijn on his 
getting his place. I forget the cost of that dinner ; 
but I remember my share amounted to the exact num- 
ber of shillings which poor Ned had taken off my 
table. He gave me the money then and there at the 
tavern at Black wall. He said it seemed providential. 
But for those shillings, and the constant welcome at 
our poor little table, he said he thought he should 
have made away with his life. I am not bragging of 
the twopence which I gave, but thanking God for 
sending me there to give it. Benedico henedktus, I 
wonder sometimes am I the I of twenty years ago ? 
before our heads were bald, friend, and when the 
little ones reached up to our knees ? Before dinner 
you saw me in the library reading in that old ^ Euro- 
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pean Review^ which your friend Tregarvan estab- 
lished. I came upon an article of my own, and a very 
dull one, on a subject which I knew nothing about. 
* Persian politics, and the intrigues at the Court of 
Teheran.’ It was done to order. Tregarvan had 
some special interest about Persia, or wanted to vex 
Sir Thomas Nobbles, who was Minister there. I 
breakfasted with Tregarvan in the ^ Albany,’ the facts 
(we will call them facts) and papers were supplied to 
me, and I went home to point out the delinquencies 
of Sir Thomas, and the atrocious intrigues of the 
Russian Court. Well, sir. Nobbles, Tregarvan, Te- 
heran, all disappeared as I looked at the text in the 
old volume of the ‘ Review.’ I saw a deal table in a 
little room, and a reading-lamp, and a young fellow 
writing at it, with a sad heart, and a dreadful appre- 
hension torturing him. One of our children was ill 
in the adjoining room, and I have before me the figure 
of my wife coming in from time to time to my room 
and saying, ^ She is asleep now, and the fever is much 
lower.’ ” 

Here our conversation was interrupted by the en- 
trance of a tall young lady, who says, ‘^Papa, the 
coffee is quite cold: and the carriage will be here 
very soon, and both mamma and my godmother say 
they are growing very angry. Do you know you 
have been talking here for two hours ? ” 

Had two hours actually slipped away as we sat 
prattling about old times? As I narrate them, I 
prefer to give Mr. Firmin’s account of his adventures 
in his own words, where I can recall or imitate them. 
Both of us are graver and more reverend seigniors 
than we were at the time of which I am writing. 
Has not Firniin’s girl grown up to be taller than her 
godmother ? Veterans both, we love to prattle about 
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the merry days when we were young — (the merry 
days ? no, the past is never merry) — about the days 
when we were young; and do we grow young in talk- 
ing of them, or only indulge in a senile cheerfulness 
and prolixity ? 

Tregarvan sleeps with his Cornish fathers ; Europe 
for many years has gone on without her ‘^lleview: ’’ 
but it is a certainty that the establishment of that 
occult organ of opinion tended very much to benefit 
Philip Einniii, and helped for a while to supply him 
and several innocent people depeiuhmt on him with 
their daily bread. Of course, as they were so poor, 
this worthy family increased and multiplied ; and as 
they inci’eased, and as they multijdied, my wife in- 
sists that I shall point out how support was found for 
them. When there was a second child in Philip’s 
nursery, he would have removed from his lodgings 
in -Thornliaugh Street, but for the prayers and com- 
mands of the affectionate Little Sister, who insisted 
that there was plenty of room in the house for every- 
body, and who said that if Philip went away slid 
would cut off her little godchild with a shilling. And 
then indeed it was discovered for the first time, that 
this faithful and affectionate creature had endowtid 
Philip with all her little property. These are tile 
rays of sunshine in the dungeon. These are the 
drops of water in the desert. And with a full heart 
our friend acknowledges how comfort came to him in 
his hour of need. 

Though Mr. Firrnin has a very grateful heart, it 
has been admitted that he was a loud, disagreeable 
Firrnin at times, impetuous in his talk, and violent 
in his behavior : and we are now come to that period 
of his history, when he had a quarrel in which 1 am 
sorry to say Mr. Philip was in the wrong. Why do 
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we consort with those whom we dislike ? Why is it 
that men will try and associate between whom no 
love is ? I think it was the ladies who tried to rec- 
oncile Philip and his mastc-r ; who brought them to- 
gether, and strove to make them friends : but the 
more they met the more they disliked each other ; 
and now tlie “Muse has to relate their final and irrec- 
oncilable rui)ture. 

Of Mugford^s wrath the direful tale relate, 0 Muse ! 
and Philip’s pitiable fate. I have shown how the 
men had long been inwardly envenomed one against 
the other. l^ecause Firmin is as poor as a rat, that ’s 
no reason why he should adopt that hawhaw manner, 
and them high and mighty airs towards a man who 
gives him the bread he eats,” Mugford argued not 
unjustly. What do I care for his being a university 
man? I am as good as he is. 1 am better than his 
old scamp of a fatlier, who was a college man too, and 
lived in tine company. I made my own way in the 
world, independent, and supported myself since I was 
fourteen years of age, and helped my mother and 
brothers too, and that ’s more than my sub-editor can 
say, who can’t support himself yet. 1 could get fifty 
sub-editors as good as he is, by calling out of window 
into the street, I could. I say, hang Firmin! I’m 
a-losing all patience with him.” On the other hand, 
Mr. Philip was in the habit of speaking his mind with 
equal candor. ^‘What right has that person to call 
me Firmin ? ” he asked. “ 1 am Firmin to my equals 
and friends. I am this man’s laborer at four guineas 
a week. I give him his money’s worth, and on every 
Saturday evening we are quits. Call me Philip in- 
deed, and strike me in the side ! I choke, sir, as I 
think of the confounded familiarity ! ” Confound 
bis imnudence ^ ” w^s the cry, and the not unjust cry^ 
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of the laborer and his employer. The men should 
have been kept apart : and it was a most mistaken 
Christian charity and female conspiracjy which 
brought them together. “Another invitation from 
Mugford. It was agreed that I was never to go 
again, and I won’t go,” says Philip to his meek wife. 
“ Write and say we are engaged, Charlotte.” 

“ It is for the 18th of next month, and this is the 
23d,” said poor Charlotte. “We can’t well say that 
we are engaged so far off.” 

“It is for one of his grand ceremony parties,” 
urged the Little Sister. “You can’t come to no 
quarrelling there. He has a good heart. So have 
you. There ’s no good quarrelling with him. Oh, 
Philip, do forgive, and be friends ! ” Philip yielded 
to the remonstrances of the ^ women, as we all do; 
and a letter was sent to Hampstead, announcing that 
Mr. and Mrs. P. F. would have the honor of, etc. 

In his quality of newspaper proprietor, musical 
professors and opera singers paid much court to Mr. 
Mugford ; and he liked to entertain them at his hos- 
pitable table; to brag about his wines, cookery, 
plate, garden, prosperity, and private virtue, during 
dinner, whilst the artists sat respectfully listening 
to him ; and to go to sleep and -snore, or wake up 
and join cheerfully in a chorus, when the profes- 
sional people performed in the drawing-room. Now, 
there was a lady who was once known at the theatre 
by the name of Mrs. Eavenswing, and who had been 
forced on to the stage by the misconduct of her hus- 
band, a certain Walker, one of the greatest scamps 
who ever entered a jail. On Walker’s death, this 
lady married a Mr. Woolsey, a wealthy tailor, who 
retired frqm his business, as he caused his wife to 
withdraw from hers* 
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Now, mov(^ worthy and honorable people do not 
livti tliiui VVoolscy and his wife, as those know who 
are ac(piaiiit(Ml with tludr history. Mrs. Woolsey is 
loud. Her ^’s are by no means where they should 
be 5 her knife at dinner is often wliore it should not 
be. She calls uuni aloud by their names, and with- 
out any pr(‘lix of (*,ourtesy. She is very fond of 
porter, and lias no s(n*uj>le in asking for it. She sits 
down to play the. piano and to sing with perfect good- 
natiii‘(', and if you hxjk at h(*r hands as they wander 
ov(‘r the k^ys — widl. I don’t wish to say anything 
unkind, but I am forced to own that those liands ari' 
not so white as th(‘. ivory Avhich they thump. AVool- 
sey sits in jierfecd rapture listening to his wife. 
Mugford press(‘s her to take a glass of somethink ” 
afterwards ; and the good-na-tured soul says she will 
take “sonudbing k>t.’’ SIk^ sits and listens with 
iniinite ])a,tu‘nce and good-humor whilst the little 
Mugfords go through tludr horrible little musical ox- 
ercis(‘s ; and thes(‘ ov(‘r, slu*. is roruly to go ba(‘,k to 
th(‘ ]dano again, and sing more songs, and drink 
mow. ‘‘’ot.'^ 

I do not say that this was an elegant womatt, or 
a fitting companion for Mrs. Uhilij) ; but 1 know that 
Mrs. Woolsey was a good, clever, and kindly woman, 
and that Philip behaved rudely to her. He iiiwer 
meant to b('. rude to her, he said; but the truth is, 
he treated her, her husband, Mugford, and Mrs. 
Mugford, with a haughty ill-humor which utterly 
exasperated and perplexed them. 

About this poor lady, who was modest and inno- 
cent as Susannah, Philip had heard some wicked 
elders at wie.ked clubs tell wicked stories in old 
times. There was tliat old Trail, for instance, what 
woman esijaped from his sneers and slander ? Tliere 
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were others who could bo nuinod, cind whoso testi- 
mony was equally untruthful. On an ordinary occa- 
sion Philip would never have caied or squabbled 
about a question of precedence, and would have taken 
any place assigned to him at any table. But when 
Mrs. Woolsey in crumpled satins and blowsy lac(‘ 
made her appearance, find was eagerly and respect- 
fully saluted by the host and hostess, Pliilii) reniein- 
bered those early stories about the poor lady : his 
eyes flashed wrath, and his breast Ix^at with an in- 
dignation which almost cdioked him. Ask that 
woman to meet my wife? he thought to himself, 
and looked so ferocious and desperate' tliat tlu' timid 
little wife gazed with alarm at her Philij), and crept 
up to him and whisp(*r(Ml, “ What is it, dear ? ’’ 

Meanwhile Mrs. Mugford and Mrs. Woolsey were 
in full colloquy about the weather, the nursery, and 
so forth — and Woolsey and Mugford giving each 
other the hearty grasp of friendship. Pliilip, tluui, 
scowling at the newly arrived guests, turning his 
great hulking back upon the company, and talking 
to his wife, presented a not agreeable figure to his 
entertainer. 

“ Hang the fellow’s pride ! ” thought Mugford. 

He chooses to turn his back upon my company be- 
cause Woolsey was a trad(‘sman. An honest tailor, 
is better than a bankrupt, swindling doctor, I should 
think, Woohetj need not be ashaimjd to show his 
face, I suppose. Why did you make me ask that 
fellar again, Mrs. M. ? Don’t you see, our society 
ain’t good enough for him ? ” 

Philip’s conduct, then, so irritated Mugford, tliat 
when dinner was announced, he stepped forward and 
offered his arm to Mrs. Woolsey; having intended in 
the first instance to confer that honor n])on Charlotte 
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I ^11 show him/' thought Mugford, that aa honest 
tradesman's lady who pays his way, and is not afraid 
of anybody, is better than my sub-editor’s wife, the 
daughter of a bankrupt swell.” Though the dinner 
was illuminated by Mugford’s grandest plate, and 
accompanied by his very best wine, it was a gloomy 
and w(\ary repast to several people present, and Philip 
and Cliarlotte, and I dare say Mugford, thought it 
never would be done. Mrs. Woolsey? to be sure, 
placidly ate her dinner, and drank her wine ; whilst, 
remeijd)(‘riiig these wicked legends against her, Philip 
sat before the poor unconscious lady, silent, with 
glaring eyes, insolemt and odious •, so much so, that 
Mrs. Woolsey imparted to Mrs. Mugford her surmise 
that the tall gentleman must have got out of bed the 
wrong leg foremost. 

Well, Mrs. Woolsey’s carriage and Mr.^ Firmin’s 
cab wtu’e announced at the same moment; and im- 
jiKuliaUdy Philij) started uy and beckoned his wife 
away. Hut Mrs. Woolsey’s carriage and lamps of 
course had tin' precedence ; and this lady Mr. Mug- 
ford a(;(;om])aiiied to her carriage step. 

lie did not pay the same attention to Mrs. Firmin. 
Most likely he foj‘got. Possibly he did not think 
etiquette required he should show that sort of polite- 
ness to a sub-(‘ditor’s wife: at any rate, ho was not so 
rude as Philip himscdf had been during the evening, 
but he stood in the hall looking at his guests depart- 
ing in their cab, when, in a sudden gust of passion, 
J^hilip stepped out of the carriage, and stalked up to 
his host, who stood there in his own hall confronting 
him, Philip declared, with a most impudent smile on 
his face. 

^‘Come back to light a pipe, I suppose? Nice thing 
for your wife, ain’t it ? ” said Mugford, relishing his 
own joke. 



406 


THE ADVENTURES OF PHILIP 


am come back, sir,” said Philip, glaring at Mug- 
ford, to ask how you dared invito Mrs. Philip Fir- 
miii to meet that woman ? ” 

Here, on his side, Mr. Mugford lost his tom|)or, 
and from this moment Jus wrong bej^ins. When he 
was in a passion, the languag<* used by Mr. Mugford 
was not, it appears, choice. have heard timt, 

when angry, he was in the halnt of swearing frc^dy 
at his subordinates. He broke out on this occasion 
also with many oaths. He told Pliilip that lie wo’dd 
stand his impudence no longer; that he was as good 
as a swindling doctor’s son ; that though he liad n’t 
been to college he could buy and pay tlnun as had ; 
and that if Pliilip liked to come into the back yard 
for ten minutes, he ’d give him one — two, and show 
him whether he was a man or not. Poor Char, wlio, 
indeed, fancied that her husband had gone bacik to 
light his cigar, sat awhile unconscious in her cab, and 
supposed that the two gentlemen were engca'ged on 
newspaper business. When Mugford began to pull 
his coat off, she sat wondering, but not in the least 
understanding the meaning of the action. Pliilip 
had described his employer as walking about his 
office without a coat and using energetic language. 

But when, attracted by the loudness of tlie talk, 
Mrs. Mugford came forth from her neighboring draw- 
ing-room, accompanied by such of her children as 
had not yet gone to roost — when, seeing Mugford 
pulling off his dress-coat, she began to scream — when, 
lifting his voice over hers, Mugford ])oured forth 
oaths and frantically shook his fists at Philip, asking 
how that blackguard dared insult him in his own 
house, and proposing to knock his head off at that 
moment — then poor Char, in wild alarm, sprang out 
of the cab, and ran to her husband, whose whole 
frame was throbbing, whose nostrils were snorting 
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with passion. Then Mrs. Mugford, springing for- 
ward, placed her ain})le form before her husband^s, 
and, calling Philip a great cowardly beast, asked him 
if he was going to attack that little old man ? Then 
Mugford, dashing his coat down to the ground, called 
with fresh oaths to Philip to come on. And, in fine, 
there was a most unpleasant row, occasioned by Mr. 
Philip Firmin’s hot temper. 
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CHAPTER 1. 

RES ANGIISTA DOMI. 

To reconcile theses tAVo men was impossible, after 
such a quarrel as tlint (leseriljed in the last chapter. 
Tlie only clianc(i (»! ])(‘a(*e was to keep tlie two men 
apart. If tlu'y met, tlu‘y would Hy at each other. 
aMugford alwa\ s })ersisted that lie (Mnild have got the 
better of his gn^at luilking sub-editor, who did not 
know tlu^ use ol' his lists. In Mugtbrd’s youthful 
time, bruising was a fashionable art ; and the old 
gontlejuan still believed in Ids own skill and prowess. 
*M)ou't tell luj Avould say; ^Hhough the bdlar is 
as big as a lile-guardsman, I would have doubled him 
U]) in two minutes.” T am very glad, for poor Char- 
lotte’s sake and Ids own, that Thilip did not undergo 
the doubling-up process. He himself felt such a wrath 
and surprise at his employer as, 1 sup])Ose, a lion does 
when a little dog attacks him. I should not like to 
be that little dog ; nor do(»s my modest and peaceful 
nature at all prompt and impel me tb combat with 
lions. 

It was mighty well Mr. T^hilip Firmin had shown 
his spirit, and (piarrelled wdth his bread and butter j 

VOI,. XIX. — I 
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but wlien Saturday came, what philanthropist would 
hand four sovereigns and four shillings over to Mr. F., 
^ Mr. Hurjoiee, the publisher of the ^^Pall Midi 6a- 
^ette/^ had been accustomed to do ? I will say for my 
friend that a still keener remorse than that wliicli he 
felt about money thrown away attended him when he 
found that Mrs. Woolsey, towiirds whom he had cast 
a sidelong stone of persecution, was n most respecta- 
ble and honorable lady. “ 1 should like to go, sir, and 
grovel before her,” Philip said, in his energetic way. 

If I see thiit tailor, T will iH'qiu'st him to ])irt his foot 
on my liead, and trample on m(‘ Avifcli his highlows. 
Oh, for shame ! for shame ! Shall I n<‘V(*r learn charity 
towards my neighbors, and idwa 3 ^s go on believing in 
tlie lies which people tell me ? When I meet that 
scoundrel Trail at the (*lub, 1 must chastise him. 
How dared he take away the n'putaiioii of an honest 
woman ? ” Philipps friends besought him, for the 
sake of society and peae(‘, not to earry this quarrel 
farther. ‘‘If,” we said, “(‘very woman whom Trail 
has maligned had a champion who should box Trail’s 
ears at the club, Avliat a vulgar, quarrelsome placi' tliat 
club would become ! My dear Philip, did you ever 
know Mr. Trail say a good word of man or woman ? ” 
and by these or similar entreaties and arguments, we 
succeeded in keeping the Queen’s peace. 

Yes: but bow find another “Pall Mall Gazette”? 
Had J^liilip j)ossesbed seven tliousand pounds in the 
three per ctjnts, his income would have been ne greater 
than that which he drew Iroin Mugford’s faithful bank. 
Ah ! how wonderful ways and means are ! When 1 
think how this very line, this very word, which I am 
writing represents money, I am lost in a respectftd 
astonishment. A man takes his own case, as he says 
his own prayers, on behalf of himself and his fainil;|^, 
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I am paid, we will say, for the sake of illustration, at 
the rate of sixpence per line. With the words, Ah, 
how wonderful,” to the words ^‘per line,” I can buy a 
loaf, a pi(‘ce of butter, a jug of milk, a modicum of tea, 
— actually enough to iunk(‘ breakfast for tlio family ; 
and tin* servants of the liouhe ; and th(‘ charwoman, 
their servant, (*an sliake u]) tlie tea-lea v(‘s with a fri'sli 
supply of water, sop the <*nists, and g(*t a meal taut 
Men que maL Wile, eliildren, guests, servants, char- 
woman, W(' are all aidually making a imnil off Thilip 
Firmiids bones as it And my next-door neigh- 

bor, whom [ see marching away to chambers, um- 
brella ill liand ? And m‘xt door but one the City 
man ? And ni‘xt door but two tlie do(‘t()r ? — 1 know 
the bak(‘r has leit loaves at every one of their doors 
this morning, that all their (*hiinne}s are smoking, 
and they will all have* breakfast. All, Ihaidc Cod for 
it! I hope, frimid, }ou and I are not too ])roud to ask 
for our daily bread, and to be grat(dul lor getting it ? 
Mr. Philip had to work for Ids, in ear(‘ and trouble, 
like othei^ ehildren of men: — to work for it, and I 
hope to pray lor it. too. It is a thouglit to me awful 
and beautiful, Unit of tlie daily piMver, and of the 
myriails of fellow -men uttering it, in ean‘ and in sick- 
ness, in doubt and in po\M*rty, in health {iml in wealth. 
^^Panem nostrum da noliis hodie.” Philip whisjiers 
it by the bedside where wile and child li(‘ sl(*i‘j)ing, 
and goes to Ids early labor wdth a stouter heart : as 
he creeps to his r(*st whmi the day’s labor is over, and 
the (pu)tidian bread is earned, and breatlies his hushed 
thanks to the bountiful Giver of the meal. All over 
this world what au endless chorus is singing of love, 
and tl tanks, and i>rayer. Day tells to day the won- 
drous story, and night recounts it unto night. — How 
do I come to think of a suui*is(> which I saw near 
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twenty years ago on the Ts'ile, when the river and 
sky flushed and glowed witli the dawning light, and as 
the luminary appcnired, the boatmen knelt on the rosy 
deck, and adored Allah ? So, as tliy sun rises, friend, 
over the humble liousc.^tops round about your home, 
shall you wake many and many a day to duty and 
labor. May the task hav(‘ b('(m honestly tloiie when 
the night conies; and the steward deal kindly with 
the laborer. 

So two of Philip’s (».ables cracked and gave way 
after a very brief strain, and the poor fellow held by 
nothing now but that wond<n-rul ‘‘ Eiirojieau lieview ” 
established by th(^ mysterious Tregarvan. Actors, a 
people of superstitions and traditions, ojiine that 
heaven, in some mystin-ious way, makes managers 
for their benefit. Tn like manner, ^Mleview” proprie- 
tors are sent to provide th(‘ pabulum for us men of 
hitters. With what eomidacency did my wife listen 
to the soinewliat long-wind(Ml and j)oin}>ous oratory of 
Tregarvan! Ife pompous and (*ommoupla(‘e ? Tre- 
garvan spoke witli i'xeelleiit good That wily 

woman never sliovved she was tinnl of bis conversa- 
tion. 8h(‘. praised liim to Philip behind his back, ami 
would not allow a word in his dispava-ginuent. As a 
do(‘tor will pumdi your ch(‘st, your livin’, your heart, 
listmi at your lungs, s<pie(‘Z(‘ your pulse, and what not, 
so this pra,ctitionor studii'd, shampooed, auscultated 
Tregarvan. Of course, lie allowed himself to be 
operated u])()n. Of course, .he had no idea that the 
lady was flattering, wheedling, humbugging liim ; but 
tliought that he was a very well-informed, eloquent 
man, who had seen and read a great deal, and had an 
agreeable method of imparting bis knowledge, and 
that the lady in question was a smisible woman, natu- 
rally eager for mure information. Go, Delilah! I 
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understaiul your tricks ! . T know many another Om- 
])liale in London, who will coax Hercules away from 
his club, to come and list(‘n to her wheedling talk. 

One great difiiculty we had was to make Philip read 
Trogarvan’s own articles in the Review.” He at 
first said he could not, or that he could not remember 
tliem ; so that there was no use in reading them. 
And Rliilip’s new master used to make artful allu- 
sions to liis own writings in the course of conversa- 
tion, so that our unwary frhuid would find hiiusolf 
under exa.mimition in any (*,asual int(‘rvi(‘W with Tre- 
garv'^an, whose opinions on free-trade, malt-tax, income- 
tax, (h'signs of Russia, or what not, might bt*. acc.epted 
or denied, but ought at h'ast to be known. We actu- 
ally made Philip get up his owner’s artiides. We put 
cpiestions to him, i)ri vily, r(‘garding them — “ coached ” 
him, according to the university phrase. My wife 
humbugg(‘(l that wridiched Member of Parliament in a 
way which niakc's me shudder, when I think of what 
Ijypocrisy th(‘ s(‘x is cajiable. Those arts and dissim- 
ulations with wliich she wheedles others, suppose she 
exercise tlHUii on ms ? Horrible tliought ! No, angel ! 
Tp others thou inay(\st be a coaxing hypocrite ; to me 
thou a-rt all ca,iplor. Other men may have been hum- 
bugged by ()th(U‘ women ; but I am not to be taken in 
by tliaf sort of thing ; and thou a,rt all candor ! 

We had tlnm so iniudi per annum ;is editor. We 
were paid, bcsidi'S, for our articles. We had really a 
snug little pension out of this ‘^Review,” and we 
prayed it might last forevm*. We might write a 
novel. We might contribute articles to a daily 
paper; gi^t a little parliamentary practice as a bar- 
rister. We actually did get Phili]) into a railway 
ease or two, and inv wife must be coaxing and hug- 
ging solicitors’ ladies, as she had wht^edled and coaxed 
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Members of Parliament. Why, I do believe my Deli- 
lah set up a flirtation with old P>ishop Crossticks, with 
an idea of getting luu* protege a living ; and though the 
lady indignantly repudiates this charge, will she be 
pleased to explain how the bishop’s sermons w(u*e so 
outrageously pj-aist^l in the Reviiivv ” ? 

Philip’s roughness and frankness did not displease 
Tregarvan, to the wonder of us all, who trembled lest 
he should lose this as he had lost his former plaef‘. 
Tregarvan had more eountry-houses tluiii om*, and at 
these not only was the (ulitor of the Review” madi‘ 
welcome, but the editor’s wife and c'hildren, whom 
Tregarvan’s wife took into espi'chal regard. In Lon- 
don, Lady Mary had asseniblh^s where our little 
friend Charlotte made her appearance ; and half a 
dozen times in the course of the season the, wealthy 
Cornish gcuithmian feasted his retainers of the ^^R(n 
view.” llis wini' was exctdleiit and old; liis jokes 
were old, too; his table pom])ous, grav(‘, plentiful. 
If Philip was to eat the bread of (h^poiuhmce, the 
loaf was here very kindly prepared for liim; and he 
ate it humbly, and with not too much grumbling. 
This diet chokes some proud stomachs and disagrees 
with them; but Phili]) was very liiunble now, and of 
a nature grateful for kindn(*,ss. lie is one who re- 
quires tlie help of friends, and can accept benefits 
without losing imh^pendence — -not all men’s gifts, 
but some men’s, whom he repays not only with coin, 
but with an iiiimense affection and gratitude. How 
that man did la^igli at my witticisms ! How ho 
worshipped the ground on which my wife walked I 
He elected himself our champion. He quarrelled 
with other peoph% who found fault with our charac- 
ters, or would not see our perfections. There was 
something affecting in the way in which this big man 
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took the humble place. We could do no wrong in 
his eyes; and woe betide the man who spoke dis- 
paragingly of us in his presence ! 

One day, at his patron’s table, Philip exercised his 
valor and championship in our behalf by defending 
us against the evil speaking of that Mr. Trail, who 
has been mentioned before as a gentleman difficult to 
please, and credulous of ill regarding his neighbor. 
The talk happened to fall upon the character of the 
reader’s most humble servant, and Trail, as may be 
imagined, spared me no more than the rest of man- 
kind. Would you like to be liked by all people ? 
That would be a reason why Trail should hate you. 
Were you an angel fresh dropi)ed from the skies, he 
would espy dirt on your robe, and a black feather or 
two in your wing. As for me, I know I am not an- 
gelical at all ; and in walking my native earth, can’t 
help a little mud on my trousers. Well : Mr. Trail 
began to paint my portrait, laying on those dark 
shadows which that well-known master is in the habit 
of employing. I was a parasite of the nobility ; I 
was a heartless sycophant, house-breaker, drunkard, 
murderer, returned convict, etc., etc. With a little 
imagination, Mrs. Candor can fill up the outline, and 
arrange the colors so as to suit her amiable fancy. 

Philip luid come late to dinner ; — of thin fault, I 
must confess, he is guilty only too often. The com- 
pany were at table ; ho took the' only place vacant, 
and this happened to be at the side of Mr. Trail. On 
Trail’s other side was a portly individual, of a healthy 
and rosy countenance and voluminous white waist- 
coat, to whom Trail directed much of his amiable talk, 
and whom he addressed once or twice as Sir John. 
Once or twice already we have seen how Philip has 
quarrelled at table. He cried rnea culpa loudly and 
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honestly enough. He made vows of reform in t^is 
particular. He succeeded, dearly beloved brethren, 
not much worse or better than you and I do, who 
confess our faults, and go on promising to improve, 
and stumbling and picking ourselves up every day. 
The pavement of life is strewed with orange-peel j 
and who has not slipped on the flags ? 

‘‘ He is the most conceited man in London,” — Trail 
was going on, ^‘and one of the most worldly. He 
will throw over a colonel to dine with a general. He 
would n’t throw over you two baronets — he is a great 
deal too shrewd a fellow for that. He would n’t give 
you up, perhaps, to dine with a lord 5 but any ordi- 
nary baronet he would.” 

“ And why not us as well as the rest ? ” asks Tre- 
garvan, who seemed amused at the speaker’s chatter. 

“Because you are not like common baronets at all. 
Because your estates are a great deal too large. Be- 
cause, I suppose, you might either of you go to the 
Upper House ’any day. Because, as an author, he 
may be supposed to be afraid of a certain ‘ lieview/ ” 
cries Trail, with a loud laugh. 

“ Trail is speaking of a friend of yours,” said the 
host, nodding and smiling, to the new-comer. 

“ Very lucky for my friend,” growls Philip, and eats 
his soup in silence. 

“By the way, that article of his on Madame de 
S^vign^ is poor stuff. No knowledge of the period! 
Three gross blunders in French. A man can’t w*rite 
of French society unless he has lived in French so- 
ciety. What does Pendennis know of it ? A man 
who makes blunders ' like those can’t understand 
French. A man who can’t speak French can’t get on 
in French society. Therefore he can’t write about 
French society. All these propositions are clear 
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enough. Thank you. Dry champagne, if you please. 
He is enormously over-rated, I tell you ; and so is his 
wife. They used to put her forward as a beauty: 
and she is only a dowdy woman out of a nursery. 
She has no style about her.” 

She is only one of the best women in the world,” 
Mr. JB^irmin called out, turning very red ; and here- 
upon entered into a defence of our characters, and 
pronounced a eulogium upon both and each of us, in 
which I hope there was some little truth. However, 
he spoke with great enthusiasm, and Mr. Trail found 
himself in a minority. 

You are right to stand up for your friends, 
Firmin ! ” cried the host. Let me introduce you 
to — ” 

Let me introduce myself,” said the gentleman on 
the other side of Mr. Trail. “ Mr. Firmin, you and I 
are kinsmen, — I am Sir John Ringwood.” And Sir 
John reached a hand to Rhilip across Trail’s chair. 
They talked a great deal together in the course of the 
evening: and when Mr. Trail found that the great 
county gentleman was friendly and familiar with 
Philip, and clainuid a relationship with him, his man- 
npr towards Firmin altered. He pronounced after- 
wards a warm eulogy upon Sir John for his fi*ankness 
and good-nature in recognizing his unfortunate rela- 
tive, and charitably said, “Philip might not be like 
the doctor, and could not help having a rogue for a 
father.” In former days, Trail had eaten and drunken 
freely at that rogue’s table. But we must have truth, 
you know, before all things ; and if your own brother 
has committed a sin, common justice requires that 
you should stone him. 

In former days, and not long after Lord Ringwood’s 
death, Philip had left his card- at this kinsman’s 
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door, and Sir John’s butler, driving in his master’s 
brougham, had left a card upon Philip, who was not 
over well pleased by this acknowledgment of his 
civility, and, in fact, employed abusive epithets when 
he spoke of the transaction. But when the two 
gentlemen actually met, their intercourse was kindly 
and pleasant enough. Sir John listened to his 
relative’s talk — and it appears, Philip comported 
himself with his usual free and easy manner — with 
interest and curiosity; and owned afterwards that 
evil tongues had previously been busy with the young 
man’s character, and that slander and untruth had 
been spoken regarding him. In this respect, if 
Philip is worse off than his neighbors, I can only say 
his neighbors are fortunate. 

Two days after the meeting of the cousins, the 
tranquillity of Thornhaugh Street was disturbed by 
the appearance of a magnificent- yellow chariot, with 
crests, hammer-cloths, a bewigged coachman, and a 
powdered footman. Betsy, the nurse, who was going 
to take baby out for a walk, encountered this giant on 
the threshold of Mrs. Brandon’s door: and a lady 
within the chariot delivered three cards to the tall 
menial, who transferred them to Betsy. And Betsy 
persisted in saying that the lady in the carriage 
admired baby very much, and asked its age, at which 
baby’s mamma was not in the least surprised. In 
due course, an invitation to dinner followed, and our 
friends became acquainted with their kinsfolk. 

If you have a good memory for pedigrees — and in 
my youthful time every man de bovine maison studied 
genealogies, and had his English families in his 
memory — you know that this Sir John Ringwood, 
who succeeded to the principal portion of the estates, 
but not to the titles, of the late earl, was descended 
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from a mutual ancestor, a Sir John, whose elder son 
was ennobled (temp. Geo. I.), whilst the second son, 
following the legal profession, became a judge, and 
had a son, who became a baronet, and who begat, that 
present Sir John who has just been shaking hands 
with Philip across Trail’s back.^ Thus the two men 
were cousins ; and in right of the heiress, his poor 
mother, Philip might quarter the King wood arms on 
his carriage, whenever he drove out. These, you 
know, are argent, a dexter sinople on a fesse wavy of 
the first — or pick out, my dear friend, any coat you 
like out of the whole heraldic wardrobe, and accom- 
modate it to our friend Firmin. 


1 Copied by permission of P. Firmin, Esq., from the Genealogi' 
cal Tree in his possession. 


Sir J, Ringwood, Bart., 
of Wingate and Whipham. 
b. 1649; ob. 1725. 

I 


Sir J., Bart., 

1st Baron Kiiigwood. 
ob. 1770. 

I 


Sir Philip, Knt., 
a Baron of the Exchequer. 


John, 2d Baron Philip, Sir John, Bart., 

created Karl of Kingwood a Colonel in the Army, of the Hays, 
and Visct. Cinqbars. ob.NlSOS. | 

Charles, Viset. Ciiiq])ars, 1 Sir John of the Hays, 

1802; ob. 1824. | and now of 

Wingate and Whipham, 
has issue. 


Maria, Louisa, 

b. 1801, b. 1802, Oliver, Philip, 

Talbot Twysden ra* G. B. Firmin, Esq., m.d. Hampden, Franklin. 


and had issue. 


and daughters. 


Philip, b. 1825, 
subject of the 
present Memoir. 
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When he was a young man at college, Philip had 
dabbled a little in this queer science of heraldry, and 
used to try and believe the legends about his ancestry, 
which his fond mother imparted to him. He Imd a 
great book-plate made for himself, with a prodigious 
number of quarterings, and could riBcite the alliances 
by which such and such a quartering came into his 
shield. His father rather confirmed these histories, 
and spoke of them and of his wife’s noble family with 
much respect: and Philip artlessly whis])ering to a 
vulgar boy at school that he was descended from King 
John, was thrashed very unkindly by the vulgar 
upper boy, and nicknamed King John for many a 
long day after. I dare say many other gentlemen 
who profess to trace their descent from ancient kings 
have no better or worse authority for their pedigree 
than friend Philip. 

When our friend paid his second visit to Sir John 
Kingwood, he was introduced to his kinsman’s li- 
brary ; a great family tree hung over the mantel-piece, 
surrounded by a whole gallery of defunct Eingwoods, 
of whom the Baronet was now the representative. 
He quoted to Philip the hackneyed old Ovidian lines 
(some score of years ago a great deal of that old coin 
was current in conversation). As for family, he said, 
and ancestors, and what we have not done ourselves, 
these things we can hardly call ours. Sir John gave 
Philip to understand that he was a stanch Liberal. 
Sir John was for going with the age. Sir John had 
fired a shot from the Paris barricades. Sir John was 
for the , rights of man everywhere all over the world. 
He had pictures of Franklin, Lafayette, Washington, 
and the First Consul Buonaparte, on his walls along 
with his ancestors. He had lithograph copies of 
Magna Charta, the Declaration of Am^Srican Indepem 
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dence, and the Signatures to the Death of Charles I. 
He did not scruple to own his preference for re- 
publican institutions. He wishfed to know what 
right had any man — the late Lord Kingwood, for 
example — to sit in a hereditary House of Peers and 
legislate over him ? That lord had had a son, 
Cinqbars, who died many years before, a victim of his 
own follies and debaucheries. Had Lord Cinqbars 
survived his father, he would now be sitting an earl 
ill the House of Peers — the most ignorant young 
man, the most unprincipled young man, reckless, 
dissolute, of the feeblest intelhjct and the worst life. 
Well, had he lived and inherited the liingwood 
property, that creature would have been an earl: 
whereas he. Sir John, his siq^erior in morals, in char- 
acter, in intellect, his equal in point of birth (for had 
they not both a common ancestor?) was Sir tTohn 
still. The iiK'qualities in men’s chances in life 
were monstrous and ridiculous. He was determined, 
henceforth, to look at a man for himself alone, and 
not esteem him for any of the absurd caprices of 
fortune. 

As the republi(*an was talking to his relative, a 
servant came into the room and whispered to his 
master that the plumber had come witli his bill as by 
appointment ; upon which Sir John rose up in a fury, 
asked the servant how he dared to disturb him, and 
bade him to tell the plumber to go to the lowest 
depths of Tartarus. Nothing could equal the inso- 
lence and rapacity of tradesmen, he said, except the 
insolence and idleness of servants ; and he called this 
one back, and asked him how he dared to leave the 
fire in that state ? — stormed and raged at him with a 
volubility which astonished his new acquaintance; 
and, the man being gone, resumed his previous subject 
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of conversation, namely: natural equality and the 
outrageous injustice of the present social system. 
After talking for half an hour, during which Philip 
found that he himself could hardly find an oppor- 
tunity of uttering a word, Sir John took out his 
watch, and got up from his chair; at which hint 
Philip too rose, not sorry to bring the interview to an 
end. And herewith Sir John accompanied his kins- 
man into tlie hall, and to the street-door, before 
which the HaronePs groom was riding, leading his 
master’s horse. And Philip heard the Baronet using 
violent language to the groom, as he had done to the 
servant within doors. Why, the army in Flanders 
did not swear more terribly tlian this admirer of 
republican institutions and advocate of the rights of 
mail. 

Philip was not allowed to go away without ap- 
pointing a day when he and his wife would partake 
of their kinsman’s hospitality. On this occasion, 
Mrs. Philip comported herself with so much grace and 
simplicity, that Sir John and Lady King wood pro- 
nounced her to be a very pleasing and lady-like per- 
son ; and I dare say wondered how a person in her 
rank of life could have acquired manners that yv^ere s® 
refined and agreeable. Lady Kingwood asked after 
the child which she had seen, praised its beauty ; of 
course, won the mother’s heart, and thereby caused 
her to speak with perhaps more freedom than she 
would otherwise have felt at a first interview. Mrs. 
Philip has a dainty touch on the piano, and a sweet 
singing voice tliat is charmingly true and neat. She 
performed after dinner some of the songs of her little 
repertoire^ and pleased her audience. Lady Kingwood 
loved good music, and was herself a fine performer 
of the fincient school, when she played Haydn and 
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Mozart under the tuition of good old Sir George 
Thrum. The tall and handsome beneticed clergyman 
who acted as major-domo of Sir John^s establishment, 
placed a parcel in the carriage when Mr. and Mrs. 
Philip took their leave, and announced with much 
respectful deference that the cab was paid. Our 
friends no* doubt would have preferred to dispense 
with this ceremony ; but it is ill looking even a gift 
cab-horse in the mouth, and so Philip was a gainer of 
some two shillings by his kinsman’s liberality. 

When Charlotte came to open the parcel which 
major-domo, with his lady’s compliments, had placed 
in the cab, I fear she did not exhibit that elation 
which we ought to feel for the favors of our friends. 
A couple of little frocks, of the cut of George IV., 
some little red shoes of the same period, some 
crumpled sashes, and other small articles of wearing- 
apparel, by her ladyship’s order by her ladyship’s 
lady’s-maid; and Lady Ringwood kissing Charlotte 
at her departure, told her that she had caused this 
little packet to be j>ut away for her. “ H’ln,” says 
Philip, only half pleased. ^‘Suppose Sir John had 
told his butler to put up one of his blue coats and 
’ brass buttons for me, as well as pay the cab ? ” 

If it was meant in kindness, Philip, we must not 
be aligry,” pleaded Philip’s wife ; — and I am sure 
if you had lieard her and the Miss Ringwoods speak 
of baby, you would like them, as I intend to do.” 

But Mrs. Philip never put those mouldy old red 
shoes upon baby ; and as for the little frocks, chil- 
dren’s frocks are made so much fuller now that Lady 
liingwood’s presents did not answer at all. Charlotte 
managed to furbish up a sash, and a pair of epaulets 
for her child — epaulets are they called? Shoulder- 
knots — what you will, ladies ; and with these orna 
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ments Miss Firmin was presented to Lady Kingwood 
and some of her family. 

The good-will of these new-found relatives of Philip’s 
was laborious, was evident, and yet I must say was 
not altogether agreeable. At the first period of their 
intercourse — for this, too, I am sorry to say, came to 
an end, or presently suffered interruption — tokens 
of affection in the shape of farm X)ro(luce, country 
butter and ])Oultry, and actual butcher’s meat, came 
from Berkeley Scpiare to Tliornliaugh Street. The 
Duke of Double-glo’ster 1 know is much richer than 
you are ; but if lie were to offer to make you a present 
of half a crown, I doubt wliether you would be quite 
pleased. And so with Philip and his relatives A 
hamper brought in the brougham, containing hot- 
house grapes and country butter, is very well, but a 
leg of mutton I own was a gift that was rather tough 
to swallow. It ivas tough. That point we ascertained 
and established amidst roars of laughter one day when 
we dined with our friends. Did Lady Kingwood send 
a sack of turnips in the brougham too? Jn a word, 
we ate Sir John’s mutton, and we laughed at him, 
and be sure many a man has done the same by you 
and me. Last Frida}^, for instance, as Jones and 
Brown go away after dining with your humble ser- 
vant. ^^Did you ever see such profusion and' ex- 
travagance ? ” asks Brown. ‘‘ Profusion and extrava- 
gance ! ” cries Jones, that well-known e])icure. 1 
never saw anything so shabby in my life. What does 
the fellow mean by asking me to such a dinner ? ” 

True,” says the other, “ it was an abominable dinner, 
Jones, as you justly say; but it was very profuse in 
him to give it. Don’t you see ? ” and so both oui 
gootl friends are agreed. 

Ere many days were over the great yellow chariot 
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and its powdered attendants again made their appear- 
ance before Mrs. Brandon’s modest door in Thorn- 
haugh Street, and Lady Kingwood and two daughters 
descended from the carriage and made their way to 
Mr. Philip’s apartments in the second floor, just as 
that worthy gentleman was sitting down to dinner 
with his’ wife. Lady llingwood, bent upon being 
gracious, was in ecstasies with everything she saw — 
a clean house — a nice little maid — pretty pictur- 
esque rooms — odd rooms — and what charming pic- 
tures ! Several of these were the work of the fond 
pencil of poor J. J., who, as has been told, had painted 
Philip’s beard and Charlotte’s eyebrow, and Char- 
lotte’s baby a thousand and a thousand times. May 
we come in ? Are we .disturbing you ? What dear 
little bits of china ! What a beautiful mug, Mr 
Firmin ! ” This was poor J. J.’s present to his god- 
daughter. How nice the luncheon looks ! Dinner, 
is it ? How pleasant to dine at this hour ! ” The 
ladies were determined to be charmed with everything 
round about tliem. 

^‘We are dining on your poultry. May we offer 
some to you and Miss liingwood,” says the master of 
the house, 

(6 Why don't you dine in the dining-room ? Why 
do you dine in a bedroom ? ” asks Franklin Eing- 
wood, the interesting young son of the Baron of 
Eingwood. 

‘^Somebody else lives in the parlor,” says Mrs. 
Philip. On which the boy remarks, ‘^We have two 
dining-rooms in Berkeley Square. I mean for us, 
besides papa’s study, which I mustn’t go into. And 
the servants have two dining-rooms and — ” 

Hush ! ” here cries mamma, with the usual remark 
regarding the beauty of silence in little boys. 
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But Franklin persists in spite of tlie ‘^Hushes!” 
^^Ancl so we have at Eiugwood; and at Whipham 
there ever so many dining-rooms — ever so many — 
and I like Whipham a great deal better than King- 
wood, because my pony is at Whipham. You have 
not got a pony. You are too poor.” 

“ Franklin ! ” 

“You said he was too poor; and you would not 
have had chickens if we had not given them to you. 
Mamma, you know you said they were very poor, and 
would like them.” 

And here mamma looked red, and I dare say Philip’s 
cheeks and ears tingled, and for once Mrs. Philip was 
thankful at hearing her baby cry, for it gave her a 
pretext for leaving the room and hying to the nursery, 
wliither the other two ladies accompanied her. 

Meanwhile Master Franklin went on with his artless 
conversation. “ Mr. Philip, why do they say you are 
wicked ? You do not look wicked ; and 1 am sure 
Mrs. Philip does not look wicked — she looks very 
good.” 

. “ Who says I am wicked ? ” asks Mr. Firmin of his 

candid young relative. 

“ Oh, ever so many ! Cousin Kingwood says so ; 
and Blanche says so; and Woolcomb says so; only I 
don’t like him, he ’s so very brown. And when they 
heard you had been to dinner, ^ Has that beast been 
here ? ’ Kingwood says. And I don’t like hiuj a bit. 
But I like you, at least I think I do. You only have 
oranges for dessert. We always have lots of things 
for dessert at home. You don’t, I suppose, because 
you ’ve got no money — only a very little.” 

“ Well : 1 have got only a very little,” says Philip. 

“ I have some — ever so much. And I ’ll buy some- 
thing for your wife ; and I shall like to have yoi^ 
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b(^tt(T at home than Blanche, and Ringwood, and that 
Woolcomb ; and tliey never give me anything. You 
can’t, you know ; because you are so very poor — you 
are ; but we ’ll often send you things, I dare say. 
And I’ll have an orange, please, thank you. And 
there ’s a chap at our school, and his name is Suckling, 
and he ate eighteen oranges, and would n’t give one 
away to anybody. Was n’t he a greedy pig ? And I 
have wine with my oranges — I do : a glass of wine — 
thank you. That’s jolly. But you don’t have it 
often, I suppose, because you ’re so very poor.” 

I am glad Philip’s infant could not understand, be- 
ing yet of too tender age, the compliments which 
Lady Ringwood and her daughter passed upon her^ 
As it was, the compliments charmed the mother, for 
whom indeed they were intended, and did not inflame 
the unconscious baby’s vanity. 

What would the polite mamma and sister have said, 
if they had heard that unlucky Franklin’s prattle ? 
The boy’s simplicity amused his tall cousin. Yes,” 
says Philip, we are very poor but we are very happy, 
and don’t mind — that’s the truth.” 

Mademoiselle, that ’s the German governess, said 
she wondered how you could live at all ; and I don’t 
think you could if you ate as much as she did. You 
should see her eat ; she is such a oner at eating. 
Fred, my brother, that’s the one who is at college, 
one day tried to see how Mademoiselle Wallfisch could 
eat, and she had twice of soup, and then she said siV 
ojplay ; and then twice of fish, and she said slvoplay 
for more ; and then she had roast-mutton — no, I 
think, roast-beef it was ; and she eats the peas with 
her knife ; and then she had raspberry jam pudding, 
and ever so much beer, and then — ” But what came 
then we never shall know j because while young 
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Franklin was choking with laughter (accompanied 
with a large piece of orange) at the ridiculous recol- 
' lection of Miss WallfisclPs appetite, his mamma and 
sister came down stairs from Charlotte’s nursery, and 
brought the dear boy’s conversation to an end. The 
ladies chose to go home, delighted with Philip, baby, 
Charlotte. Everything was so proper. Everything 
was so nice. Mrs. Firmin was so lady-like. The fine 
ladies watched her, and her behavior, with that curi- 
osity which the Brobdingnag ladies displayed when 
they held up little Gulliver on their palms, and saw 
him bow, smile, dance, draw his sword, and take off 
his hat, just like a man. 
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CHAPTEK II. 

IN WHICH THE DRAWING-ROOMS ARE NOT 
FURNISHED AFTER ALL. 

We cannot expect to be loved by a relative whom 
we have knocked into an illuiiiiiiatcd pond, and whose 
.coat-tails, pantaloons, nether limbs, and best feelings 
we have lacerated with ill treatment and broken glass. 
A. man whom you have so treated behind his bade 
will not be sparing of his punishment behind yours. 
Of course all the Twysdens, male and feinal^and 
Woolcomb, the dusky husband of Philip’s forineiniove, 
hated and f(‘ared, and maligned him ; and were in the 
habit of speaking of him as a truculent and reckless 
savage and monstcir, coarse and brutal in his language 
and behavior, ragged, dirty and reckless in his personal 
appearance ; reeking with smoke, perpetually reeling 
in drink, indulging in oaths, actions, laughter which 
rendered him iutolei-able in civilized society. The 
Twysdens, during Philip’s absence abroad, had been 
very respect f id and assiduous in courting the new 
head of the llingwood family. They had flattered 
Sir John and paid court to my lady. They had been 
welcomed at Sir flohn’s houses in town and country. 
They had adopted his politics in a great measure, 
as they had adopted the politics of the deceased peer. 
They had never lost an opportunity of abusing poor 
Philip and of ingratiating themselves. They had 
never refused any invitation from Sir John in town 
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or country, and had ended by utterly boring him and 
Lady Eiiigwood and the lliiigwood family in general. 
Lady Kingwood learned somewhere how pitilessly 
Mrs. Woolcomb had jilted her cousin when a richer 
suitor appeared in the person of the West Indian. 
Then news came how Philip had administered a beat- 
ing to Woolcomb, to young Twysden, to a dozen who 
set on him. The early prejudices began to pass 
away. A friend or two of Philip’s told Kingwood 
how he was mistaken in the young man, and painted 
a portrait of him in colors much more favorable than 
those which his kinsfolk employed. Indeed, dear re- 
lations, if the public wants to know our little faults 
and errors, I think I know who will not grudge the 
requisite information. Dear Aunt Candor, are you not 
still alive, and don’t you know what we had for dinner 
yest^ay, and the amount (monstrous extravagance !) 
of the washerwoman’s bill? 

Well, the Twysden family so bespattered poor 
Philip with abuse, and represented him as a monster 
of such hideous mien, that no wonder the Kingwoods 
avoided him. They then began to grow utterly sick 
and tired of his detractors. And then Sir John, hap- 
pening to talk with his brother Member of Parlia- 
ment, Tregarvan, in the House of Commons, heard 
quite a different story regarding our friend to that 
with which the Twysdens had regaled him, and, with 
no little surprise on Sir John’s part, was told by Tre- 
garvan how honest, rough, worthy, affectionate and 
gentle this poor maligned fellow was, how he had 
been sinned against by his wretch of a father, whom 
he had forgiven and actually helped out of his 
wretched means, and how he was making a brave 
battle against poverty, and had a sweet little loving 
wife and child, whom every kind heart would will- 
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mgly strive to help. Because people are rich they 
are not of necessity ogres. Because they are born 
gentlemen and ladies of good degree, are in easy cir- 
cumstances, and have a generous education, it does 
not follow that they are heartless and will turn their 
back on a friend. Moi qui vous parle — I have been 
in a great strait of sickness near to death, and the 
friends who came to help Jiie with every comfort, suc- 
cor, sympathy, were actually gentlemen, who lived in 
good houses, and had a good education. They did n’t 
turn away because I \Yas sick, or fly from me because 
they thought I was poor ; on the contrary, hand, purse, 
succor, sympathy were ready, and praise be to Heaven. 
And so too did Philip find help when he needed it, 
and succor when he was in poverty. Tregarvan, we 
will own, was a poihx)Ous little man, his House of 
Commons speeches were dull, and his written docu- 
ments awfully slow ; but he had a kind heart: he 
was touched by that picture which Laura drew of the 
young man’s poverty, and honesty, and simple hope- 
fulness in tlie midst of hard times : and we have seen 
how the ^‘European Review” was thus intrusted to 
Mr. Philip’s maiiageinent. Then some artful friends 
of Philip’s determined that he should be reconciled 
to his relations, who were well to do in the world, 
and might serve him. And I wish, dear reader, that 
your respectable relatives and mine would bear this 
little paragraph in mind and leave us both handsome 
legacies. Then Tregarvan spoke to Sir John Ring- 
wood, and that meeting was brought about, where, 
for once at least, Mr. Philip quarrelled With nobody. 

And now came another little piece of good luck, 
which, I suppose, must be attributed to the same kind 
ftiend who had been scheming for Philip’s benefit, 
a;hd who is never so happy as when her little plots 
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for her friends’ benefit can be made to succeed. Yes ; 
when that arch-jobber — don’t tell me; — I never 
knew a woman worth a pin who was n’t — when that 
arch-jobber, I say, has achieved a job by which some 
friend is made hap])y, her eyes and cheeks , brighten 
with triumph. Whether she has put a sick man into 
a hospital, or got a poor woman a family’s washing, 
or made a sinner repent and return to wife, husband, 
or what not, that woman goes off and pays her tlianks, 
where thanks are due, with such fervor, with such 
lightsomeness, with siicli happin(‘ss, that 1 assure you 
she is a sight to behold. Hush ! When one sinner is 
saved, who are glad ? Some of us know a woman or 
two pure as angels — know, and are thankful. 

When the person about whom I havc^ been prattling 
has one of her benevolent jobs in hand, or' has com- 
pleted it, there is a sort of triumih and mischief in 
her manner, which 1 don’t know otherwise how to 
describe. She does not understand my best jokes at 
this period, or answers them at random, or laughs 
very absurdly and vacantly. Slie (unbrac’cs her chil- 
dren wildly, and, at the most absurd moments, is 
utterly unmindful when they are saying their lessons, 
prattling their little questions and so forth. 1 recall 
all these symptoms (and jmt this and that together, 
as the saying is) as happening on one especial day, 
at the commeiKHniient of Ea.st(*r Term, eighteen hun- 
dred and never mind what — as hap})ening on one 
especial morning when this lady had been astound- 
ingly distraite and curiously excited. 1 now remem- 
ber, how during her children’s dinner-time, she sat 
looking into the square out of lier window, and 
scarcely attending to the little innocent cries for 
mutton which the children were offering up. 

At last there was a rapid clank over the pavement, 
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a tall figure passed the parlor windows, which our 
kind friends know look into Queen Square, and then 
came a loud ring at the bell, and I thought the mis- 
tress of the house gave an ah — a sigh — as though 
her heart was relieved. 

The street door was presently opened, and then the 
dining-room door, and Philip walks in with his hat 
on, his blue eyes staring before him, his hair flaming 
about, and La, Uncle Philip!’^ cry the children. 
‘‘What have you done to yourself? You have 
sluived off your mustache.” And so he had, I 
declare. 

“ I say. Pen, look here ! This has been left at 
chambers ; and Cassitly has sent it on by his clerk,” 
our friend said. 1 forget whether it has been stated 
that Philip\s name still remained on the door of those 
chambers in Parchment Buildings, where we once 
heard his song of “ Doctor Luther,” and were present 
at his call-su])per. 

The document which Philip produc(‘d was actually 
a brief. The })apers were superscribed, “In Parlia- 
UKuit, Polwheedle and Tredyddliuu liailway. To 
support bill, Mr. Firmin; retaimn, five guineas; brief, 
fifty guineas; consultation, fiv(^ guineas. With you 
Mr. Armstrong, Sir J. Whitworth, Mr. Pinkerton.” 
Here was a wonder of wonders ! A shower of gold 
Wc'is poured out on my friend. A liglit dawned upon 
me. The proposed bill was for a Cornish line. Our 
friend Tregarvan was concerned in it, the line passing 
through his property, and my wife had canvassed him 
privately, and by her wheedling and blandishments 
had persuaded Tn^gjirvan to use his interest with the 
agents and get Philip this welcome aid. 

Philip eyed the pa])er with a queer expression. He 
handled it as some men handle a baby. He looked as 
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if he did not know what to do with it, and as if he 
should like to drop it. T believe I made some satiric 
cal remark to this effect as I looked at our friend with 
his paper. 

He holds a child beautifully/^ said my wife with 
much enthusiasm ; “ much better than some people 
who laugh at him.” 

‘^And he will hold this no doubt much to his 
credit. May this be the father of many briefs. May 
you have bags full of tlnuii ! ” Philip had all our 
good wishes. They did not cost much, or avail much, 
but they were sincere. I know men who can’t for the 
lives of them give even that cheap coin of good will, 
but hate tlieir neighbors’ x>i’Osperity, and are angry 
with them when they cease to be dej)endent and poor. 

We have said how Cassidy’s astonished clerk had 
brought the brief from chambers to Pirmin at his 
lodgings at Mrs. Brandon’s in Thornhaugh Street. 
Had a baliff served him with a writ, Philip could not 
have been more surprised, or in a gri^ater tremor. A 
brief ? Grands Dieux ! What was he to do with a 
brief. He thought of going to bed, and being ill, or 
flying from home, country, family. Brief ? Charlotte, 
of course, seeing her husband alarmed, began to cpiake 
too. Indeed, if his worship’s linger aches, does not 
her whole body suffer ? But Charlotte’s and Philip’s 
constant friend, the Little. Sister, felt no such fear. 

Now there ’s this opening, you must take it, my 
dear,” she said. “ Supx)Ose you don’t know much 
about law — ” ‘^Much! nothing,” interposed Philip. 
“You might ask me to play the piano ; but as I never 
happened to have learned — ” 

“La — don’t tell me! Yon mustn’t show a faint 
heart. Take the business, and do it as best you can. 
You’ll do it better next time, and next. The Bar’s 
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a gentleman’s business. Don’t I attend a judge’s 
lady, wliicli I remember lier with li(?r first in a little 
bit of a liousci in Bernard Street, Kussell Square ; and 
now have n’t I been to her in Eaton Sf^uare, with a 
Initler and two footmen, and carriages ever so many ? 
You may work on at your newspapers, and get a crust, 
and when you ’re old, and if you quarrel — and you 
have a knack of (piarrelling — hv has, Mrs. Firmin. 
1 knew him before you did. (Juarr(dsome he is, and 
he will be, though you think him an angel, to be sure, 
— Suppost^ you (piarrel with your ne\vsi)aper masters, 
and your reviews, ami that you lose your [dace. A 
gentleman like. Mr. Thilip ought n’t to have a master. 
I co\d(fn’t bear to think of your going down of a 
Saturday to the [)ublishiug office to get your wages 
like a workman.” 

*Mlut lam a workman,” interposes Philip. 

La I But do you mean to remiiiii one forever ? 
I would rise, if I was a man I ” said tlui intrepid little 
wojiian ; T would rise, or I ’d know the reason why. 
Who knows how many in family you 're going to be ? 
I ’d have more spirit than to live in a second floor — 
I would ! ” 

And the Little Sister said this, though she clung 
round Philip’s cliild with a rapture of fondness which 
she tried in vain to conceal ; though she felt that to 
part from it would be to part from her life’s chief 
happiness; though she loved Philip as her own son: 
and Charlotte — well, Charlotte for Philip’s sake — 
as women love other women. 

Charlotte came to liar friends in Queen Square, 
and told us of the resolute Little Sister’s advice and 
conversation. She knew that Mrs. Brandon only 
loved her as something belonging to Philip. She ad- 
mired this Little Sister ; and trusted her ; and could 
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afford to bear that little somewhat scornful domina- 
tion which Brandon exercised. ^‘She does not love 
me, because Philip does/’ Charlotte said. “Do you 
think I could like her or any woman, if I thought 
Philip loved them ? I could kill them, Laura, that 
I could ! ” And at this sentiment I imagine daggers 
shooting out of a pair of eyes that were ordinarily 
very gentle and bright. 

Not having been engaged in the ease in which 
Philip had the honor of first a])pearing, 1 e-annot en- 
ter into particulars r(‘garding it, but am sure that 
case must have been uncommonly strong in itself 
which could survive such an advocate. He passed a 
frightful night of torture before appearing in com- 
mittee-room. During that night, he says, his hair, 
grew gray. His old college fri(‘nd and comrade 
Pinkerton, who was with him in th(^ case, “coached” 
him on the day previous; and indeed it must be 
owned that the work which he had to p(*rform was 
not of a nature to impair the inside or the outside of 
his skull. A great man was his leader; his friend 
Pinkerton followed ; and all Mr. Philip’s business 
was to examine a half-dozen witnesses by questions 
previously arranged between them and the agents. 

When you hear that, «as a reward of his services 
in this case, Mr. Firmin receiv(*,d a sum of money 
suffieient to pay his modest family expenses for some 
four months, I am sure, dear and respected literary 
friends, that you will wish the lot of a parliamentary 
barrister h<ad been yours, or that your immortal works 
could be paid with such a liberality as rewards the 
labors of these laywers. “Nimmer erscheinen die 
Gotter allein.” After oni' agent had employed Philip, 
another came and secured his valuable services : him 
two or three others followed, and our friend posb 
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tively had money in bank. Not only were apprehem 
sioiis of poverty removed for the present, but we 
had every reason to hope that Firmin’s prosperity 
would increase and continue. And when a little son 
and heir was born, which blessing was conferred 
upon Mr. Philip about a year after his daughter, our 
godchild, saw the light, we should have thought it 
shame to have any misgivdngs about the future, so 
clieerful did Philip\s prospects apjx^ar. ‘‘Did I not 
tell you,” said iiiy wife, witli her usual kindling 
romance, “ that comfort and succor would V)e found 
for these in the hour of their need ? ” Anieii. We 
were grateful that comfort and succor should come. 
No one, I am sure, was nioni humbly thankful than 
Philip himself for the fortunate chances which befell 
him. 

He was alarmed rather than elated by his sudden 
prosperity. “ It caidt last,” he said. “ Don’t tell 
]ne. The attorneys must find me out before long. 
They cannot continue to give tluir Imsiness to such 
an ignoramus ; and 1 really think 1 must remon- 
strate with them.” You should have seen the Lit- 
tle Sister’s indignation Avhen Philip uttered this 
sentiment in her prestmee. ‘‘ Give up your business ? 
Yes, do!” she cried, tossing iip Philip’s youngest 
born. “ Fling this baby out of window, why not 
indeed, which Ht'a-ven has sent it you ! You ought 
to go down on your knees and ask pardon for having 
thought anything so wicked.” Philip’s 'heir, by the 
way,^ immediately on his entrance into the world, had 
become the prime favorite of thi^ unreasoning woman. 
The little daughter was passed over as a little person 
of no account, and so began to entertain the passion 
of jealousy at almost the very earliest age at which 
$ven the female breast is capable of enjoying it. 



30 


THE ADVENTURES OF PHILIP 


And though this Little Sister loved all these 
people with an almost ferocious passion of love, and 
lay awake, I believe, hearing their infantine cries, or 
crept on stealthy feet in darkness to their mother’s 
chamber-door, 'behind which they lay slee])ing ; though 
she had, as it were, a rage for these infants, and 
was wretclujd out of their sight, yet, when a third 
and a fourth bricd’ came to Philip, and he was en- 
abled to put a little money aside, nothing would con- 
tent Mrs. Brandon but that he should go into a house 
of his own. gentleman,” she said, ought not 

to live in a two-pair lodging ; In^ ought to have a 
house of his own.” So, you s(‘e, slie hasbmed on 
the preparations for her own execution. Slie trudged 
to the brokers’ shops and made wonderful bargains 
of furniture. She cut chintzes, and covered sofas, 
and sewed, and patched, and fitted. She found a 
house and took it — Miliiian Street, Guildford Street, 
opposite the Fondling (as the dear little soul called 
it), a most genteel, quiet little street, ^^and quite 
near for me to come,” she said, to see my dears.” 
Did she s])eak with dry eyes ? Mine moisten some- 
times when I think of the faith, of the generosity, 
of the sacriiice, of that devoted, loving creature. 

I am very fond of Charlotte. Her swecdness and 
simplicity won all our hearts at home. No wife or 
mother ever was more attached and affectionate ; 
but I own tliere was a time when I hated her, though 
of course that highly princi])led woman, the wife of 
the author of the j)resent iinunoirs, says that the 
statement I am making here is stuff and nonsense, 
not to say immoral and irreligious. Well, then, I 
hated Charlotte for the horrible eagerness which she 
showed in getting away from this Little Sister, who 
clung round those children, whose first cries she had 
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heard I hated Charlotte for a cruel happiness which 
she felt as she hugged the children to her heart : her 
own children in their own room, whom she would 
dress, and watch, and Avash, and tend ; and for whom 
she wanted no aid. No aid, entendez-vous? Oh, it 
Avas a shame, a shame ! Tn the new house, in the 
pleasant little trim new nursery (fitted up by whose 
fond hands we Avill not say), is the inotlier glaring 
over the cot, Avhere the little, soft, round cheeks are 
pillowed ; and yonder in the rooms in Thornhaiigh 
Street, Avluu’e she had tended them for two years, 
the Little Sister sits lonely, as the moonlight streams 
in. God help thee, little suffering faithful heart! 
Never but once in her life before had she known so 
exquisite a pain. 

Of course, Ave had an entertainment in the new 
house ; and Philip’s friends, old and ucav, came to the 
house-Avarming. The family coach of the King woods 
blocked up that astonished little street. The powder 
on their footmen’s heads nearly brushed the ceiling, 
as the monsters rose when the guests passed in and 
out of the hall. The Little Sister merely took charge 
of the tea-room. Uhilip’s library ” Avas that usual 
little cupboard beyond the dining-room. The little 
drawing-room was dreadfully crowded by an ex-nur- 
sery piano, Avhich the Ring woods b('stowed upon their 
friends; and somebody Avas in duty bound to play 
upon it on the evening of this soiree : though the 
Little Sister chafed doAvn stairs at the music. In 
fact her very words were liar that piano ! ’’ She 
ratted” the instrument, because the music would 
wake her little dears up stairs. And that music did 
wake them ; and they hoAvled melodiously, and the 
Little Sister, who was about to serve Lady Jane 
Tregarvan with some tea, dashed up stairs to the 
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nursery: and Charlotte had reached the room al- 
ready : and she looked angry wlien the Little Sister 
came in : and she said, I am sure, Mrs, Brandon, 
the people down stairs will be wanting their tea ; ’’ 
and she spoke with some asperity. And Mrs. Bran- 
don went down stairs without one word ; and, hap- 
pening to be on the landing, conversing with a friend, 
and a little out of the way of the duet which the 
Miss llingwoods were performing — riding their great 
old horse, as it were, and putting it through its ])aces 
in Mrs. Firmin’s little paddock; — ha{)})ening, I say, 
to be on the landing when Caroline passed, 1 took a 
hand as cold as stone, and never saw a look of grief 
more tragic than that worn by her poor little face as 
it passed. ^^My children cried, she said, ‘^aiid I 
went up to the nursery. But she don^t want me there 
now.” Poor Little Sister ! She humbled herself and 
grovelled before Charlotb^. Vou could not help 
trampling upon her then. Madam ; and I hated you — 
and a great number of oth(*r women, llidley and I 
went down to her tea-room, where Caroline resumed 
her place. . She looked very nice and pretty, with her 
pale sweet face,' and her neat caj) and blue ribbon. 
Tortures I know slie was suffering. Charlotte had 
been stabbing her. Women will use the edge some- 
times, and drive the steel in. Charlotte said to me, 
some time afterwards, I ^vas jealous of her, and you 
were right ; and a dearer, more faithful creature 
never lived.” But who told Charlotte I said she was 
jealous ? 0 fool ! I told Ridley, and Mr. Ridley 
told Mrs. Firmin. 

If Charlotte stabbed Caroline, Caroline could not 
help coming back again and again to the knife. On 
Sundays, when she was free, there was always a place 
for her at . Philip’s modest table ; and when Mrs 
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Philip went to church, Caroline was allowed to reign 
in the nursery. Sometimes Charlotte was generous 
enough to give Mrs. Brandon this chance. When 
Philip took a house — a whole house to himself — 
Philip’s mother-in-law proposed to come and stay 
with him, and said that, wishing to be beholden to 
no one, she would pay for her board and lodging. 
But Philip declined this treat, representing, justly, 
that his present house was no bigger than his former 
lodgings. My poor love is dying to have me,” Mrs. 
Baynes remark(Ml on this. “But her husband is so 
cruel to her, and keeps her under such terror, that 
she dares not call her life her own.” Cruel to her ! 
(Jhavlotte was the happiest of the happy in her little 
house. In consequence of his parliamentary success, 
Philip went regularly to chambers now, in the fond 
hope that more briefs might come. At chambers he 
likewise coudiuited the chief business of his “Ee- 
view : ” and, at the accustomed hour of his return, 
that usual little procession of mother and child and 
nurse would be seen on the watch for him ; and the 
young woman — the happiest young woman in Chris- 
tendom — would walk back clinging on her husband’s 
arm. 

All this while letters came from Philip’s dear 
father at New York, where it appeared, he was 
engaged not only in his profession, but in various 
speculations, with which he was always about to 
make his fortune. One day Philip got a newspaper 
advertising a new insurance company, and saw, to 
his astonishment, the announcement of “ Counsel in 
London, Philip Firniin, Esq., Parchment Buildings, 
Temple.” A paternal letter promised Philip great 
fees out of this insurance company, but I never heard 
that poor Philip was any the richer. In fact his 
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friends advised liim to have nothing to do with this 
insurance company, and to make no allusion to it in 
his letters. They feared the Danai, and the gifts 
they brought/^ as old Firmin would have said. They 
had to iiiii)ress upon Philip an abiding mistrust of 
tJiat wily old Greek, his fatlier. Firmin senior al- 
ways wj'ote ho]X‘fully and magnificently, and per- 
sisted in believing or declaring that ere very long he 
should have to announce to l^liilip that his fortune 
was made. He sp(‘culat(Ml in Wall Street, T don’t 
know in what shares, inventions, mines, railways. 
One day, some few months after his migration to 
Milman Street, Philip, blushing and hanging down 
his head, had to t(dl me that his father had drawn 
upon him again. Had he not paid up his shares in 
a certain mine, th(*y would have been forfeited, and 
he and his s<m after him would have lost a certain 
fortune, old Danaus said, i fear an artful, a long- 
bow-pulling Daiiaus. What, shall a man have birth, 
wealth, fi*i(Mids, high position, and end so that we 
diire not leaver him alone in the room with our 
spoons ? And you have paid this bill which the old 
man drew ? ” we Jisked. Yes, Philip had paid the 
bill. He vowed he would j)ay no more. But it was 
not ditfi(‘ult to see that the Doctor would draw more 
bills u])on tliis accommodating banker. ^‘1 dread the 
letters which biggin with a flourish about the fortune 
which lie is just going to make,” Philip said. He 
knew that the old parent prefaced his demands for 
money in that way. 

Mention has been made of a great medical dis- 
covery which he had announced to his correspondent, 
Mrs, Brandon, and by which the Doctor declared as 
usual that he was about to make a fortune. In New 
York and Boston he had tried experiments which had 
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been attended with the most astonishing success. A 
remedy was discovered, the mere sale of which in 
Europe and America must bring an immense revenue 
to the fortunate inventors. For the ladies whom 
Mrs. Brandon attended, the reined}’- was of priceless 
value. He would send her some. His friend, Cap- 
tain Morgan, of the Southampton packet-ship, would 
bring her some of this astonishing medicine. Let 
her try it. Let her show the accompanying cases to 
Doctor (ioodenough — to any of his brother physi- 
cians in London. Though liiinself an exile from his 
country, he loved it, and was proud in being able to 
confer upon it one of the greatest blessings with 
which science had endowed mankind. 

Goodenougli, I am sorry to say, had such a mis- 
trust of his confrere that he chose to disbelieve any 
statement Firmin made. “I don’t believe, my good 
Jb’andon, the fellow has nous enough to light upon 
any scientific discovery more useful than a new sauce 
for cutlets. He invent anything but fibs, never ! 
You see this Goodenougli is an obstinate old heathen ; 
and when he has once found reason to mistrust a 
man, he forever after declines to believe him. 

However, tlie Doctor is a man forever on the look- 
out for more knowledge of his profession, and for 
more remedies to benefit mankind: he hummed and 
ha’d over the pamphlet, as the Little Sister sat watch- 
ing him ill his study. He clapi)ed it down after a 
while, and slapped his hands on his little legs as his 
wont is. “ Brandon,” lie says, “ 1 think there is a 
great deal in it, and I think so the more because it 
turns out that Firmin lias nothing to do with the 
discovery, which has been made at Boston.” Tn fact. 
Dr. Firmin, late of London, had only been ])rosent in 
the Boston hospital, where 'the experiments were 
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made with the new remedy. He had cried Halves,^ 
and proposed to sell it as a secret remedy, and the 
bottle which he forwarded to our friend the Little 
Sister was. labelled “ Firmin’s Anodyne.” What Fir- 
min did, indeed, was what he had been in the habit 
of doing. He liad taken another man^s property, and 
was endc^avoring to make a flourish with it. The 
Little Sister returned home, then, with her bottle of 
Chloroform — for this was what Dr. Firmin chose to 
call his discovery, and he had sent home a specimen 
of it ; as he sent home a cask of petroleum from Vir- 
ginia; as h(i sent proposals for new railways upon 
whicdi he x>i’oniised Philip a munificent commission, 
if his son could but place the shares amongst his 
friends. 

And with regard to these valuables, the sanguine 
Doctor got to Ixdieve that he really was endowing his 
son with larg(' sums of money. My boy has set up 
a house, and has a wife and two children, the young 
}ackana[)es ! ” Ik^ would say to people in New York ; 

a.s if he had not b(*-en extravagant enough in former 
days ! WIkui T married, I had private means, and 
married a nobleman’s niecie with a large fortune. 
Neither of these two young folks has a penny. Well, 
well, the old father must help them as well as he 
can ! ” And I am told there were ladies who dropped 
the tear of sensibility, and said, What a fond father 
this Doctor is ! How he sacrifices himself for that 
scapegrace of a son ! Think of the dear Doctor at his 
age, toiling (di(;erfully for that young man, who 
helped to ruin him!” And Firmin sighed; and 
passed a beautiful white handkerchief over his eyes 
with a beautiful white hand ; and, I believe, really 
cried ; and thought himself quite a good, affectionate, 
injured man. He hfeld the plate at church; he 



ON HIS WAY THROUGH TTIH WORLD. 

looked very handsome and ta.ll, and bowed with a 
charming melancholy grace to the ladies as they x>nt 
in their contributions. The dear man ! His plate 
was fuller than other people’s — so a traveller told us 
who saw him in New York; and described a very 
choice dinner which the Doctor gave to a few friends, 
at one of the smartest hotels just then opened. 

With all the Little Sister’s good management Mr. 
and Mrs. Philip were only able to install themselves 
in their new house at a considerable expense, and be- 
yond that great llingwood piano which swaggered in 
Phili])’s little drawing-room, I am constrained to say 
that there was scarce any furniture at all. One of 
the railway accounts was not paid as yet, and poor 
Philip could not feed upon mere paper promises to 
pay. Nor was he inclined to accept the offers of pri- 
vate friends, who were willing enough to be. his ba,nk- 
ers. Oik; in a family is enough for that kind of 
business,” he said, gloomily; and it came out that 
again andagidn the interesting exile at New York who 
was deploring his son’s extravagam;e and foolish mar- 
riage, had drawn bills ui)on Philip which our friend 
accepted and })aid — bills, who knows to what amount ? 
He has never told; and the engaging parent who 
robbed him — must I use a word so uni^olite ? — will 
never noAV tell to what extent he helped himself to 
Philip’s small means. This I know, that when autumn 
came — when September was past — we in our cosey 
little retreat at the seaside received a letter from the 
Little Sister, in her dear little bad spelling (about 
which there used to be somehow a pathos which the 
very finest writing does not possess) ; there came, I 
say, a letter from the Little Sister in which she told 
us, with many dashes, that dear Mrs. Philip and the 
children were pining and sick in London, and that 



38 


THIS ADVENTURES OE PttILiT 


Philip, he had too much pride and sperit to take 
money from any one ; that Mr. Tregarvan was away 
travelling on the continent, and that wretch — that 
monster, you know who — have drawn upon Philip 
again for money, and again he have paid, and the 
dear, dear children can’t have fresh air.’^ 

Did she tell you,” said Philip, brushing his hands 
across his eyes when a friend came to remonstrate 
with him, did she tell you that she brought me 
money herself, but we would not use it ? Look ! I 
have her little marriage gift yonder in my desk, and 
pray God I shall be able to leave it to my children. 
The fact is, the Doctor has drawn u})on me as usual ; 
he is going to make a fortune next week. I have 
paid another bill of his. The parliamentary agents 
are out of town, at their moors in Scotland, T suppose. 
The air of lliissell Square is uncommonly wholesome, 
and when the babies have had enough of that, why, 
they must change it for Brunswick Square. Talk 
about the country ! what country can be more quiet 
than Guildford Stre(*t in September ? I stretch out 
of a morning, and breathe the mountain -air on Ludgate 
Hill.” And with these dismal pleasantries and jokes 
our friend chost; to put a good face upon bad fortune. 
The kinsmen of King wood offered hospitality kindly 
enough, but how was poor Philip to i^ay railway ex- 
penses for servants, babies, and wife ? In this strait 
Tregarvan from abroad, having found out some mon- 
strous design of Jluss — of the great Power of which 
lie stood in daily terror, and which, as we are in strict 
amity with that Power, no other Power shall induce 
me to name — Tregarvan wrote to his editor, and 
communicated to him in confidence a most prodigious 
and nefarious plot against the liberties of all the 
rest of Europe, in which the Power in question was 
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engagefl, and in a postscript added, the way, the 
Michacliuas quarter is due, and I send you a check/’ 
etc., etc. 0 precious })ostscript. 

Did n’t I tell you it would be so ? ” said my wife, 
with a self-satisfied air. “Was I not certain that 
succor would come ? ” 

And succor did come, sure enough; and a very 
hap])y little party went down to Brighton in a second- 
class ca,rriage, and got an extraordinarily cheap lodg- 
ing, and the roses came back to the little pale cheeks, 
and mamma was wonderfully invigorated and re- 
freshed, as all her friends could have seen when the 
little family came back to town, only there was such 
a thick dun fog that it was impossible to see complex- 
ions at all. 

When the shooting season was come to an end, the 
parliamentary agents who had employed Philip, came 
back to London ; and, I am happy to say, gave him a 
check for his little account. My wife cried, Did I 
not tell you so? ’’ more than ever. “Is not everything 
for the best ? I knew dear Philip would prosper ! ” 

Everything was for the best, was it ? Philip was 
sure to prosper, was he ? What do you think of the 
next news which the poor fellow brought tons ? One 
night in Dectiinber he came to us, and I saw by his face 
that some event of importance had befallen him. 

“ i am almost heart-broken,” he said, thumping on 
the table when the young ones had retreated from it. 

I don’t know what to do. I have not told you all. 
I have paid four bills for him already, and flow he 
has — he has signed my name.” 

Who has ? ” 

“ He at l^ew York. You know,” said poor Philip. 
“ I tell you he has put my name on a bill, and without 
my authority.” , 
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Gracious lieaveiis ! You mean your father has 
for — 1 could not say the word. 

Yes/^ groaned Philip. Here is a letter from 
him ; ’’ and he liaiided a letter a'cross the table in the 
Doctor’s vvoll-kiiown handwriting. 

“Dkaukst Philip/’ the father wrote, “a sad misfortune 
has befillcMi me, which I had hoped to conceal, or at any rate, 
to avert from my dear son. P'or you, Pliilip, are a participator 
in that misfortune througli the iinjuudence — must I say it ? 
— of your father. Would I ha<l struck off the hand which has 
done the (h‘(Ml, ere it had ht‘en done ! But the fault has taken 
wings and flown out of my reach. Lmmeritm, dear boy, you 
have to sutler l\)r the delirfa rtuijoriim. Ah, that a father 
shouhl have to own his fault ; to kneel and ask pardon of his 
son 1 

“ 1 am engag(‘d in many speculations. Some have succeeded 
beyond rny wildest liopes : some have taken in the most 
rational, the most j)rudent, the least sanguine of our capitalists 
in Wall Street, and promising the greatest results have ended 
in the most extreme failure ! To meet a call in an undertak- 
ing which seemed to offer the most ckrtain PlioSPECTiS of 
success, which seenunl to promise a fortune for me and my boy, 
and your dear children, L put in amongst other securities 
whicb T had to lealizt* on a sudden, a hill, on which I used 
your name. I dated it as drawn six months back by me at 
New York, on you at Parchment Buildings, Temple ; and I 
wrote your acceptance, as though the signature were yours. I 
give myself up to you. 1 tell you what I have done. Make 
the matter j)ublic. Give my confession to the world, an here I 
write, and sign it, and your father is branded forever to the 
world a — Spare me the word ! 

“ As T live, as I hope for your forgiveness, long ere that bill 
becanie due — it is at five months’ date, for £SSG 4s. 3d. value 
received, and dated from the Temple, on the 4th of July — 1 
passed it to one who promised to keep it until I myself should 
redeem it I The commission which he charged me was enor- 
mous^ rascally ; and not content with tl^e immense interest 
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which ho extorted from nio, the scoundrel has passed the bill 
away, aiid it is in Europe in the hands of an enemy. 

“You remember Tufton Hunt? Y'es. You most jiisfly 
chastised him. The wretch lately made his detested appear- 
ance in this city, associated with the lowest of the base, and en- 
deavoi od to riisume his old practice of threats, cajoleries^ and 
extortions ! In a fatal hoar the villain heard of the bill of 
which 1 have warned you. lie purchased it from the gambler, 
to whom it bail been passed. As New York was speedily too 
hot to hold him {for the unhappy man has even left me to ptay 
his hotel score) hii has tied — and lied to Europe — taking with 
him that fatal bill, whicdi he says he knows you will pay. Ah ! 
dear Philip, if that bill were but once out of the wretch’s 
hands ! What sleepless hours of agony should 1 be spared! 
I j)ray you, I implore you, make every sacrifice to meet it! 
You will not disown it ? No. As you have children of your 
own — as you love them — you would not willingly let them 
leave a dishonored 

“ Father.” 

“ I have a share in a great medical discovery,'^ regarding 
which I have written to our friend, Mrs. Brandon, ami which 
is sure to realize an immense profit, as introduced into England 
by a physician so well known — may I not say professionally? 
respected as myself, Tlie very first profits resulting from that 
discovery 1 promise, on my honor, to devote to you. They 
will very soon far more than repay the loss which my impru- 
dence has brought on my dear boy. Farewell! Love to your 
wife and little ones. 

“ G. B. F.” 

1 JEiher was first employed, I believe, in America ; and I hope 
the reader will excuse the substitution of Chloroform in this 
instance. — W. M. T. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

NEC PLENA CKUORIS HIRUDO. 

The readiDg of this precions letter filled Philip’s 
friend with an inward indignation which it was very 
hard to control or disguise. It is no pleasant task to 
tell a gentleman that his fatlier is a rogue. Old Fir- 
min would have* been hanged a few years earlier, 
for practices like these. As you talk with a very 
great scoundrel, or with a madman, has not the re- 
spected reader sometimes reflected, witli a grim self- 
humiliation, how the fellow is of our own kind ; and 
Aomo est ? Let us, dearly beloved, who are outside — 
I mean outside the hulks or the asylum — be thankful 
that we have to pay a barber for snipping our hair, 
and are intrusted with the choice of the cut of our 
own jerkins. As poor Philip read his father’s letter, 
my thought was : “ And I can remember the soft 
white hand of that scoundrel, which has just been 
forging his own sou’s name, putting sovereigns into 
my own palm, when I was a schoolboy.” I always 
liked that man : — but the story is not de me — it 
regards l^hilip. 

“You won’t pay this bill?” Philip’s friend indig- 
nantly said, then. 

“ What can I do ? ” says poor Phil, shaking a sad 
head. 

“You are not worth five hundred pounds in the 
World,” remarks the friend. 
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Who ever said I was ? I am worth this bill : or 
my credit is/’ answers the victim. 

If you pay this, he will draw more.” 

I dare say he will : ” that Eirmin admits. 

And he will continue to draw as long as there is a 
drop of blood to be had out of you.” 

u Yes,” owns poor Philip, putting a finger to his lip. 
He thought I might be about to speak. His artless 
wife and mine were conversing at that moment upon 
the respective merits of some swec't chintzes which 
they had seen at Schoolbrcd’s in Tottenham Court 
Road, and which wertj so cheap and pleasant, and lively 
to look at! Really those drawing-room curtains 
would cost scarcely anything ! Our Regulus, you see, 
before stepping into his torture-tub, was smiling on 
his friends, and talking upholstery with a cheerful, 
smirking countenance. On chintz, or some other 
houstdiold errand, the ladies went prattling off : but 
there was no care, save for husband and children, in 
Charlotte’s poor little innocent heart just then. 

^‘Nice to hear her talking about swe(d drawing- 
room chintzes, is n’t it ? ” says Philip. Shall we try 
Schoolbred’s or the other shop?” And then he 
laughs. It was not a very lively laugh. 

You mean that you are determined, then, on — ” 
^H)n acknowledging my signature? Of course,” 
says Philip, “if ever it is presented to me, I would 
own it.” And having formed and announced this 
resolution, I knew my stubborn friend too well to 
think that he over would shirk it. 

The most exasperating part of the matter was, that 
however generously Philip’s friends might be dis- 
posed towards him, they could not in this case give 
him a helping hand. The Doctor would draw more 
bills, and more. As sure as Philip supplied, the 
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parent would ask ; and that devouring dragon of a 
Doetor had stomach enough for the blood of all of us, 
were we inclined to give it. In fact, Philip saw as 
much, and owned everything with his usual candor, 
‘‘I see what is going on in your mind, old boy,” the 
poor fe*llow sdid, ^‘as well as if you spoke. You mean 
that T am helpless and irreclaimable, and doomed to 
hopel(‘.ss ruin. So it would seem. A man can’t es- 
cape his fate, friend, and my father has made mine 
for m(‘. If I manage to struggle through the pay- 
ment of this bill, of course he will draw another. My 
only chance of escape is, that he should succeed in 
some of his speculations. As lie is always gambling, 
there may be some luck for him one day or another, 
lie won’t benefit me, then. That is not his way. If 
he makes a coup^ he will keep the money, or spend it. 
He won’t give me any. But he will not draw upon 
mo as h(' docs now, or send forth fancy imitations of 
the filial autograph. It is a blessing to have such a 
father, isn’t it? I say, Pen, as I think from whom I 
am desc(md(Ml, and look at your s])ooiis, I am aston- 
islK'd I have not put any of them in my pocket. You 
leave me in tli(‘ room with ’em quite unprotected. I 
say, it is quite affecting the way in which you and 
your dear wife have confidence in me.” And with a 
bitter execration at his fate, the poor fellow pauses 
for a moment in his lament. 

His father was his fate, he seemed to think, and 
there were no means of averting it. You remember 
that ])icture of Abraham and Isaac in the Doctor’s 
study in Old Parr Street?” he would say. ^^My pa- 
triarch has tied me up, and had the knife in me 
repeatedly. He does not sacrifice me at one opera- 
tion ; but there will be a final one some day, and I 
shall bleed no more. It ’s gay and amusing, is n’t it ? 
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Especially when one has a wife and children.” I, for 
iny part, felt so indignant, that- 1 was minded to ad- 
vertise in the papers that all acceptances drawn in 
Philip’s name were forgeries; and let his father take 
the consequences of his own act. Put the conse(pionces 
would have been life imprisonment for the old man, 
and almost as much disgrace and ruin for the young 
one, as were actually impending. He pointinl out this 
clearly enough; nor coidd we altogether gainsay his 
dismal logic,. It was better, at any rate, to meet his 
bill, and giv(‘ the Doctor warning for the future. 
Well : perhaps it was ; only suppose the Doctor 
should take the warning in good part, acc(»,pt the re- 
buke with perfect meikm^ss, and at an early opportu- 
nity commit another forgery ? To this Philip replied, 
that no man could resist his fate : that he liad always ex- 
pected his own doom through his father : that when the 
elder went to Aimndca h(‘ thought possibly the charm 
was broken ; but you see it is not,” groaned Idiilip, 
^^and my father’s tmiissaTies reach me, and I am still 
under tlie spell.” The bearer of the bow&trlnfj^ w'e 
know, was on his way, and would deliver his grim 
message erelong. 

Having fre(piently succeeded in extorting money 
from Dr. Pirinin, Mr. Tufton Hunt thought he could 
not do better than follow his banker across the Atlan- 
tic; and we need not de.scribe the annoyance and rage 
of the Doctor on tindiiig this black care still behind 
his back. He had not much to give; indeed the sum 
which he took away with him, and of which he robbed 
his son and his other creditors, was but small : but 
Hunt was bent upon having, a portion of this ; and, of 
course, hinted that, if the Doctor refused, he would 
carry to the New York press the particulars of Fir- 
min’s early career and latest defalcations. Mr. Hunt 
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had been under the gallery of the House of Commons 
half a dozen times, and knew our public men by sight. 
In the course of a pretty long and disreputable career 
he had learned anecdotes regarding members of the 
aristocracy, turfmen and the like ; and he offered to 
sell this precious knowledge of his to more than one 
American paper, as other amiable exiles from our 
country have done. But Hunt was too old, and his 
stories too stale for the New York public. They 
dated from (leorge IV., and the boxing and coaching 
times. He found but little markcit for his wares; 
and the tipsy parson reeled from tavern to bar, only 
the object of scorn to younger reprobates who de- 
spised his old-fashioned stories, and could top them 
with blac.kguardism of a much more modern date. 

After some two years’ sojourn in the United States, 
this worthy felt tlie passionate longing to revisit his 
native country which generous hearts often ex})eri- 
ence, and imuh* his way from Liverpool to London ; 
and when in London directed his sttq)s to the house of 
the Little, Sister, of which he expected to lind l^hilip 
still an inmat(‘. Although Hunt had been once kicked 
out of the premises, he felt little shame now about 
re-entering thmn. He had that in his pocket which 
would insure him respectful behavior from Philip. 
What were the circumstances under which that forged 
bill was obtained ? Was it a speculation between 
Hunt and Philip’s father? Did Hunt suggest that, 
to screen the elder Firmin from disgrac.e and ruin, 
Philip would assuredly take the bill up ? That a 
forged signature was, in fact, a better document than 
a genuine acceptance ? We shall never know the 
truth regarding this transactipn now. We have but 
the statements of the two parties concerned ; and as 
both of tlu^m, I grieve to say, are entirely unworthy 
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of credit, we must remain in ignorance regarding this 
matter. Perhaps Hunt forged Philip’s acceptance : 
perhaps his unhappy father wrote it : perhaps the 
Doctor’s story that the paper was extorted from him 
was true, perhaps false. What matters ? Both the 
men have passed away from amongst us, and will 
write and speak no more lies. 

Caroline was absent from home, when Hunt paid 
his first visit after his return from America. Her 
servant described the man, and his appearance. Mrs. 
Brandon felt sure that Hunt was her visitor, and fore- 
boded no good to Philip from the parson’s arrival. In 
former days we have seen how the Little Sister had 
found favor in tlie eyes of this man. The besotted 
creatur(', shunned of men, stained with crime, drink, 
debt, had still no little vanity in his composition, and 
gave liimself airs in the tavern parlors which he fre- 
quented, Be(tause he had been at the university 
tlurty years ago, his idea was that he was superior to 
ordinary men who had not had the benefit of an edu- 
cation at Oxford or Cambridge; and that tlie “snobs,” 
as he called tlieiu, respected him. He would assume 
grandiose airs in talking to a tradesman ever so 
w(^altliy ; spcjak to such a man by his surname ; and 
deem that he honored him by his patronage and con- 
versation. The Little Sister’s grammar, 1 liave told 
you, was not good ; her })oor little A’s were sadly 
irregular. A letter was a ])ainful task to her. She 
knew how ill she performed it, and that she was for- 
ever making blunders. 

She would invent a thousand funny little pleas and 
excuses for her faults of writing. With all the blun- 
ders of spelling, her little letters had a pathos which 
somehow brought tears into the eyes. The Rev. Mr. 
Hunt believed himself to be this woman’s superior. 



48 


THE ADVENTURES OE PHILIP 


He tliouglit liis niiivorsity education ^^ave him a claim 
upon h(U’ rcs[)ect, and draped himself and swaggered 
befort^ h(M‘ and otlnu’s in his dingy college gown. He 
had parad(*d Ids Master of Arts degree in many thou- 
saiid tavern ])ar]ors, wli(‘re his GrcM^k and l(*arniiig had 
got him a kind of respect. He ])atronized landlords, 
and strutted by hostivsses’ bars with a vinous leer or a 
ti})sy sohnnnity. He n)nsi have been very far gone 
and debased iud(‘-ed wlum lie could still think that he 
was any living man’s betttu*: — he, wlio ought to have 
wait(Ml on the waiter’s, and blae.ked Boots’s own shoes. 
When lie had reached a (H*rtain stage of li(pior he corn- 
inonly began to brag about the univeu’sity, and recite 
the titles of his friends of early days. Never was 
kicking more rigliteonsly admiiiisten'd than that which 
Philip once b(*stowed on this miscreant. The fellow 
took to th<' gutter as naturally as to Ids lied, Pirinin 
used to say ; and vowed that the washing there was a 
iiov(dty wldeh did him good. 

Mrs. Bramlon soon found that her surmises were 
correet r(‘garding lier nameless visitor. Next day, as 
she was watering souk; litth* llowers in her window? 
sin* looked from it, into the stnad, vvhm’o she saw the 
sliambling parson leering uj) at her. Wlam slie saw 
him he took otf his greasy hat and made her a bow. 
At the moment she saw him, she bdt that ho was come 
upon some errand hostile to Pldlip. She knew lie 
meant mis(‘hi(‘f as he looked u]) with that sodden 
face, those bloodshot eyes, those unshorn, grinning 
lips. 

She might have been inclined to faint, or disposed 
to scream, or to hide lierself from the man, the sight 
of whom she loathed. Slie did not faint, or hide her- 
self, or cry out : but she instantly nodded her head 
and smiled in the most engaging manner on that un- 
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welcome, dingy stranger. She went to her door; she 
opened it (though her heart beat so that you might 
have heard it, as she told her friend afterwards). She 
stood there a moment archly smiling at him, and she 
beckoned him into her lioiisc with a little gesture of 
welcome.' b](\ss us (these, I have reason to 

believe, were her V(‘ry words) — ‘^Law bless us, Mr. 
Hunt, where ever have you been this ever so long ? ’’ 
And a smiling face look(‘d at him n^solutely from 
under a neat cap and fresh ribbon. Why, I know 
some women can smile, and look at ease, when they 
sit down ill a dentist’s cliair. 

^^Law bless me, Mr. Hunt,” then says the artless 
creature, ‘^wdio ever would have thought of seeing 
7/0 a, I do dec] n’C‘ ! ” And she makes a nice cheery 
little curtsy, a3id looks cpiite gay, pleased, and pretty ; 
and so did Judith look gay, no doubt, and smile, and 
])rattJe before Holofernes; and tlnm of course she 
said, “Won’t you ste]) in?” And then Hunt swag- 
gered u]) the stey)S of the house, and entered the little 
parlor, iiito which the kind reader has often been 
conducted, with its neat little ornaments, its pictures, 
its glistening corner cupboard, and its well-scrubbed, 
sliiiiing furniture. 

“How is the Captain ?” asks the man (alone in the 
company of this Little Sister, the fellow’s own heart 
began to beat, and his bloodshot eyes to glisten). 

He had not heard about poor pa ? “ That shows 

how long you have been away 1 ” Mrs. Brandon re- 
marks, and mentions the date of her father’s fatal 
illness. Yes : she was alone now, and had to care 
for herself ; and straightway, I have no doubt, Mrs. 
Brandon asked Mr. Hunt whether he would “take” 
anything. Indeed, that good little \vonian was for- 
ever pressing her friends to “take” something, and 
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would have thought the laws of hospitality violated 
unless she had made this offer. 

Sunt was never known to refuse a proposal of this 
sort. He xvouJd take a taste of something — of some- 
thing warm. He had had fever and ague at New 
York, and the malady hung about him. Mrs. Bran- 
don was straightway very much interested to hear 
about Mr. Hunt’s complaint, and knew that a com- 
fortable glass was very efficacious in removing threat- 
ening fever. Her nimble, neat little hands mixed 
him a cup. He could not but see what a trim little 
housekeeper she was. ^^Ah, Mrs. Brandon, if 1 had 
had such a kind friend watching over me, I should not 
be such a wreck as I am ! ” he sighed. He must have 
advanced to a second, nay, a third glass, when he 
sighed and became sentimental regarding his own un- 
happy condition ; and Brandon owned to her friends 
afterwards that she made those glasses very strong. 

Having taken something,” in considerable quanti- 
ties, then, Hunt condescended to ask how his hostess 
was getting on, and liow were her lodgers ? How she 
was getting on ? Brandon drew the most cheerful 
picture of herself and her circumstances. The apart- 
ments let well and were never empty. Thanks to 
good Dr. Goodenougli and other friends, she had as 
much professional occupation as she could desire. 
Since you know who has left the country, she said, 
her mind had been (wer so much easier. As long as 
he was near, she never felt secure. But he was gone, 
and bad luck go witli him ! said this vindictive Little 
Sister. 

Was his son still lodging up stairs ? asked Mr. 
Hunt. 

On this, what does Mrs. Brandon do but begin a 
most angry attack upon Philip and his family. He 
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lodge there ? No, thank goodness ! She had had 
enough of him and his wife, with her airs and graces, 
and tlie children crying all night, and the furniture 
spoiled, and the bills not even paid ! “ I wanted him 

to think that me and Philip was friends no longer ; 
and Heaven forgive me for telling stories ! I know 
this fellow means no good to niilip; and before 
long I will know what he means, that I will,” she 
vowed. 

For, on the v(^ry day when Mr. Hunt paid her a 
visit, Mrs. Brandon came to see Philip’s friends, and 
acquaint them with Hunt’s arrival. We could not be 
sure that he was the bearer of the forged bill with 
whitdi poor Philip was threatened. As yet Hunt had 
made no allusion to it. But, though we are far from 
sanctioning deceit or hypocrisy, we own that we were 
not iwry angiy with the Little Sister for employing 
dissimulation in the present instance, and inducing 
Hunt to belli; ve that she was by no means an accom- 
plice of Philip. If Philip’s wife pardoned her, ought 
his friends to be less forgiving ? To do right, you 
know you must not do wrong; though I own this was 
one of tin; cases in which I am inclined not to deal 
very hardly with the, well-meaning little criminal. 

Now, Charlotte had to i)ardon (and for this fault, 
if not for some others, Charlotte did most heartily 
pardon) our little friend, for this reason, that Brandon 
most wantonly maligned her. When Hunt asked 
what sort of wife Philip had married ? Mrs. Bran- 
don declared that Mrs. Philip was a pert, odious little 
thing ; that she gave herself airs, neglected her chil- 
dren, bullied her husband, and what not; and, finally, 
Brandon vowed that she disliked Charlotte, and was 
very glad to get her out of the house : and that Philip 
was not the same Philip since he married her, and that 
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he gave himself airs, and was nide, and in all things 
led by his wife j and to get rid of them was a good 
riddance. 

Hunt gracefully suggested that quarrels between 
landladies and tenants were not unusual ; that lodgers 
sometimes did not pay tlu'ir rent punctually ; that 
others were unreasonably anxious about the comsump- 
tion of their groceries, li(|uors, and so forth ; and little 
Brandoii, who, rather than shnil a pennyworth from 
her I^hili}), would have cut \wy hand off, laughed at 
her guest’s joke, and pretended to be amused with his 
knowing hints that she was a rogue. Thertj was not 
a word he said but sh(‘. received it with a gracious 
acquiescence : she might shudder inwardly at the 
leering familiarity of the odious tipsy wretch, but she 
gave no outward sign of disgust or fear. She allowed 
him to talk as nui(*h as he would, in hopes that he 
would come to a subject whi(di deeply interested her. 
She asked about the Doctor, and what he vv^as doing, 
and whether it was likely that he would (‘ver be able 
to pay back any of that money which he had taken 
from his son ? And she sj)ok<* with an indifferent 
tone, ])r(dending to be v(uy busy over some work at 
which she was stitching. 

‘‘Oil, you are still hankering after him,” says the 
chaplain, winking a bloodshot eye. 

‘‘Hankering after that old man! What slioiihl [ 
care for him ? As if he hadn’t done me harm enough 
already ! ” cries po. r Caroline. 

“ Yes. But womtm don’t dislike a man the worse for 
a little ill-usage, ' suggests Hunt. Ko doubt the fellow 
had made his own exneriments on Avoman’s fidelity. 

“Well, I suppose,” says Brandon, with a toss of 
her head, “women may get tired as well as men. 
may n’t they ? I found out that man, and wearietl of 
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him years and years ago. Anotlier little drop out 
of the green bottle, Mr. Hunt! It’s very good for 
ague-fever, and keeps the cold fit off wonderful!” 

And Hunt drank, and he talked a little more — 
much more: and he gave his opinion of the elder 
Eirmin, and spoke of his chances of success, and of 
his rage for speculations, and doubted whether he 
would ever be able to lift his head again — though he 
might, he might still. He was in the country where, 
if ever a man could retrieve himself, he had a chance. 
And Philip was giving himself airs, was he ? He 
was always an arrogant chap, that Mr. Philip. And 
he had left her liotise ? and was gone ever so long? 
and where did he live now ? 

Then I am sorry to say Mrs. Brandon asked, how 
should s/ie know wliere Philip lived now ? She be- 
lieved it was near Gray’s Inn, or Lincoln’s Inn, or 
som(‘where ; and she was for turning the conversa- 
tion away from this snbj(‘ct altogether : and sought 
to do so by many lively remarks and ingenious little 
artifices which 1 can imagine, but whicdi she only in 
l)a,rt ac^knowledged to me — for you must know that as 
soon as her visitor took leave — to turn into the 
^‘Adniiral B^ng’’ public-house, and renew acquain- 
tance with the worthies assemblcMl in the parlor of 
that tavern, Mrs. Brandon ran away to a cab, drove 
in it to Philip’s house in Milman Street, where only 
Mrs. Philip was at home — and after a ban ale conver- 
sation with her, which puzzled Charlotte not a little, 
for Brandon would not say on what errand she came, 
and never mentioned Hunt’s arrival and visit to her, 
— the Little Sister made her way to another cab, and 
presently made her api)earance at the house of Philip’s 
friends in Queen Square. And here she informed me, 
how Hunt had arrived, and how she was sure he 
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meant no good to Philip, and how slie had told cer-* 
tain — certain stories which were not founded in fact 
— to Mr. Hunt; for the telling of which fibs I am 
not about to endeavor to excuse her. 

Though the interesting clergyman had not said one 
word regarding that bill of which Philip’s father had 
warned him, we believed that the document was in 
Hunt’s possession, and that it would be produced in 
due season. We happened to know where Philip 
dined, and sent him word to come to us. 

What can he mean ? ” the people asked at the 
table — a bachelors’ table at the Temple (for Philip’s 
good wife actually encouraged him to go abroad from 
time to time, and make merry with his friends). 

What can this mean ? ” and they read out the scrap 
of paper which he had cast down as he was summoned 
away. 

Philip’s correspondent wrote : — 

Dear Philip, — I believe the bearer of the bowstring 
has arrived ; and has been with the L. S. this very day.” 

The L. S. ? the bearer of the bowstring ? Not one 
of the bachelors dining in Parchment Buildings could 
read the riddle. Only after receiving the scrap of 
paper Philip had jumped up and left the room ; and 
a friend of ours, a sly wag and Don Juan of Pump 
Court, offered to take odds that there was a lady in 
the case. 

At the hasty little council which was convened at 
our house on the receipt of the news, the Little Sister, 
whose instinct had not betrayed her, was made ac- 
quainted with the precise nature of the danger which 
menaced Philip; and exhibited a fine hearty wrath 
when she heard how he proposed to meet the enemy. 
He had a certain sum in hand. He would borrow 
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more of his friends, who knew that he was an honest 
man. Tliis bill he would meet, whatever might come ; 
and avert at least this disgrace from his father. 

What ? Give in to those rogues ? Leave his 
children to starve, and his poor wife to turn drudge 
and house-servant, who was not fit for anything but 
a fine lady ? (There was no love lost, you see, be- 
tween these two ladies, who both loved Mr. Philip.) 
It was a sin and a shame ! Mrs. Brandon averred, 
and declared she thought Philip liad been a man of 
more spirit. Philip’s friend has before stated his 
own private sentiments regarding the calamity which 
menaced Firmin. To pay this bill was to bring a 
dozen more down upon him. Pliilip might as well 
resist now as at a later day. Such, in fact, was the 
opinion given by the reader’s very humble servant at 
command. 

My wife, on the other hand, took Philip’s side. 
She was very much moved at his announcement that 
lie would forgive his father this once at least, and en- 
deavor to cover his sin. 

As you hope to be forgiven yourself, dear Philip, 
T am sure you are doing right,” Laura said ; “ 1 am 
sure Charlotte will think so.” 

‘K)h, Charlotte, Charlotte!” interposes the Little 
Sister, rather peevishly; ‘^of course, Mrs. Philip 
thinks whatever her husband tells her ! ” 

In his own time of trial Philip has been met with 
wonderful succor and kindness,” Laura urged. See 
how one thing after another has contributed to help 
him! When he wanted, there were friends always 
at his need. If he wants again, I am sure my hus- 
band and I will share with him.” (I may have made 
a wry face at this ; for with the best feelings towards 
a man, and that kind of thing, you know it is not al- 
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ways convenient to be lending liiin five or six hun- 
dred pounds without security.) “ My dear husband 
and T will share with him,” goes on Mrs. Laura 
^‘woift we, Artlinr? Y(\s, Brandon, that we will. Be 
sure, Cluirlotte and the childrcni shall not want be- 
cause Philip covers his l'a,tlitn*\s wrong, and iiides it 
from the world ! God bless yon, dear friend ! ” and 
what does this woman do m^xt, and before her hus- 
band’s face? Actually she go(‘s nj) to Phil!}); she 
takt's his hand — and — Well, what took phic(‘ be- 
fore my own (‘V(‘s, 1 do not (dioose to write down. 

She ’s (uic'ouraging him to ruin th(^ children for 
the sake of that — thatwi(‘.ked old brut(‘ ! ” cries Mrs. 
Brandon. “ It's (uiough to provoke a saint, it is!” 
And sli(^ sciz('s nj) Iku* bonm^t from the table, and 
claj)S it on her lunxd, .and walks out of our room in a 
littl(‘ tempest of wrath. 

My wilh, (‘las]>ing Inu* hands, whispers a few words, 
which say : Forgiva^ us our tres])assps, a.s wv. forgive 
them who trespass ag.iinst us.” 

“ Yes,” says Phili]), viu-y much niovial. It is the 
Divine orrhu*. You ar(‘ right, th^xr Laura. T havu' 
had a. weary time ; and a buTible gloom of doubt and 
sadiu'ss over my mind whilst I liave b(‘en debating 
this matter, axid before 1 had determined to do as you 
would h'jvi^ me. But a gnaxt weight is oft my heart 
sima^ 1 ha,vt‘ bt>eu (unibled to see what my conduct 
sliould bo. What hundreds of struggling men as well 
as myself hav(‘ met with losses, and faced them ! I 
xvill pay this bill, .and 1 will warn the drawer to — to 
S])are nu' tor the future.” 

Now that the Litth^ Sister had gone away in her fit 
of indignation, you see 1 was left in a minority in the 
council of war, and th(^ opposition was quite too strong 
for me. I began to be of the majority’s opinion. I 
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dare say I am not the only gentleman wlio has been 
led round by a woman. We men of great strength of 
mind very frequently are. Yes : my wife convinced 
me with 2)assages from her text-book, admitting of no 
contradiction according to her judgment, that Philip’s 
duty was to forgive his father. 

And how lu(^ky it was we did not buy the chintzes 
that day ! ” says Tjaura, with a laugh. Do you 
know therti W(*re two which were so pretty that 
Charlotte could not make up her mind which of the 
two she would takc^ ? ” 

Philip roared oTit one of his laughs, which made 
the windows sluike. He was in great s])irits. For 
a man who was going to ruin liimself, he was in the 
most enviable good-liumor. Did Charlotte know 
about this — this cdaim which was impending over 
him? No. It iniglit mak(i her anxious, — poor lit-, 
tie thing ! Philip had not told her. He had thought 
of concealing tlu' matbn- from her. What need was 
th{*r(' to disturb lu*r rt'st, [)0or innocent child? You 
sec, we all tr(^at(Hl IMrs. Charlotte more or less like a 
child. Phili|) ])lay<‘(l with lun*. fl. »[., the painter, 
(joaxcd and dandled hei*, so to speak. The Little 
►Sister loved her, but (Certainly with a love that was 
not res])ectrul ; and Chaidotte took everybody’s good- 
will with a ph^a-sant nn^ekness and sweet smiling con- 
tent. It was not for Laura to give advic(i to man 
and wile (as if the woman Avas not always giving lec- 
tures to Philip and his young wife !) ; but in the pres- 
ent iiista.n(',e she tliouglit Mrs. Philip certainly ought 
to know what Philip’s real situation was ; what dan- 
ger was menacing; ‘^an<l hoAV admirable and right, 
and Christian — and you Avill have your reward for 
it, dear Phili]) ! ” interjects the enthusiastic lady — 
“your conduct has been!” 
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When we came, as we straightway did in a cab, to 
Charlotte’s house, to expound the matter to her, good- 
ness bless us ! she was not shocked, or anxious, or 
frightened at all. Mrs. Brandon had just been with 
her, and told her of what was happening, and she had 
said ‘‘ Of course, Philip ought to help his father ; and 
Brandon had gone away quite in a tantrum of anger, 
and had really been cpiite rude ; and she should not 
pardon her, only she knew how dearly the Little 
Sister loved Philip; and of course they must help 
Dr. Pirmin; and what -dreadful, dreadful distress he 
must have been in to do as he did ! But he had 
warned Philip, you know,” and so forth. And as 
for the chintzes, Laura, why 1 suppose we must go on 
with the old shabby covers. You know they will do 
very well till next year.” This was the way in which 
Mrs. Charlotte received the news which Philip had 
concealed from her, lest it should terrify her. As if 
a loving woman was ever very much frightened at 
being called upon to share her husband’s misfortune ! 

As for the little case of forgery, I don’t believe the 
young person could ever be got to see the heinous 
nature of Dr. Firmin’s offence. The desperate little 
logician seemed rather to pity the father than the son 
in the business. “How dreadfully pressed he must 
have been when he did it, poor man ! ” she said. 
“ To be sure, he ought not to have done it at all ; but 
think of his necessity ! That is what I said to Bran- 
don. Kow, there’s little Philip’s cake in the cup- 
board which you brought him. Now suppose papa 
was very hungry, and went and took some without 
asking Philly, he would n’t be so very wrong, 1 think, 
would he ? A child is glad enough to give for his 
father, is n’t he ? And when I said this to Brandon, 
she was so rude and violent, I really have no patience 
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with her ! And she forgets that I am a lady, and ” 
etc., etc. So it appeared tlie Little Sister had made 
a desperate attempt to bring over Charlotte to her 
side, was still minded to rescue Philip in spite of him- 
self, and had gone off in wrath at her defeat. 

We looked to the Doctor’s letters, and ascertained 
tlie date of the bill. It had crossed the water and 
would be at Philip’s door in a very few days. Had 
Hunt brouglit it? The rascal would have it pre- 
s(Mited through some regular channel, no doubt ; and 
Pliilip and all of us totted up ways and means, and 
strove to make the slender figures look as big as pos- 
sible, as the thrifty housewife puts a patch here and 
a darn there, and cuts a little slice out of this old 
garment, so as to make the poor little frock serve for 
winter wear. We had so much at the banker’s. A 
friend might helj) with a little advance. We would 
fairly ask a loan from the Ileview.” We were in a 
scrape, but we would meet it. And so with resolute 
hearts, we would prepare to receive the Bearer of the 
Bowstring. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

THE HEARER OF THE BOWSTRINO. 

The poor Little Sister trudged away from Milman 
Street exasperated witli Pliilij), with Pliilip’s wife, 
and with the determination of the pair to accept the 
hopeless ruin impending ovm* tlnmi. ‘^Tlireo hun- 
dred and eighty-six pounds four and lhrt*e-pence/’ 
she tliought, “ to pay for that wicked old villain ! It 
is more than poor Philip is woi-th, with all his savings 
and his little sticks of furniture. I know what he 
will do: lie will borrow of the money-lenders, and' 
give those lulls, and rcmew tliem, and end by ruin. 
Wlum he have paid this bill, that old villain will 
forge anoth(U', and tliat [)recious wife of liis will tell 
him to pay that, T suj)pose ; and those little darlings 
will be begging for bn‘ad, unless tlu'y come and eat 
mine, to which — God bless them ! — they arc; always 
welcome.” She calculat(;d — it was a sum not diffi- 
cult to reckon — the amount of her own little store of 
saved ready money. To [lay four hundred pounds 
out of such an iiicmne as ldiili])\s, she felt, Avas an 
attempt vain a,nd iiujiossible. e And he nuistp’t have 
my poor little stocking now,” she argued ; “they will 
want that presently when their pride is broken down, 
as it will be, and my darlings are hungering for their 
dinner ! ” Revolving this dismal matter in her mind, 
and scarce knowing where to go for comfort and 
counsel, she made her way to her good friend, Dr. 
Goodenough, and found that worthy man, who had 
always a welcome for his Little Sister. 
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She found Goodeiiough iiloiie in his great dining- 
room, taking a very slender meal, after visiting his 
hospital and his fifty patients, among wlioiii I think 
there were more poor than rich ; and the good sleepy 
Doctor wokii uj) with a vejigeance, wlieh he lieard his 
little nurse's news, and fired off a volh^y of angry lan- 
guage against Philip and his scoundrel of a father; 

which it was a comfort to hear liim,” little Drandon 
told us afterwards. Then Goodeiiough trotted out of 
the dining-room into the adjoining library and con- 
sulting-room, whither his old friend followed him. 
Then lie ]mll(*d out a hunch of keys and opened a 
secretaire, from whh'h he took a parchment-covered 
volumo, on which J, Goodeuoiujh. /sVy., M. />., was 
written in a fine legible hand, — and which, in fact, 
w;is a bank(U’’s book. 'Hie insjiee-tion of the MS. vol- 
ume in qu(‘stion must have pleas(‘d tlui worthy physi- 
cian; for a grin came over his \ent‘rable features, and 
he straightway drew out of the desk a slim volume of 
gray paper, on (iacdi iiage of wliich wcu'e inscribed the 
liigldy rt‘spectable naiin^s of IVIessrs. Stunqiy and 
Howdy and Co., of Lombard Str(‘et, Hankers. On a 
slip of gray papc'r the Doidor wrote a prescri})tion for 
a draught, statini siinieadiis — {iidrcrnght — mark my 
pleasantry) — which he handed over to his little 
friend. 

“There, you little fool!’’ said he. “The father is 
a rascal, but the boy is a fine hdlow ; and you, you 
little silly thing, I must help in this business myself, 
or you will go and ruin yourscdf ; I know you will ! 
Offer this to the fellow for his hill. Or, stay ! How 
much money is there in the house ? Perhaps the 
sight of notes and gold will tempt him more than a 
check.” And the Doctor emptied his pockets of all 
tlie fees which happened to be therein — I don’t know 
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how many fees of shining shillings and sovereigns, 
neatly wrapped up in ])apor ; and ho emptied a drawer 
in wliieli there was more silver and gold: and he 
trotted up to his bedroom, and came panting, pres- 
ently, down stairs witli a fat little pocket-book, con- 
taining a bundle of notes, and, with one thing or 
another, he made up a sum of — 1 won’t mention 
what ; but this sum of money, I say, he thrust into 
the Ijittle Sister’s hand, and said, ^‘Try the fellow 
with this. Little Sister; and see if you can get the bill 
from him. Don’t say it’s my money, or the scoundrel 
will be for having twenty shillings in the pound. Say 
it’s yours, and there ’s no more where that came from; 
and coax him, and wheedle him, and tell him plenty 
of lies, my dear. It w'on’t break your heart to do 
that. What an immortal scoundrel Brummel Firmin 
is, to be sure ! Though, by the way, in two more 
cases at the hospital I hav(i tried that — ” And here 
the Doctor w(*nt off into a professional conversation 
with his favorite nurse, which I could not presume to 
repeat to any non-inedicjil men. 

The Little Sister bade God bless Doctor Good- 
enough, and wiped her glistening eyes with her hand- 
kerchief, and put away the notes and gol^ with a 
trembling little hand, and trudged off with a light- 
some step and a hap])y heart. Arrived at Tl^tenham 
Court Koad, she thought, shall J go home, or shall I 
go to poor Mrs. Philip and take her this money ? 'No. 
Their talk that day had not been very pleasant; 
words, very like high words, had passed between 
them, and our Little Sister had to own to herself 
that she had been rather rude in her late colloquy 
with Charlotte. And she was a proud Little Sister : 
at least she did not care for to own that she had been 
hasty or disresi)ectful in her conduct to that young 
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woman. She had too much spirit for that. Have we 
ever said that our little fri(‘iid was oxcmipt from the 
prejudices and vanities of this wicked world ? W(‘ll, 
to rescue Philip, to secure the fatal bill, to go with it 
to Charlotte, and say,N “ There, Mrs. Pliilip, there \s 
your husband’s liberty.” It would be a rare triumph, 
that it would! And Pliili]) would promise, on his 
honor, that this should be the last and only bill he 
would pay for that wretched old father. With these 
happy thoughts swelling in her little h(\art, Mrs. 
Brandon made her way to the familiar house in 
Thornhaugh Street, and Avould have a little bit of 
supper, so she would. And laid her own little cloth ; 
and set forth her little forks and spoons, whicli wt‘re 
as bright as rubbing could make them ; and I am au- 
thorized to state that her repast consisted of two nice 
little l|Lmb-(;hops, whicdi she purchased from her neigh- 
bor, Mr. Chump, in Totbudiam Court Eoad, after a 
pleasant little conversation with that gentleman and 
his good lady. And, with her bit of sui)per, after a 
day’s work, our little friend would sometimes indulge 
in a glass — a little glass — of something comfortable. 
The case-bottle was in the cupboard, out of which her 
poor Pa had been wont to mix his tumblers for many 
a long day. So, having prepared it with her own 
hands, down she sat to her little meal, tired and 
happy ; and as she thought of the occurren(!(\s of tlui 
day, and of the rescue which had come so o])portunely 
to her beloved Philip and his children, I am sure she 
said a grace before her meat. 

Her candles being lighted and her blind up, any one 
in the street could see that her chamber was occu- 
pied ; and at about ten o’(dock at night there came a 
heavy step clinking along the ])avement, the sound of 
which, I have no doubt, made the Little Sister start a 
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little. The heavy foot paused before her window, 
and presently (dattered up the stops of her di)or. 
Then, as her boll rang — I consider it is most proba- 
ble that her cheek flushed a little — she went to her 
hall-door and opened it herself. Lor’, is it you, Mr. 
Hunt ? Well, I never ! that is, 1 thought you might 
come. Iteally, now” — and with the moonlight be- 
hind him the dingy Hunt swaggered in. 

^‘How comfortable you looked at your little table,” 
says Hunt, with his hat over his eye. 

Won’t you step in and sit down to it, and take 
something ? ” asks the smiling liosb^ss. 

Of course, Hunt woidd take sonu'thing. And the 
greasy hat is taken off his head with a flourish, and 
he struts into the poor Tuttle Sister’s little room, 
pulling a wisj) of grizzling hair, and endeavoring to 
assume a careless, fashionable look. The dingy hand 
had seized the case-bottle in a moment. ‘^What! 
you do a little in this way, do you?” he says, and 
winks amiabl}^ at Mrs. Hrandon and th(^ bottle. She 
takes ever so little, she owns ; and reminds him of 
days which ho must remember, when she had a wine- 
glass, out of poor Pa’s tumblin'. A bright little kettle 
is singing on the fire, — wnll not Mr. Hunt mix a 
glass for himself ? She takes a bright beakin' from 
the eorner-cu])board, which is n(*ar her, with her keys 
hanging from it. 

Oh — ho ! that ’s where we keep the ginnims, is 
it ? ” says the graceful Hunt, with a laugh. 

“ My papa always kept it there,” says Caroline, 
meekly.* And whilst her back is turned to fetch a 
canister from the cupboard, she knows that the astute 
Mr. Hunt has taken the opportunity to fill a good 
large measure from the square bottle. Make your^ 
self welcome,” says the Little Bister, in her gay, art- 
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less way ; there ’s more where that came from ! ” 
And Hunt drinks his hostess’s health : and she bows 
to him, cand smiles, and sips a little from her own 
glass ; and the little lady looks quite pretty, and rosy, 
and bright. Her cheeks are like apples, her figure is 
trim and graceful, and always attired in the neatest- 
fitting gown. By the comfortable light of the can- 
dles on her sparkling tables, you scarce see the silver 
lines in her light hair, or tlie marks which time has 
made round her eyes. Iliint gazes on her with 
admiration. 

“Why,” says he, “T vow you look younger and 
prettier than wlnm — when I saw you first.” 

“Ah, Mr. Hunt ! ” cries Mrs. lh*andon, with a flush 
on her cheek, which beconu's it, “don’t recall that 
time, or that — that wretch who served me so cruel ! ” 

“Up was a scoundrel, Caroline, to treat as he did 
such a woman as you 1 The fellow has no i)i‘inciple : 
he was a bad one from the beginning. Why, he 
ruincHl me as w(dl as you ; got me to play ; run me 
into debt ly introducing me to his fine companions. 
I was a simple young fellow then, and thought it was 
a fine thing to live with fellow-commoners and noble- 
mcm who drove tlnir tandems and gave their grand 
dinners. It was he that led me astray, I tell you. 
I might liave Ijeen Fellow of my college — had a liv- 
ing — marricMl a good wif(^ — risen to be a bishop, by 
George ! — for I had great talents, Caroline ; only I 
was so confounded idle, and fond of the cards and 
the bon(\s.” 

“The bones?” cries Caroline, with a bewildered 
look. 

“The dice, my dear! Steven’s the main ’ was my 
ruin. ^ Seven ’s the main ’ and eleven ’s the nick to 
seven. That used to be the little game ! ” And he 
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made a graceful gesture with his empty wine-glass, 
as though he were tossing a pair of dice on the table. 
^‘The man next to me in lecture is a bishop now, and 
I could knock his head off in Greek iambics and Latin 
hexameters too. In my second year I got the Latin 
declamation prize, I tell you — ” 

Brandon always said you wore one of the clever- 
est men at the college, lie always said thaty 1 re> 
member,’’ remarks the lady, very respectfully. 

Did he ? He did say a good word for me then ? 
Brummel Firmin was n’t a clever man ; he was n’t a 
reading man. Whereas T would back myself for a 
Sapphic ode against any man in my college*. — against 
any man ! Thank you. You do mix it so iiiKJommon 
hot and well, there’s no saying no; indeed, there 
ain’t ! Though I have had enough — upon my honor, 
I have.” 

“ Lor’ ! I thought you men could drink anything ! 
And Mr. Brandon — Mi\ Firmin you said ? ” 

Well, I said Brummel Firmin was a swell some- 
how. He had a sort of grand manner with him — ” 

“ Yes, he had,” sighed Caroline. And I dare say 
her thoughts wandered back to a time long, long ago, 
when this grand gentleman had captivated her. 

“And it was trying to keep up with him that 
ruined me ! I quarrelled with my poor old governor 
about money, of course ; grew idle, and lost my Fel- 
lowship. Then the bills came down upon me. I tell 
you, there are some of my college ticks ain’t paid 
now.” 

“ College ticks ? Law ! ” ejaculates the lady, 
^<And — ” 

“ Tailors’ ticks, tavern ticks, livery-stable ticks — 
for there were famous hacks in our days, and 1 used 
to hunt with the tij)-top men. I was n’t bad acros.3 
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country, I was n’t. But we can’t keep the j)ace with 
those rich fellows. We try, and they go ahead — 
they ride us down. Do you think, if I hadn’t been 
very hard up, I would have done what I did to you, 
Caroline ? You poor little innocent suffering thing. 
It was a shame. It was a shame ! ” 

Yes, a shame it was,” cries Caroline. “And that 
I never gainsay. You did deal hard with a poor girl, 
both of you.” 

“It was rascally. But Pirmin was the worst. 
He had me in his power. It was he led me wrong. 
It was he drove me into debt, and then abroad, and 
then into (pi — into jail, perhaps : and then into this 
kind of thing.” (“This kind of thing” has before 
been explained elegantly to signify a tumbler of hot 
grog.) “And my father wouldn’t see me on his 
death-bed; and my brothers and sisters broke with 
me ; and I owe it all to Brummel Firmin — all. Do 
you think, after ruining me, he ought n’t to pay me ? ” 
and again he tlium[)S a dusky hand upon the table. 
It made dingy marks on the poor Little Sister’s spot- 
loss tablociloth. It rubbed its owner’s forehead, and 
lank, grizzling hair. 

“And me, Mr. Hunt? What do he owe me?” 
asks Hunt’s hostess. 

“ Caroline ! ” cries Hunt, “ I have made Brummel 
Firmin pay me a good bit back already, but I ’ll have 
more;” and he thumped his breast, and thrust his 
hand into his breast-])Ocket as he spoke, and clutched 
at something within. 

“ It is there ! ” thought Caroline. She might turn 
pale ; but he did not reinark her pallor. He was all 
intent on drink, on vanity, on revenge. 

“ I have him, I say. He owes me a good bit ; and 
he has paid me a good bit ; and he shall pay me a 
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good bit more,. Do you think T am a fellow who will 
be ruined and insulted, and won't revenge myself? 
You should ha,v(i s(*('n his fa(U3 wlieii 1 turned up at 
New York at tin* ^ Astor House/ and said, ^ Brummel, 
old fellow, h(‘re 1 am,' I said ; and he turned as 
white — as white as this tableelotli. ^7 7/ never 
leave you, my boy,’ 1 said. MHluu- fellows may go 
from you, but old Tom Hunt will stick to you. Let’s 
go into the bar and have a. drink!’ and he was 
obliged to conu‘. And 1 liav<‘ him now in my ]K.)W(‘r, 
1 tell you. And when T say to him, n>rummel, liave 
a drink,’ drink h(‘ must. His bald old h(‘ad must go 
into the ])ail!” AtuI Mr. Hunt laughed a laugh 
which I dare say was not agreeabh*. 

After a paus(‘ lie wtuit on : ‘‘ Oarolim* ! do you hate 
him, T say ? or do you lik(‘ a fellow who di'siwtcd you 
and treat(‘d you liki^ a s(*oundr(d ? Som(‘ women do. 
I could t(dl ol wonu'u who do. J (Mudd bdl you of 
other hdlows, ])('rhaps, but I won't. Do you hate 
Brummel Firmin, that ))ald-lu^ad(‘(l Brum — hy])o- 
(•,rit(\ and that — that insohmt rascal who laid his 
hand on a clergyman, and an old imui, by Cteorgi*, and 
hit me— and hit im* in that. strei‘t. Do you hate 
him, T sa,y ! Hoo ! ho<> ! hick! I ’v(* got ’(un both! 
— lien', in my ])Ock<d; — both I ” 

“ You hav(‘ got — what ? ” ga,s]H*d ( Caroline. 

have got their — liallo ! stoji. wliat ’s that to 
you what T 'v(* got?” And lu' sinks back in his 
chair, and grins, and le(‘rs, and triumphantly tosses 
Ids glass. 

‘^Well, it ain’t much to me; T — T never got any 
good out of eitlu'r of ’(un y(‘t,” says ])Oor Caroline, 
with a, sinking heart, ^n^et’s talk about somebody 
else than them two plagu(»s. B(‘caus(i you were a 
little merry one night — and I don't mind what a 
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gentleman sjiys when he has had a ^lass — for a great 
big strong nnin to hit an old one — ’’ 

“ To strike a ch‘rgyman ! ” yells Hunt. 

Jt was a shame — a cowardly shame ! And I 
gave it him for it, 1 promise you ! cries Mrs. 
Brandon. 

^H3n your honor, now, do you hate knn ? ” cries 
Hunt, startling uj), and clinching his list, and drop- 
])ing again into his (diair. 

“ Have 1 any reason to love ’em, IMr. Hunt? Do 
sit down and ha.ve a. little — ” 

‘‘No: you have no reason to like ’em. You hate 
Vm — T h:it(^ ’(Uii. Look here. Promise — ’pon your 
honor, now, Carolim^ — T ’ve got ’(un both, I tell you. 
Strike a chu’gyman, will he? What do you say to 
that ? ” 

And starting from his chair once more, and sup- 
porting himself against the wall (where hung one of 
»I. J.’s pi('tures of Philip), Hunt pulls out the greasy 
j) 0 ('k(‘t-book on(*.(* more, and fumbles amongst the 
greasy contents : and as the pajiers flutter on to the 
door and th<‘ table, h(‘ pounccss down on one with a 
dingy haml, and yidls a laugh, and says, T ’vc 
(M)tcluMl you ! That 's it. What do you say^ to that? 
— ‘ London, July Ith. — Five months after date, I 
])romise to ])iy to — ’ No, you don’t.” 

“jja! Mr. Hunt, won’t you h‘t me look at it?” 
cries the hosb'ss. ‘‘Whatever is it? A bill? My 
pa had plenty of ’em.” 

“ What, ? with candles in the room ? No, you 
don’t, 1 say.” 

“ What, is it ? Won’t you tell me ? ” 

“ It’s th(* young om^'s acci'ptance of the old man’s 
draft,” says Hunt, hissing and laughing. 

“ 1^’or how^ much ? ” 
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Three hundred and eighty-six four three — 
that ’s all ; and I guess I can get more where that 
came from!’’ says Hunt, laughing more and more 
cheerfully. 

What will you take for it ? I ’ll buy it of you,” 
cries the Little Sister, ‘a — I ’ve seen plenty of my 
pa’s bills ; and I ’ll — I ’ll discount this, if you like.” 

“ What ! are you a little discounter ? Is that the 
way you make your money, and the silver spoons, 
and the nice supper, and every tiling delightful about 
you ? A little discouiitess, are you — you little rogue ? 
Little discouiitess, by George ! How much will you 
give, little discouiitess ? ” And the reverend gentle- 
man laughs and winks, and drinks and laughs, and 
tears twinkle out of his tipsy old c^yes, as lie wipes 
them with one hand, and again says, ^^How much 
will you give, little discouiitess ? ” 

When poor Caroline went to her cupboard, and 
from it took the notes and the gold which she had 
had we know from vvliom, and added to these out of 
a cunning box a little heap of her own private sav- 
ings, and with trembling hands poured the notes, and 
the sovereigns, and the shillings into a dish on the 
table, T never heard accurately how much she laid 
down. But she must have spread out everything she 
had in the world ; for she felt her pockets and 
emptied them ; and, tapping her head, she again ap- 
plied to the cupboard, and took from thence a little 
store of spoons and forks, and then a brooch, and 
then a watch ; and she piled these all up in a dish, 
and she said, ‘'Now, Mr. Hunt, I will give you all 
these for that bill.” And she looked up at Philip’s 
picture, which hung over the parson’s bloodshot, 
satyr face. "Take these,” she said, "and give me 
that I There ’s two hundred pound, 1 know ; and 
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there thirty -four, and two eighteen, thirty-six eigh- 
teen, and there’s the plate and watch, and I want 
that bill.” 

“ What ? hav(3 you got all this, you little dear ? ” 
cried Hunt, di’opi)iiig back into his chair again. 
‘‘Why, you’re a little fortune, by Jove — a pretty 
little fortune, a little discountess, a little wife, a little 
fortune. I say, I ’in a university man ; I could write 
alcaics once as well as any man. I ’m a gentleman. 
I say, how mu(*.h haoe you got ? Count it over again, 
my dear.” 

And again she told him the amount of the gold, 
and the notes, and the silver, and the number of the 
poor little spoons. 

A thought came across the fellow’s boozy brain: 

If you offer so iimeh,'’ says he, and you ’re a little 
discountess, the bill 's worth more ; that fellow must 
be making his fortune ! Or do you know about it ? 
I say, do you know about it? No. I’ll have my 
bond. I ’ll hav(3 my bond ! ” And he gave a tipsy 
imitation of Shylock, and lurched back into his chair, 
and laughed. 

Let ’s have a little more, and talk about things,” 
said the poor Little Sister ; and she daintily heaped 
her little treasures and arranged them in her dish, 
and smiled u])()ii the ])arsoii laughing in his chair. 

“ Caroline,” says he, after a pause, “ you are still 
fond of that old bald-headed scoundrel ! That ’s it ! 
Just like you women — just like, but I won’t tell. No, 
no, I won’t tell ! You are fond of that old swindler 
still, T say ! Wherever did you get that lot of money ? 
Look here now — with that, and this little bill in my 
pocket, there’s enough to carry us on for ever so 
long. And when this money’s gone, I tell you I 
know who ’ll give' us more, and who can’t refuse us, 
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I tell you. Look here, Caroline, dear Caroline ! I ’m 
an old fellow, T know ; but T ’m a good follow : I 
a classical scholar : and I a gentleman/^ 

The classical scholar and gontleinan bleared over 
his words as he uttered them, and with his vinous 
eyes and sordid face gave a leer, which must have 
frightened the poor little lady to whom he proffered 
himself as a suitor, for she startcHl back with a pallid 
face, and an aspect of such dislike and terror, that 
even her guest remarked it. 

^‘1 said I was a scholar and gentleman,’^ ho shrieked 
again. ‘‘Do you doubt it? I am as good a man as 
Brummel Firmin, I say. I ain’t so tall. But 111 
do a copy of Latin alcaios or (xroek iambics against 
him or any man of my widght. Do you mean to in- 
sult me ? Donl I know who you are ? Are you 
better than a Master of Arts and a clergyman ? He 
went out in inedioiiie, Firmin did. Do you mean, 
when a Master of Arts and classical scholar offers 
you his hand ami fortune, that you I’e above him and 
refuse him, by George ? ” 

The Little Sister was growing bewildered and 
frightened by the nian’s energy and horrid looks. 
“Oh, Mr. Hunt!^’ she cried, “see here, take tliis! 
See — there are two hundred and thirty — thirty-six 
pounds and all these things ! Take them, and give 
me that pap^r.” 

“ Sovereigns, and notes, and spoons, and a watch, 
and what I have in my pocket — and that ainl much 
— and Flrmin’s bill ! Three hundred and eighty-six 
four three. It ’s a fortune, my dear, with economy ! 
1 wonl have you going on being a nurse and that^ 
kind of thing, I a scholar and a gentleman — I * 
am — and that place ain^t fit for Mrs. Hunt. Wo 11 
first spend your money. No ; wte 11 first spend my 
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money — three hundred and eighty-six and — and 
hang the change — and wlieu that’s gone, we 11 have 
another bill from that bald-headed old scoundrel : and 
his son who struck a poor cier— ■ We will, I say, 
Caroline — we — ’’ 

The wretch was suiting actions to his words, and 
rose once more, advancing towards his hostess, who 
shrank back, laughing lialf-hysterically, and retreating 
as the other n(*jm*d her. Behind her was that cup- 
board wliich had contaim^d h(*r poor little treasure 
and other stores, and ap[)ended to the lock of which 
her keys were still hanging. As the brute approached 
her, she fl\ing back tlie ciipb(»ard-door smartly upon 
him. The keys strui'k him on the head ; and bleed- 
ing, and with a curse and a cry, he fell back on his 
chair. 

In the cupboard was that bottle which she had re- 
ceived from America not long since ; and about which 
she had talked with (Joodeuough on that very day. 
It has been used twice or thrice by his direction, by 
liosj)ital surgeons, and uiuhn* her eye. She suddenly 
seized this botth\ As the riiffian ])eforG her uttered 
his im])r(*eations of wrath, she poured out a quantity 
of the contents of the bottle on her handkerchief. 
She said, Oh ! Mr. Hunt, have I hurt you ? I did n’t 
mean it. But you should n t — you should n’t frighten 
a lonely w^omaii so ! Here, let me bathe you ! Smell 
this ! It will — it will do you — good — it will — it 
will, indeed.” The li,iudkerchief was over his face. 
Bewildered by drink before, the fumes of the liquor 
which he was absorbing served almost instimtly to 
overcome him. He struggled for a moment or two. 
‘'Stop — stop! you’ll be better in a inouicnt,” she 
whispered. “Oli, yes! better, quite better!” She 
squeezed more of the liquor from the bottle on 
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to the handkerchief. In a minute Hunt was quite 
inanimate. 

Then the little pale woman leaned over him, and 
took the pocket-book out of his pocket, and from it 
the bill which bore Philip’s name. As Hunt lay in 
stupor before her, she now squeezed more of the liquor 
over his head j and tlieii thrust the bill into the lire, 
and saw it burn to ashes. Then she put back the 
pocket-book into Hunt’s breast. She said afterwards 
that she never should have thought about that Chloro- 
form, but for her brief conversation with Dr. Good- 
enough that evening, regarding a case in which she 
had employed the new remedy under his orders. 

How long did Hunt lie in that stupor? It seemed 
a whole long night to Caroline. She said afterwards 
that the thought of that act that night made her hair 
grow gray. Poor little head ! Indeed, she would have 
laid it down for Philip. 

Hunt, I suppose, came to himself when the hand' 
kerchief was withdrawn, and the fumes of the potent 
liquor ceased to work on his brain. He was very 
much frightened and bewildered. What was it ? 
Where am I ? ” he asked in a husky voice. 

^‘It was the keys struck you in the cupboard-door 
when you — you ran against it,” said pale Caroline. 

Look ! you are all bleeding on the head. Let me 
dry it.’’ 

No ; keep off ! ” cried the terrified man. 

Will you have a cab to go home ? The poor gen- 
tleman hit himself against the cupboard-door, Mary. 
You remember him here before, don’t you, one night ? ” 
And Caroline, with a shrug, pointed out to her maid, 
whom she had summoned, the great square bottle of 
spirits still on the table, and indicated that there lay 
the cause of Hunt’s bewilderment. 
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Are you better now ? Will you — will you — 
take a little more refreshment ? asked Caroline. 

^^No!” he cried with an oath, and with glaring, 
bloodshot eyes he lurched towards his hat. 

“ Lor’, Mum ! what ever is it ? And this smell in 
the room, and all this here heap of money and things 
on the table ? ” 

Caroline flung open her window. “ It ’s medicine, 
which Dr. Goodeiiough has ordered for one of his 
patients. I must go and see her to-night,” she said. 
And at midnight, looking as pale as death, the Little 
Sister went to the Doctor’s house, and roused him up 
from his bed, and told him the story here narrated. 
“I offered him all you gave me,” she said, “and all I 
had in the world besides, and he would n’t — and — ” 
Here she broke out into a fit of hysterics. The Doc- 
tor had to ring up his servants ; to administer reme- 
dies to his little nurse ; to put her to bed in his 
own house. 

“By the immortal Jove,” he said afterwards, “I 
had a great mind to beg her never to leave it ! But 
that my housekeeper would tear Caroline’s eyes out, 
Mrs, Brandon should be welcome to stay forever. 
Except her A’s, that woman has every virtue: con- 
stancy, genthuiess, generosity, cheerfulness, and the 
courage of a lioness ! To think of that fool, that dan- 
dified idiot, that triple ass,* Eirmin ” — (there were 
few men in the world for whom Goodenough enter- 
tained a greater scorn than for his late confrerey Firmin 
of Old Parr Strec^t) — ‘Hhiiik of the villain having 
possessed such a treasure — let alone his having de- 
ceived and deserted her — of his having possessed 
such a treasure and flung it away! Sir, I always 
admired Mrs. Brandon; but T think ten thousand 
times more highly of her, since her glorious crime, 
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and most righteous roibbery. If the villain had died, 
dropped dead in the street — the drunken miscreant, 
forger, housebreaker, assassin — so that no punish- 
ment could have fallen upon poor Brandon, I think I 
should have respected her only the more ! ” 

At an early hour Dr. Goodenough had thought 
proper to s('nd off m(*ssengers to Bliilip and myself, 
and to make us acquaintt‘d with the strange adventure 
of the previous night. We both hastened to him. I 
myself was summoned, no doubt, in eons(Hpience of 
my ])rofound legal knowhnlge, Avhich might be of use 
in poor little Caroline’s present trouble. And Bhilip 
came because she longed to see him. By some instinct 
she knew when he arrived. She crept down from the 
chamber where the Doctor’s hous(^k(iepiu' had laid her 
on a bed. She knocked iit the Doctor’s study, where 
we were all in consul ta,tion. She (5ame in quite pale, 
and tottered towards Philip, and filing h(‘rself into his 
arms, with a burst of tears that greatly relieved her 
excitement and fever. Firmiu was scarcely less 
moved. 

You ’ll pardon me for what T have done, I^hilip,” 
she sobbed. If they — if they take me up, you won’t 
forsake me ? ” 

Forsake you ? Pardon you ? Come and live with 
us, and never l(\ave us ! ” cried Philij). 

I don’t think Mrs. Hiilip would like that, dear,” 
said the little woman sobbing on his arm; ^^but ever 
since the Grey Friars sidiool, when you were so ill, 
you have been like a son to me, and somehow I 
could n’t help doing that last night to that villain — 
I couldn’t.” 

“Serve the scoundrel right. Never deserved to 
come to life again, my dear,” said Dr. Goodenough. 
“Don’t you be exciting yourself, little Brandon! I 
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must have you sent back to li<i down on your bed. 
Take her up, Philip, to the little room next mine ; and 
order her to lie down and be as quiet as a mouse. 
You are not to move till 1 give you leave, Brandon — 
mind that, and ooim^ ba(*k to \is, Firmin, or we shall 
have the patients eomiiig.” 

8o l^hilip led away tliis ]>()or Little Sister ; and 
trembling, and elinging to his arm, she returned to 
the room assigned to her. 

8ho wants to be alone with him,’’ the Doctor said ; 
and ke spoke a brief word or two of that strange de- 
lusion under which the little woman labored, that this 
was her dead child come ba(tk to her. 

know that is in her mind,” Goodenough said; 
^^she never got over that brain fever in which 1 found 
her. If I were to swear her on the book, and say, 
‘Brandon, don’t you believe he is your son alive 
again ? ’ she would not dare to say no. 8he will 
leave him everytliing she has got. I only gave her 
so much less than that scouudrers bill yesterday, be- 
cause T knew she would like to contribute her own 
share. It would liave off(‘nded her mortally to have 
been left out of the subscription. They like to sacri- 
fice themselves. Why, there are women in India who, 
if not allowed to roast with their dead husbands, 
wo\ild die of vexation.” And by this time Mr. Philip 
came striding back into the^om again, rubbing a pair 
of very red eyes. 

“Long ere this, no doubt, that drunken ruffian is 
sobered, and knows that the bill is gone. He is likely 
enough to accuse her of the robbery,” says the Doctor. 

“Suppose,” says Philip’s other friend, “I had put 
a pistol to your head, and was going to shoot you, and 
the Doctor took the ]>istol out of my hand, and flung 
it into the s(*a, would 3^)11 hel]) me to prosecute the 
Doctor for robbing me of the pistol ? ” 
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“ You don’t suppose it will be a pleasure to me to 
pay that bill ? ” said Philip. I said, if a certain bill 
were presented to me, purporting to be accepted by 
Philip Firinin, I would pay it.* But if that scoundrel, 
Hunt, only says that he had such a bill, and has lost it ; 
I will cheerfully take my oath that I have never signed 
any bill at all — and they can’t find Brandon guilty of 
stealing a thing whi(di never existed.” 

“Let us hope, then, that the bill was not in 
duplicate ! ” 

And to this wish all three gentlemen heartily said 
Amen^ 

Anoiiow the Doctor’s door-b(dl began to be agitated 
by arriving patients. His dining-room was already 
full of them. The Little Sister must lie still, and the 
discussion of her affairs must be deferred to a more 
convenient hour; and Philip and his friend agreed to 
reconnoitre the house in Thoriihaugh Street, and see if 
anything had hax)pened since its mistress had left it. 

Yes : something had happened. Mrs. Brandon’s 
maid, who ushered us into Inn* mistress’s little room, 
told us that in the early morning that horrible man 
who had come over-night, and been so tipsy, and be- 
haved so ill, — the very same man who had come there 
tipsy afore once, and whom Mr. Philip had flung into 
the street — had come battering at the knocker, and 
pulling at the bell, and Swearing and cursing most 
dreadful, and calling for “Mrs. Brandon ! Mrs. Bran- 
don ! Mrs. Brandon ! ” and frightening the whole street. 
After he had rung, he knocked and battered ever so long. 
Mary looked out at him from her upper window, and 
told him to go along lioiii?, or she would call the po- 
lice. On this the man roared out that he would call 
the police himself if ]Mary did not let him in ; and as 
he went on calling “ Police ! ” and yelling from the 
door, Mary came down stairs, and opened the hall-door, 
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keeping the chain fastened, and asked him what he 
wanted. 

Hunt, from the steps without, began to swear and 
rage more loudly, and to demand to be let in. He 
must and would see Mrs. Brandon. 

Mary, f rojii behind her chain barricade, said that her 
mistr(*ss was not at home, but that she had been called 
out that night to a patient of Dr. GoodenougVs. 

Hunt, with more shrieks and curses, said it was a 
lie ; and that she was at home ; and that he would 
see her; and that he must go into her room; and 
that he had left something there ; that he ha^lost 
something ; and that he would have it. 

“Lost something here?’’ cried Mary. “Why 
here ? when you reeled out of this house, you could n’t 
scarce walk, and you almost fell into the gutter, which 
r have seen you there before. Get away, and go 
home ! You are not sober yet, you horrible man ! ” 

On this, clinging on to the arearrailings, and de- 
meaning himself like a madman. Hunt continued to 
call out, “Poli(i(', })()lice! I have been robbed, I’ve 
been robbed! Police!” until astonished heads ap- 
])eared at various windows in the quiet street, and 
a policeman acdiially came up. 

Wh(*n the policeman appeared, Hunt began to sway 
and pull at the door, confined by its chain : and he 
frantically rcitcratc'd his charge, that he had been 
robbed and hocussed in that house, that night, by 
Mrs. Brandon. 

The polieejnan, by a familiar expression, con- 
veyed his utter disbelief of the statement, and told 
the dirty, disreputable man to move on, and go to 
bed. Mrs. Brandon was known and respected all 
round the ncughborhood. She had b(driended num- 
erous pocH* round about; and was known for a 
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hundred charities. She attended many respectable 
families. In that parish there was no woman more 
esteemed. And by the word Gammon,'^ the police- 
man expressed his sense of the utter absurdity of 
the charge against the good lady. 

Hunt still continued to yell out that he had been 
robbed and hoeussed ; and Mary from behind her 
door relocated to the officer (with whom she x)erhaps 
had relations not unfriendly) her statement that the * 
beast had gone reeling away from the house the night 
before, and if he had lost anything, who knows where 
he nUfeht not have lost it ? 

It was taken out of this pocket, and out of this 
pocket-book,” howled Hunt, clinging to the rail. 

I give her in charge. I give the house in charge I 
It ’s a den of thieves ! ” 

During this shouting and turmoil, the sash of a 
window in Eidley’s studio was thrown uj). The 
painter was going to his morning work. He had ap- 
pointed an (‘arly model. Tlu^ sun could not rise too 
soon for iiidh'y ; and, as soon as ever it gave its light, 
found him ha])])y at Ids labor. He had lieard from 
his Ix^droom the brawl going on about the door. 

“Mr. Eidley!” says the. policeman, touching the 
glazed hat with much resj)oct — (in fact, and out of 
uniform, Z 25 has figured in more than one of J. J.’s 
Xnctures) — “Here’s a fellow disturbing the whole 
street, and shouting out that Mrs. Brandon have 
robbed and hoeussed him!” 

Eidley ran down stairs in a high state of indigna- 
tion. He is nervous, like men of his. tribe ; quick 
to feel, to pity, to love, to be angry. He undid the 
chain, and ran into the street. 

“ I remember that fellow dmnk here before,” said 
the painter ; “ and lying in that very gutter.” 
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“Drunk and disorderly! Come along!” cries Z 
25 ; and his hand was quickly fastened on the par- 
son’s greasy collar, and under its strong grasp Hunt 
is forced to move on. He goes, still yelling out that 
he has been robbed. 

“Tell that to his worship,” says the incredulous 
Z. And this was the news which Mrs. Brandon’s 
friends received from her maid, when they called at 
her house. 
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CHAPTEK V. 

IN WHICH SEVERAL PEOPLE HAVE THEIR TRIALS. 

If Philip and his frioud liad happened to pass 
through High Street, Marylebone, on their way to 
Thoriihaugli Street to reconnoitre the Little Sister’s 
house, they would have seen the Reverend Mr. Hunt, 
in a Very dirty, battered, crestfallen and unsatisfac- 
tory state, marching to Marylebone from the station, 
where the reverend gentleman had passed the night, 
and under the custody of the police. A convoy of 
street boys followed the prisoner and his guard, mak- 
ing sarcastic remarks on both. Hunt’s appearance was 
not improved since we had the pleasure of meeting 
him on the previous evening. With a grizzled beard 
and hair, a dingy face, a dingy shirt, and a counte- 
iiaiKJe mottled with dirt and drink, we may fancy the 
reverend man passing in tattered raiment through the 
street to make his appearance before the magistrate. 

You have no doubt forgotten the narrative which 
appeared in the morning papers two days after the 
Thornhaugh Street incident, but my clerk has been at 
the pains to hunt up and copy the police report, in 
which events connected with our history are briefly 
recorded. 

Marylebone, IVednesdaij. — Thomas Tufton Hunt, pro- 
fessing to be a clergyman, but wearing an appearance of ex- 
treme sciualor, was brought before Mr. Beaksby at this oflice, 
charged by Z !25 with being drunk and very disorderly on 
Tuesday se’nnight, and endeavoring by force and threats to 
effect his re-entrance into a liouse in Thornhaugh Street, tVom 
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which he had been previously ejected in a most unclerical and 
inebriated state. 

“ On being taken to the station-house, the reverend gentle- 
man lodged a complaint on his own side, and averred that he 
had been stupefied and hocussed in the house in Thornhaugh 
Street by means of some drug, and that, whilst in this state, 
he had been robbed of a bill for £386 4s. 3d., drawn by a per- 
son in New York, and accepted by Mr. P. Firmin, barrister, of 
Parchment Buildings, Temple. 

‘‘Mrs. Brandon, the landlady of the house, No. — Thorn- 
haugh Street, has been in the habit of letting lodgings formally 
years past, and several of her friends, including Mr. Firmin, 
Mr, Ridley, the Rl. Acad., and other gentlemen, were in atten- 
dance to si)eak to her character, which is most respectable. 
After Z 25 had given evidence, the servant deposed that Hunt 
had been moie than once disorderly and drunk before that 
house, and had been forcibly ejected from it. On the night 
when the alleged robbery was said to have taken place, he had 
visited the house in Thornhaugh Strec^t, had left it in an ine- 
briated state, and returned some hours afterwards, vowing that 
he had been robbed of the document in question. 

“ Mr. P. Firmin said : ‘ I am a barrister, and have chambers 
at Parchment Buildings, Temple, and know the person calling 
himself Hunt. I have-not accepted any bill of exchange, nor 
is my signature affixed to any such document.’ 

“At this stage the worthy magistraUi interposed, and said 
that this only went to prove that the hill was not completed by 
Mr. F.’s acceptance, ami would by no means conclude the case 
set up before him. Dealing with it, however, on the merits, 
and looking at the way in which the charge had been preferred, 
and the entire absence of sufficient testimony to warrant him 
in deciding that even a piece of paper had been abstracted in 
that nouse, or by the i)erson accused, and believing that if he 
were to commit, a conviction would be impossible, he dismissed 
the charge. 

“ The lady left the court with her friends, and the accuser, 
when called upon to pay a fine for (Irunkeniiess, broke out into 
very unclerical language, in the midst of which he was forcibly 
removed,” 
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Philip Firiiiiu’s statement, that he had given no bill 
of exchange, was made not without hositatioii on his 
part, and indeed at his friends’ strong eiitrc^aty. It 
was addressed not so much to the sitting magistrate, 
as to that elderly individual at ]Sew York, who was 
warned no more to forge his son's name. ] fear a cool- 
ness ensued between Philip and his ])arent in conse- 
quence of the younger man’s behavior. The Doctor 
had thought better of his boy than to suj^pose that, at 
a moment of necessity^ Phili]) would desert him. He 
forgave Philij), nevcrtlieless. IVnhaps since his mar- 
riage other Infuences were at work U])on liim, etc. The 
parent made furtlier rcuiiarks in tliis strain. A man 
who takes your niom^y is naturally offended if you re- 
monstra.tti ; you wound his smise of delicacy b}" pro- 
testing against his putting his liand in your pocket. 
Hie (degant Doctor in New York continued to spiak 
of his unha})py son with a mournful shake of the 
head; he said, perhaps believed, tJiat I’liilip’s impru- 
dence was in part the cause of his own exile. This 
is not the kind of ent(n*taininent to wliicli 1 would 
have invited you at my own house in England,” he 
would say. 1 thought to have ended my days there, 
and to have left my son in (uniifort — nay, splendor. 
I am an exile in poverty : and lie — but 1 will use no 
hard words.” And to his female patients he would 
say : ‘‘ No, my dear madam ! — not a syllable of to- 
proach shall escape these lips regarding that mis- 
guidt'd boy ! Put you can feel for me ; 1 know you 
can feel for me.” In the old. days, a high-spirited 
highwayman, who took a coacli-])assenger’s purse, 
thought himself injured, and the traveller a shabby 
fellow, if he secreted a guinea or two under the cush- 
ions. In the Doctor’s now rare letters, Ik^ breathed a 
manly sigh liere and there, to think that he had lost 
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the confidence oi‘ liis boy. 1 do believe that certain 
ladies of our acquaintance were inclined to think that 
the elder Firinin had been not altogetlier well used, 
however much they loved and admired the Little Sis- 
tvv for her lawless act in her boy’s defence. But tliis 
main point we had won. The Doctor at New York 
took the warning, and wrote his son’s signature upon 
no mor(‘ bills of exchangt‘. The good Goodenough^s 
loan was carried back to him in the very coin which 
he had siq)plicd. lie said that his little nurse Bran- 
don was sple)idlde niendax, and that her robbery was a 
sublime and courageous act of w^ar. 

In so far, since his marriage, Mr. Idiilip had been 
pr(‘tty fortunate. At need, friends had ('-ome to him. 
Jn moments of peril he had had succor and relief. 
Though he had married without money, fate had sent 
him a sufficiem^y. His flask had never been empty, 
and there was always meal in his bin. But now hard 
trials w(‘re in store for him : hard trials which we 
have said were endurable, and which he has long 
since lived through. Any man who has played the 
game of life or whist, knows how for one while he 
will have a series of good t;ards dealt him, and again 
wdll get no trumps at all. After he got into his house 
in Milman lStre(‘.t [ind quitted the Little Sister’s kind 
roof, our friend’s good fortune seemed to desert him. 

Perha])S it was a punishment for Jiiy pride, because 
1 was haughty with her, and — and jealous of that 
dear good little creature,” poor Charlotte afterwards 
owned in conversation with other friends: — ‘^but 
our foi'tune seemed to change when we were away 
from lu‘r, and that i must own.” 

Perl laps, when she was yet under Mrs. Brandon’s 
roof, the Little Sister’s provident care had done a 
great deal more for Chai lotto than Charlotte knew 



86 


THE ADVENTURES OF PHILIP 


Mrs. ]*liilip had the most simple tastes in the world, 
and u])on herself never spent an unnecessary shilling. 
Indeed, it was a wonder, considering her small ex- 
penses, how neat and nice Mrs. l^liilip ever looked. 
But she never could deny herself when the children 
were in question ; and had them arrayed in all sorts 
of fine clothes; and stit(died and hemmed all day and 
night to decorate their little j)ersons ; and in reply to 
the remonstrances of the matrons her friends, showed 
how it was impossible children could be dressed for less 
cost, if anything ailed them, qui(;k, tln^ doctor must 
be sent for. Not worthy Goodenoiigh, who came 
without a. fee, and pooh-])ooh(Hl her alarms and anx- 
ieties j®Imt dear Mr. Bland, who had a heeling heart, 
and was himself a father of children, and who sup- 
ported those children l)y the produce of the pills, 
draughts, powders, visits, which he b(‘stowed on all 
families into whose doors he entered. Inland’s syim 
pathy was very consolatory; but it was found to be 
very costly at the end of the year. ‘^Aiid, what 
then ? ’’ says Charlotte, with kindling cheeks. Do 
you sup])ose we should grudge that money, which was 
to give health to our dearest, deari^st babies ? No. 
You can’t have such a bad opinion of me as that!” 
And accordingly Mj*. Bland received a nice litth‘ an- 
nuity from our friends. J^hilip had a joke about his 
wife^s housekeeping which ])erhaps may ap]dy to 
other young women who are kc})t by overwatchful 
mothers too much in stain imiHllaci. When they 
were married, or about to be; married, Philip asked 
Charlotte what she would order foi* dinner ? She 
promptly said she would order leg of mutton. “ And 
after leg of mutton V ” T^eg of beef, to be sure ! ” 
says Mrs. Charlotte, looking veiy ])h‘ased, and know- 
ing. And the fact is, as this little housekeeper was 
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obligCAl demurely to admit, tlieir household bills in- 
creased ^prodigiously after they left Thornhaugh 
Street. “ And T caidt understand, my dear, how the 
grocer’s book sliould mount up so ; and the butter- 
man’s, and the beer,” et(‘.., etc. We have often seen 
the pretty little head bent over the dingy volum(*Sj 
puzzling, puzzling : and the eldest child would hold 
u]) a warning finger to ours, and tell them to be very 
(piiet, as mamma was at her atounts.” 

And now, T grieve to say, money became scarce foi 
tlie ]):iymeiit of these ac(‘ouiits ; and though Philip 
faiuded lie liid his anxieties from his wife, be sure 
she loved him too miieh to be deceived by one^of the 
clumsiest liyjiocrites in the world. Only, being a 
much cleverer hypocrite than her husband, she pre- 
tended to be deceived, and acted her part so well that 
poor Philip was mortifit‘d with her gayety, and chose 
to fancy his wife was indiffercmt to their misfortunes. 
She ought not to be so smiling and happy, he thought ; 
and, as usual, bemoaned his lot to his friends. ‘‘I 
come home racked with care, and thinking of those 
inevitable bills ; I shudder, sir, at every note that 
lies on the hall table, and would tremble as T dashed 
them open as they do on the stage. But I laugh and 
put oil a jaunty air, and humbug Char. And I hear 
her singing about the house and laughing and cooing 
with the children, by dove. She^s not aware of any- 
thing. She does not know how dreadfully the res 
(lomi is S(pieezing me. But before marriage she did, 
I tell you. Then, if anything annoyed me, she di- 
vined it. If T felt ever so little unwell, you should 
have seen the alarm on her face! It was ^Philip 
d('ar, how pale you are; ’ or, ‘Philip, how flushed you 
are ; ’ or, ‘ I am sure you have had a letter from your 
fath(‘r. Wliy do you conceal anything from me, sir ? 
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You never should — never ! ^ And now when the fox 
is gnawing at my side under my cloak^ I laugh and 
grin so naturall}^ that she believes T am all right, and 
she comes to meet me flouncing the children about in 
my face, and wearing an air of consummate happi- 
ness ! I would not deceive her for the world, you 
know. But it’s mortifying. Don’t tell me! It is 
mortifying to be tossing awaken all night, and racked 
with care all day, and have the wih* of your bosom 
chattering and singing and laughing, as if there wore 
no cares, or doubts, or duns in the. world. If 1 had 
the gout and she were to laugh and sing, 1 should not 
call symi)athy. If T were arrested for debt, and 
she were to come grinning and laughing to the spong- 
ing-house, I should not call that consolation. Why 
does n’t she feel ? She ought to feel. There ’s 
Betsy, our parlor-maid. There ’s the old fellow, wlio 
comes to clean the boots and knives. Thet/ know 
how hard up I am. And my wife sings and dances 
whilst 1 am on the verge of ruin, by Jove ; and giggles 
and laughs as if life was a pantomime I ” 

Then the man and woman into whose oars poor 
Philip roared out his confessions and griefs, hung 
down their blushing heads in humbled silence. They 
are tolerably i)rosperous in life, and, 1 feai*, are pretty 
well satisfied with themselves and (vach other. A 
woman who scarcely ever does any wrong, and rules 

and governs her own house and family, as my , 

* as the wife of the reader’s humble servant most noto- 
riously does, often becomes — must it be said ? — too 
certain of her own virtue, and is too sure of the cor- 
rectness of her own opinion. We virtuous people 
give advice a good deal, and set a considerable value 
upon that advice. We meet a certain man who has 
fallen among thieves, let us say. We succor him 
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readily enough. We take him kindly to the inn, and 
pay his score there; but we say to the landlord, “You 
must give this poor man his bed; his medicine at 
such a time, and his broth at sucdi another, l^ut, 
mind you, he must have that physic, amj no other ; 
that broth when .we order it. We take his case in 
hand, you understand. Don’t listen to him or any- 
body else. We know all about everything. Good-by. 
Take care of him. Mind tlie medicine and the 
broth!” and Mr. Denefaetor or Lady Bountiful goes 
away, perle(‘.tly seli'-satisfied. 

Do you take this allegory ? AVlien Philip com- 
plained to us of his wife's friskiness and gayety ; 
when he bitt(U*ly contrasted her levity and careless- 
ness with his own desjnmdency and doubt, Charlotte’s 
two prinei])al fri^mds w(‘re smittcui by shame. “ Oh, 
Philip ! dear Philip ! ” his female adviser said (having 
looked at luu* husband once or twice as Firmin spoke, 
and in vain endeavored to keep her guilty eyes down 
on h(U‘ work), “ Charlotte lias done this, because she 
is humble, and because she tak(‘s the advice of friends 
who are not. She knows everything, and more than 
ev(‘rything ; for her dear tender heart is lilled with 
apprehension. But we told her to show no sign of 
care, lest h'u* husband should be disturbed. And she 
trusted in us ; and she ])uts her trust elsewhere, 
l*hilip ; and she has hidden her own anxieties^' lest 
yours should be incriaised ; and has met you gayly 
when her heart was full of dread. We think she has 
done wrong now ; but she did so because she was so 
simple, and trusted in us who advised her wrongly. 
Now we see that there ought to have been perfect 
confidence always between you, and that it is her 
simplicity and faith in us which have misled her.” 

Philip hung down his head for a moment, and hid 
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his eyes ; and we knew, during that minute when his 
face was concealed from us, how his grateful heart 
was ein])loyed. 

“ And you know, dear Philip — says Laura, look- 
ing at her husband, and nodding to that j)erson, who 
certainly understood the hint. 

“ And I say, Firriiin,” breaks in the lady^s husband, 
“you understand, if you are at all — that is, if you — 
that is, if we can — 

“ Hold your tongue ! ’’ shouts Finnin, with a face 
beaming over with lia])pin(»ss. “ 1 know what you 
mean. You b(‘ggar, you are going to offer me money ! 
I see it in your face ; bless you both ! Hut we 'll try 
and do without, ])lease Heaven. And — it's worth 
feeling a pinch of pov(‘rty to lind such friends as 1 
have had, and to share it with such a — such a — dash 
dear little thing as I have at liome. And I won^t 
try and humbug Char any more. I bn bad at that 
sort of business. And good night, and 1 11 never 
forget your kindness, never ! And he is off a mo- 
ment aft(‘r wards, and jumping down the steps of our 
door, and so into the park. And though there were 
not live pounds in tlie poor little house in Milman 
Street, there were not two happier people in London 
that night than Charlotte and Philij) Finnin. If he 
had his troubles, our friend had his immense consola- 
tionsd Fortunate he, however poor, who has friends 
to help, and love to console him in his trials. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

IN WHICH THE LUCK COES VEKY MUCH A(JAINST US. 

Evekv mail and woman amongst us lias made his 
voyage to Lilli])ut, and liis tour in tlie kingdom of 
Brobdingnag. WJion I go to my nativ(‘ country town, 
the local paper announces our arrival ; the laborei's 
toiudi their hats, as the pony-chaise ])asses, tlie girls 
and old women dro}) (nirtsies ; Mr. Hi(*ks, the grocer 
and hatter, comes to his door and makes a bow, and 
smirks and smiles. When our neighbor Sir John 
arrives at the hall, lie is a still gn^aUn* ])ersonage ; the 
bell-ringers gretd the hall family witli a peal ; the 
rector walks over on an (^arly day, and pays his visit ; 
and the fariiKU’s at market press round for a nod of 
lecognition. Sir John at home is in Lilliput. in Bel- 
grave Square he is iii Brobdingnag, where almost 
everybody we meet is ever so much t.aller than our- 
selves. ‘‘ Which do you like best, to be a giant 
amongst the pygmies, or a ])ygmy amongst the 
giants ? 1 know what sort of company I prefer 

myself : but that is not the point. What 1 ||Ould 
hint is, that we po^ibly give ourselves patronizing 
airs before small people, as folks higher placed than 
ourselves givi^ tlnmiselves airs before us. Patronizing 
airs ? Old Miss Mumbles, the lialf-])ay lieutenant’s 
daughter, who lives over the plumber’s, with her 
maid, gives herself in her degree more airs than any 
duchess in Ihilgravia, and would leave the room if a 
tradesman’s wife sat down in it. 
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Now it has been said that few men in this city of 
London are so simple in their iiiaiiners as Philip 
EJrmiii, and that he treated the patron whose bread he 
ate, and the wealthy relative who eoiul(‘scended to 
visit him, with a like freedom. He is blunt, but not 
familiar, and is not a whit more polite to my lord 
than to Jack or Tom at the coffee-house. He r(*sents 
familiarity from vulgar persons, and those* wlio ven- 
ture on it retire maimed and mortified alter coming 
into collision with him. As for the pi'ople he loves, 
he grovels before th(‘m, worshij)S their boot-tips, and 
their gown-hems. Put he submits to them, not for 
their wealth or rank, but for love’s sake. He sub- 
mitted very magnanimously, at first, to the kind- 
nesses and caresses of Lady Ping wood and her 
daughters, being softened and won by the regard 
whicdi they showed for his wife and children. 

Although 8ir John was for the Pights of Man 
everywhere, all over the world, and had pictures of 
Franklin, Lafayette, and Washington in his library, 
he likewise had portraits of his own ancestors in that 
apartment, and entertained a very high opinion of the 
present representative of the Pingwood family. The 
character of the late chhif of the house was notorious. 
Lord Pingwood’s life had been irregular and his 
morals loose. His talents were considerable, no 
doubL but they had not been d(*voted to serious study 
or d*cted to useful ends. A wHd man in early life, 
he had only changed his practices in later life in con- 
sequence of ill health, and became a h(*rmit as a 
Certain 'Person became a monk. He was a frivolous 
person to the end, and was not to be considered as a 
public man and statesman ; and this light-minded man 
of pleasure had been advanced to the third rank of 
the peerage, whilst his successor, his superior in in- 
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tellect and morality, remained a Baronet still. How 
blind the Ministry was which rcfii.s(^d to recognize so 
much talent and worth ! Had there been public virtue 
or common sense in the governors of the nation, 
merits like Sir John’s nevau* could have been over- 
looked. But Minist(‘rs were notoriously a family 
cli(pie, and only Indped each oiiu*r. rromotion and 
patronage were disgracefully mono[>olized by the 
members of a very few families who were not better 
men of business, men of better character, men of 
mort^ ancaent lineage (though birth, of course, was a 
mere mtcident) than Sir John liiinscdf. In a word, 
until they gave him a jxH'rage, he saw very little 
hope for the cabinet or the country. 

in a very early page ot this history, mention was 
mad<} of a certain Tliilip Ringwood, to whose protec- 
tion Philip Firmin’s mother contidixl her boy when he 
was first sent to school. Philip Ringwood was 
Firmin’s senior by seven years ; h(^ came to Old Parr 
Street twii^e or thrice during his stay at school, con- 
descended to take the ‘‘ tips ” of whicdi the })ooi Doc- 
tor was liberal enough, but never deigned to take any 
notice of young Firmin, who looked up to his kins- 
man with awe and trembling. From school Philip 
Ringwood speedily departed to (iollege, and then 
entered u[)on public life. He Avas tlie eldest son of 
Sir Jolin Ringwood, Avith Avhom our friend has of late 
made acquaintance. . '1^ 

Mr. liingAvood Avas a much greater personage than 
the BaroiK't his father. Even Avhen the latter suc- 
ceeded to Lord Ringwood’s estates and came to Lorn 
don, he could scarcedy be said to equal his son in 
social rank^ and the younger patronized his parent. 
What is the secret of great social success ? It is not 
to be gained by beauty, or wealth, or birth, or wit, or 
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valor, or eminence of any kind. It is a gift of For* 
tune, bestowed, like that goddess’s favors, capriciously. 
Look, dear madam, at the most fashionable ladies at 
present reigning in London. Are they better bred, or 
more amiable, or ric.lier, or more beautiful tliau your- 
#self ? See, good sir, the men who lead the fashion, 
and stand in the bow-window at Bhu'h’s ; ” are they 
wiser, or wittier, or more agrt‘eabl(i people* than you ? 
And yet you know what your fate would be if you 
were put up at that club. Sir John Ringwood never 
dared to be })roposed there, even after Ins great acces- 
sion of fortune on the earl's death. His son did not 
encourage him. People even said tliat Ringwood 
would blackball Ids father if he dared to offer himself 
as a candidate. 

I never, T say, could understand the reason of Rhili}) 
Riiigwood’s success in life, tliough you must acknowl- 
edge that he is om* of our most eminent dandies, lie 
is affable to duki's. He i)atronizes marquises. He is 
not witty. He is not clever. He does not give good 
dinmfi's. How many baronets are there in the British 
eni})ire ? Tjook to your book, and see. 1 tell you 
there are many of these whom Philip Ringwood would 
scarcely admit to wait at one of his bad dinners. By 
calmly asserting himself in life, this man has achieved 
his social eminence. We may liate him ; but we ac- 
knowledge his su])erioritv. F'or instance, I should as 
soon think of asking him to dine with me, as I should 
of slapping the Archbishop of Canterbury on the back. 

Mr. Ringwood has a nieagni little lioiise in May 
Fair, and belongs to a public office, where he patron- 
izes his chef. His own fandly bow" down before him ; 
his mother is hundde^ in liis com])any ; his sisters are 
respectful; his father does not brag of his own liberal 
principles, and never alludes to the rights of man in 
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the soii^s presence. He is called Mr. Ringwood ” in 
the family. The person who is least in awe of him is 
his younger brother, who has been known to make 
fa(*es behind the elder’s back. But he is a dreadfully 
headstrong and ignorant child, and respects nothing. 
Lady Ringwood, by the way, is Mr. Ringwood’s step- 
mother. His own mother was the daughter of a noble 
house, and died in giving birth to this paragon. 

Philip Firniin, who had not set eyes upon his kins- 
man since they were at school together, remembered 
some stories wliieh wtn*(‘ current about Ringwood, and 
by no means to that eminent dandy’s credit — stories 
of intrigue, of play, of various libertine exploits on 
Mr. Ringwood’s part. One day, I’hilip and Charlotte 
dined with Sir John, who was talking and chirping, 
and laying down the law, and bragging away accord- 
ing to his wont, when his son ent(‘red and asked for 
diniK^r, He had accepted an invitation to dine at 
Garterton House. The Duke had one of his attacks 
of gout just before dinner. The dinner was off. If 
Lady Ringwood would give him a slice of mutton, he 
would be very nnudi obliged to her. A place was 
soon found For him. And, Philip, this is your 
namcisake, and our (‘ousin, Mr. l^hilij) Firmin,” said 
the Baronet, })resenting his son to his kinsman. 

^‘Your father used to give me sovereigns, when I 
was at school. 1 hav(* a faint recollection of you, too. 
Little white-h(^ad(*d i)oy, were n’t you ? How is the 
Doctor, and ^Vlrs. Firmin ? All right ? ” 

Why, don’t you know his father ran away ? ” calls 
out the youngest member of the family. Don’t kick 
me, Emily. He did run away.” 

Then Mr. Ringwood remembered, and a faint blush 
tinged his face. La])se of time. 1 know. Should n’t 
have asked after such a lapse of time.” And he men.' 
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tinned a case in which a duke, who was very forget- 
ful, had asked a marquis about his wife who had run 
away with an earl, and made impiiric’s about the 
duke^s son, who, as everybody kiK'w, was not on terms 
with his father. 

This is Mrs. Firmin — Mrs. Idiilip Firmin cried 
Lady liingwood, ratlier nervously ; and J suppose 
Mrs. Fhili[) ])liished, and the blush became her; for 
Mr. Kiiigwood afterwards condescended to say to one 
of his sisters, tliat their n(*\v-found relative seemed 
oiK'. of your rough-and-rea,dy sort of gentlemen, but 
Ids wife was rc'ally very well bnal, and (pdte a pretty 
young woman, and prescnitabh^ anywhere — really 
anywhere. Charlotte was asked to sing om* or two 
of her little songs after dinner. Mr. Ilingwood was 
delighted. Her voice was ixn’ft'cily true. What she 
sang, she sang admirably. And lu5 was good enough to 
liuiii over OIK) of her songs (during which [)erformanco 
he showed that his voice was not exempt from little 
frailties), and to say he had heard Lady riiilomela 
Sliakerley sing that very song at G-lenmavis, last au- 
i;umn ; and it was such a favorite that the Duchess 
asked for it every night — actually every night. 
Wlum our friends were going home, Mr. Kingwood 
gave ITiilip almost tlie whole of one linger to shake ; 
and while Philip was inwardly raging at his imperti- 
nence, believ<‘d that he had eaitirely fascinated his 
humble relatives, and that he had been most good- 
natured and fi'iendly. 

I cannot tell why this man’s chafed and 

goaded our worthy friimd so as to drive him beyond 
the bounds of all politmiess and reason. The artless 
rtunarks of the little boy, and the oc(*asional simjde 
speecdies of th6 young ladic's, had only tickled Philip’s 
humor, and served to amuse him when he met his 
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relatives. I suspect it was a ('.ertaiii frec-aiid-c'asy 
man Tier which Mr. Itingwood (*hose to adopt towards 
Mrs. Uhili]), which annoyed her luisband. He had 
said nothing at wliicli ohence could be taken : pfu*- 
liaps he was quite unconscious ot offending ; nay, 
thought himself einiiumtly jdeasing : perhaps he was 
not more impertinent towards lier than towards oilier 
women; Imt in talking about him, Mr. Firmiu’s eyes 
flashed very iiei’Cfdy, and he spokii of his new ac- 
rpiaiiitance and ridative, with his usual t'xlreme (ain- 
dor, as an iqistart, and an ari'ogant conceitinl pu])py 
whose ears Ikj would like to pull. 

How do good women J(*<arn to discover men who 
are not good ? Is it by instinct ? How do they learu 
those st()ri(‘s about men ? 1 protest 1 never told my 

wife anything good or bad regarding this Mr, King- 
wood, though of (‘ourse, as a man .about town, 1 have 
heard — who has not? — little aiu*({dot<‘s n^gai’ding 
his career. His (*-onduct in that affair with Miss 
Willowby was hearth‘ss and ('ruel ; his btdiavior to 
that unhapii’y lUanche Fainter nobody can defend. 
My wif(^ conveys lun* opinion regarding Philip King- 
wood, his lif(‘, iirinciples, and morality, by looks and 
silences which ari' more awful and killing than the 
bitterest words of sarcasm or reproof. Iffiilip Firniin, 
who knows her ways^ watch(*s her features, and, as I 
have said, humbh's himself at her feet, marked the 
lady’s awful looks, when he came to describe to us 
his meeting with Ids cousin, and the magniiicent 
patroni/ing airs wdiicdi Mr. Kingwood a.ssunuHl. 

“What?” he said, “you don't like him any more 
than I do ? I thought you would not ; and I am so 
glad.’^ 

Philip’s friend said she did not know IVIr. Kingwood, 
and had never spoken a word to him in her life. 
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‘‘Yes; l)ut you know of liim,” cries the im])etuous 
Firniiu. “ Wliiit do you know of him, with his 
monstrous ])U}>]>yism ami arrogance ? Oh, Mrs. 
Laura km^w very little of him. She ditl not believe 
— she had much rather not Ixdicive — what the world 
said about ^Mr. liingwood. 

“ Suppose w(‘ were to ask the Wooh'ombs their 
opinion of your (^haracU‘r, riiili[)?’' (uies that 
geiilhunan’s biogra])her, with a laugh. 

“My dear!’’ says Jjaura, with a y(‘t severer look, 
the sev(‘rity of Avliich glane(‘ 1 must (‘X})lain. The 
differences of Wooleomb and Ids wile were notorious. 
Their un]ia])])iiiess was known to all the Avorld. 
Society Avas beginning to look Aviili a very, vtny cold 
face upon ]\lrs. AVoolcomb. After cpiarrols, jeab 
ousi(*s, batih^s, ree-one,iliations, scenes of renewed 
violence and furious ]anguag(‘, had come indifference, 
and the most reckh‘ss gavet A on the woman’s part. 
Her home Avas S])lendid, but im^an and miserable; all 
sorts of stories Avere rife r(*garding her husband’s 
brutal treatuKUit of ])oor Agiuis, a.nd her own im- 
])rudent behavior. Mrs. Laura was indignant when 
this iinlKipi)y woman's nam(‘ was ever mentioned, 
ex(*e2>t wlum she thought how our warm, tiaie-hearted 
Philip had escajicd from the heartless creature. 
‘‘ What a blessing it was that you were ruined, Jdiilip, 
and that slie dt‘st*rted you!” Laura Avould say. 
“ What foj’tune would re})ay you for marrying such a 
A\a)iuan ? ” 

“Ind(‘ed it Avas Avorth all I had to lose her,” says 
3’hili]), “ and so the Doctor and L are cpiits. If he had 
not spent my fortune, Agnes Avould have married me. 
Tf she had imirried me, T might have turned Othello, 
and have Ix^m hung for smothering her. Why, if I 
had not b(*en i)Oor, I should never have been married 
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CO little Cliar — and faiiciy not being married to Cluir I 
The worthy fellow here lapsc^s into silence, and in- 
dulges in an inward rapture at the idt'a of his own 
excessive hajiiuness. Then he is scared again at the 
thought which his own imagination has raised. 

“ I say! Faiu^y being without the kids and Char!’’ 
he cries with a blank look. 

^‘That horrible father — ^ that drc^adful mother — 
pardon me, 1‘hili]); but when I think of the worldli- 
ness oi those unhap[)y jieople, and liow tliat ])oor 
nnhapjiy woman has bctui bred in it, and ruined by it 

— 1 am so, so, so e.tmKjvd^ that I can't keep my 
tem])er ! ” cries tin* lady. Is th(‘ woma,n ansvr(u*able, 
or the ])arents, who hardened her Innirt, and sold her 

— sold her to that — 0 ! ’’ Our illustrious friend 
Woolcoinb was signified by ‘^that O,” and the lady 
once more pausiul, choked with wrath as she thought 
about that 0, and that O's wife. 

r w()nd(‘r he has not Otlndlo’d Ikt,” remarks 
Philip, with his liaiuls in his poclad.s. “ I should, if 
she had been min(‘, and gone on as they say she is 
going on.” 

“ it is dreadful, dreadful to contemplate ! ” con- 
tinues the lady. To think she was sold by lu^r own 
jiarents, jioor thing, ])oor thing ! Tln^ guilt is with 
them who led her wrong.” 

“ ISay,” says one of the three interlocutors. AYliy 
stop at ])oor Mr. and Mrs. Twysden ? Why not let 
them off, and accusi' tliav ])arents ? who lived worldly 
too in their generation Or stay; they d(‘sceiid from 
William the Con(]U(*ror. i^et us absolve 2 K)or Talbot 
Twysden and his luairtless wife, and have the Nor- 
man into court.” 

Ah, Arthur! Did not our siu b(‘gin with the 
beginning,'’ cries the lady, ‘‘and have we not its 
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remedy ? Oh, this poor creature, this poor creature ! 
May she know where to take refuge from it, and 
learn to repent in time!” 

The Georgian and Circassian girls, they say, used 
to submit to their lot very complacently, and were 
quite eager to get to market at ConstantinoY)le and be 
sold. Mi-s. Woolconib wanted nobody to tempt her 
away from j)oor Philip. She hopped away from the old 
love as soon as ever the new one appeared with his 
bag of money. She knew quite well to whom she 
was selling herself, and for what. The tempter 
needed no skill, or artifice, or eloquence. He had 
none. But he showed her a i)urse, and three fine 
houses — and she came. • Innocent child, forsooth ! 
She knew quite as much about the world as papa and 
mamma; and the lawyers did not look to her settle- 
ment more warily, and (*00113', than she herself did. 
Did she not live on it aftt‘rwards ? I do not say she 
lived reputably, but most comfortably : as l^iris, and 
Pome, and Xnples, and Florence can tell you, where 
sh(' is well known ; where she receives a great deal of 
a certain kind of e()m])any ; wlu^re she is scorned and 
flattered, and sphmdid, and lomdy, and miserable. 
She is not miserable wlnui she sees children : she 
does not care for other ijersons’ children, as she never 
did for her own, even when tlu'y were taken from her. 
She is of course hurt and angry, when quite common, 
vulgar peoph', not in society, you understand, turn 
away from her, and avoid Iku*, and won’t come to her 
parties. She gives excellent dinners which jolly 
fogies, rattling bachelors, and doubtful ladies fre- 
quent: but she is alone and unhappy — unhappy 
because slie does not see parents, sister, or brother ? 
AllonSf man hon. She never cared for pa- 

rents, sister, or brother; or for baby: or for man 
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(except once for Philip a little, lil.tle bit, when her 
pulse would sometimes go up two beats in a minute 
at his appearance). But she is unhappy, because she 
is losing .her figure, and from tight lacing her nose 
has become very red, and the pearl-powder won^t lie 
Qn it somehow. And though you may have thought 
Woolcomb an odious, ignorant, and under-bred little 
wretch, you must own that at least he had red blood 
in his veins. X)id he not spend a great part of his 
fortune for the possession of this cold wife? For 
whom did she ever make a sacrifice, or feel a pang ? 
I am sure a great(‘r misfortune than any which has 
befallen friend Idiilij) might have happened to him, 
and so congratulate him on his (\scape. 

Having vented his wrath uj)on the arrogance and 
impertinence of this solemn imppy of a Philip Eing- 
wood, our friend w(mt away somewhat soothed to his 
club in St. Jameses Street. The Megatherium 
Club is only a very few doors from the much more 
aristocratic (istablishment of Black’s.’’ Mr. Philip 
Eingwood and Mr. Woolcomb were standing on the 
steps of ^^lUack’s.” Mr. Eingwood waved a graceful 
little kid-gloved hand to Pliilip, and smihul on him. 
Mr. AVoolcomb glared at our friend out of his opal 
eyeballs. Philip had once proposed to kick Wool- 
comb into the sea. He somehow felt as if he would 
like to treat Eingwood to the same bath. Mean- 
while, Mr. Eingwood labored under the notion that 
he and his new-found acquaintance were on the very 
best possible terms. 

At one time poor little Woolcomb loved to be seen 
with Philip Eingwood. He thought he acquired dis- 
tinction from the companionship of that man of 
fashion, and would hang on Eingwood as they walked 
the Pall Mall pavement. 
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“Do you know that great hulking, overbearing 
brute ? ’’ saj^s Woolcomb to his companion on the 
steps of “Black’s.’’ Perhaps somebody overheard 
them from the bow-wiiidow. (1 tell you everything 
is overheard in London^ and a great deal more too.) 

“ Brute, is he ? ” says Bingwood ; “ seems a rough, 
overbearing sort of chap.” 

“ Blackguard doctor’s son. Bankrupt. Father ran 
away,” says the dusky man with tin* pptil eyeballs. 

“I have heard he was a rogue — tlu‘ doctor; but I 
like him. Bemember he gave me tlinn* sov(‘r(ugus 
when I was at school. Always like a fellow who tips 
you when you are at school.” And luu'c Bingwood 
beckoned his brougham wdiich was in waiting. 

“Sliall we see you at dinner? AVIicrc are you go- 
ing ? ” asked Mr. Woolcomb. “ If you are going 
towards — ” 

“ Towards Gray’s Inn to see my lawyer ; have an 
appointment there ; be with you at eight 1 ” And 
Mr. Bingwood skipped into his little brougham and 
was gone. 

Tom Eaves told Philip. Tom Eaves belongs to 
“Black’s Club,” to “Bays’s,” to the “Megatherium,” 
I don’t know to liow many clubs, in St. Jaincs’s Street. 
Tom Eaves knows everybody’s busiiu'.ss, and all the 
scandal of all the clubs for the last forty years. Ho 
knows who has lost money and to whom ; what is the 
talk of the opera-box and what the scandal of the 
coulisses; who is making love to whose daughter. 
Whatever men and women are doing in May Fair, is 
the farrago of Tom’s libel. llt^ knows so many 
stories, that of course he makes mistakes in names 
sometimes, and says that Jones is on the verge of 
ruin, when he is thriving and ])r()sperous, and it is 
poor Brown who is in difficulties ; or informs us that 
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Mrs. Fanny is flirting with Captain Ogle when both 
are as inrioctnit of a tlirtatioii as you and I are. Tom 
certainly is mischievous, and often is wrong; but 
when lie speaks of our neighbors lu*. is amusing. 

‘Mt is as good as a ])lay'to see Kingwood and 
Othello togetlu'r/’ says Tom to Philip. ‘^How proud 
the black man is to be seen with him ! ITeard him 
abuse you to Kingwood. Kingwood stuck up for you 
and for your poor governor — spoke up like a man — 
like a man wlio sticks u]) for a fellow who is down. 
How the black man brags about having Kingwood to 
dinner! Always having him to dinner. You should 
have seen Kingwood shake him off! Said he was go- 
ing to Gray's Inn. Heard him say Gray’s Inn Lane 
to his man. Don’t belii've a word of it.’^ 

Now I dare say you are much too fashionable to 
know that Milimin Str(*(»t is a little cul de sac of a 
street, which h‘ads into Guildford Street, which leads 
into Gray\s Inn Ijane. Philip went his way home- 
Wtards, shaking off Torn Eaves, who, for his part, 
trotted off to his other clubs, telling people how he 
had just been talking with that bankrupt doetor\s son, 
and wondering how Pliilip should get money enough 
to pay his club subscription. Philip then went on his 
way, striding homewards at his usual manly pace. 

Wliose black brougham wjis that ? — the black 
brougham with the ehestinit horse walking up and 
down (Juildford Street. Mr. Kingwood’s crest was 
on the brougham. When Idiilip entered his drawdng- 
room, having o[)ened tin* door Avith his own key, there 
sat Mr. Kingwood, talking to Mrs. Charlotte, who was 
taking a cup of tea at live o’clock. She and the chil- 
dren liked that cup of tea. Sometimes it served Mrs. 
Char for dinner when Philip dined from liome. 

If I had known you were coming hero, you might 
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have brought me home and saved me a long walk,” 
said Philip, wiping a burning foreliead. 

“8o I might — so 1 might!” said the other. 
never thought of it. 1 had to see my lawyer in 
Gray’s Inn ; and it was then 1 thought of coming on 
to see you, as 1 was telling Mrs. Firmin ; and a very 
nice quiet })la.ce you live in ! ” 

This was very well. But for the first and only 
time of his life, Philip was jt^ilous, 

“ Don't drub so with your feet ! Don’t like to ride 
when you jog so on the floor,” said Fliilip’s eldest 
darling, who had clambered on ]>aj)a’s knee. *‘Why 
do you look so ? Don’t sipieeze my arm, papa ! ” 
Mamma was utterly unaware that Fhilip had any 
cause for agitation. You liave walked all the way 
from Westminster, and the (dub, and you are quite 
hot and tired ! ” she said. Some tea, my dear ? ” 
Philip nearly choked with the tea. From under his 
hair, whi(di fell over his forelu^ad, he looked into his 
wife’s face. It wore such a. swetd look of innocence 
and womhn*, tliat, as he regarded her, the spasm of 
jealousy passed off. No: lliere was no look of guilt 
in those tender eyes. Pliilij) (‘ould only read in them 
the wife’s tender love and auxiidy for liimself. 

But wliat of Mr. llingwood’s facje ? When the 
first little blush and hesitation laid })assed away, Mr. 
Ringwood’s pah* (countenance ri'assiuned that calm 
self-satisfied smile, which it customarily wore. <^Tlie 
coolm*ss of the man maddened me,” said Philip, talk- 
ing about the litth? oceurr(nic(5 after wai'ds, and to his 
usual confidant. 

Gracious powers,” cries the other. ‘^If I went to 
see Charlotte and the (children, would you be jealous 
of me, you bearded Turk ? Are you prepared with 
sack and bowstring for every man who visits Mrs# 
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Firmin ? If you are to come out iti this character, 
you will lead yourself and your wife pretty lives. Of 
course you (puirrelled with Lovelac'c then and there, 
and threatened to throw liiin out of window then and 
there ? Your custom is to strike when you are hot, 
witness — 

‘^Oh, dear, no ! ” cried Philip, int(‘rrupting me. 
have not (quarrelled with him yet.’’ And he ground 
his teeth, and gave a very fierce glare with his eyes. 

I sat him out (piite civilly. 1 went with him to the 
door; and 1 have left directions tlmt In* is never to 
pass it again — that ’sail. Put I have not (quarrelled 
with him in the least. Two m(*n n(‘ver behaved more 
politidy than we did. We bowed and grinned at each 
other (quite amiably. Put I own, when he held out 
his hand, I was oblig(‘d to keep inim* behind my back, 
for they felt very mischievous, and inclined to — 
Well, ii(*ver mind. Perliaqis it is as you say ; and he 
meant no sort of harm.” - 

Wlierc*, I say again, do ivonnui learn all the mis- 
chief they know? Why should my wife have such 
a mistrust and horror of this gentleman ? She took 
Philiqi’s side entir(*ly. Sln^ said she thought he was 
quite right in keejiiiig tlqat qierson out of his house. 
What did she know about that person ? Did I not 
know myself ? He was a libertine, and led a bad 
life. He bad led young men astray, and taught them 
to gamble, and heljied them to ruin themselves. We 
have all heard stories about the lat(5 Sir Philiq) Ring- 
wood; that last scandal in Avhieh lie was engaged, 
three years ago, and w]u(di brought his cari'er to an 
end at Naqdes, I need not, of course, allude to. Put 
fourteen or fifteen years ago, about which time this 
present qiortion of our little story is emu'ted, what 
did she know about Ringwood’s misdoings ? 
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No: riiilip Firniin did not quarrel with Philip 
King wood on this occasion. Hut Ik^ shut his door on 
Mr. Jtingwood. He refused all invitations to Sir John^s 
house, which, of courstj, came less frequently, and 
which then ceased to come at all. Eich folks do not 
like to be so treated by the poor. Had Lady Eing- 
wood a notion of the reason why Philip kept away 
from her lioiise ? I think it is more than possible. 
Some of Philip’s friends knew her ; and she seemed 
only pained, not sur])rised or angry, at a quarrel 
which somehow did tak(» ])lace ]>etween the two gen- 
tlemen not very long after that visit of Mr. Eingwood 
to his kinsman in Milman Street. 

Your friend seems v(*ry hot-headed and violent- 
tempcired,” Lady Eingwood said, speaking of that 
very quarrel. 1 am sorry Ik*. k(*eps that kind of 
com})any. I am sure it must be too expensive for 
him.” 

Ak luck would have it, Philip’s old school-friend, 
Lord Egham, m(*t us a very few days after the meet- 
ing and parting of Philip and his (cousin in Milman 
Street, and invited us to a. bachelor’s dinner on the 
river. Our wivc^s (witlioiit whose sanction no good 
man would sui’ely (‘ver look a whitebait in the face) 
gave us j)(‘rinission to attend this entertainment, and 
remained at home, and j)artook of a tea-dinner (bless- 
ings on them !) wiili the d(‘ar children. Men grow 
young again when they nu'et at these parties. We 
talk of flogging, proctors, old c.ronies ; we recite old 
school and collegia jokes. I hope that some of us 
may carry on these* ideasaiit entertainments until we 
are fours(*.ore, and that our toothless old gums will 
mumble tin* old stories, and will laugh over the old 
jokes with ever-reimwed gusto. Hoes the kind reader 
remember the ac(;ouut of such a dinner at the com- 
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mencenieiit of this history ? On this afternoon, 
Eghaiii, Maynard, Burroughs (several of the men 
formerly mentioned), reassembled. I think we actu- 
ally like each other well enough to be pleased to hear 
of each other’s successes. 1 know that one or two 
good fellows, upon whom fortune has frowned, have 
found other good fellows in that company to help and 
aid them ; and that all are betti^r for that kindly 
freemasonry. 

Before the dinner was served, the guests met on 
the green of the liotel, and examined that fair land- 
scape, which surely d(^es not lose its charm in our 
eyes because it is commonly seen before a good din- 
ner. The crested elms, the shining river, the eiiu'rald 
meadows, the ]jainted parterres of flowers around, all 
wafting an agreeable smell of frlture^ of flowers and 
flounders ('X(piisit(‘ly conimingliMl. Who has not en- 
joyed these delights ? May some of us, I say, live 
to drink the ’58 claret in the year 1900 ! T have no 
doubt that the survivors of our society will still 
laugh at the jokes whieli we used to relish wlien the 
present century was still only middle-aged. Egliam 
was gtiing to be married. Would he be allowed to 
dine next year ? Frank Berry’s wife would not let 
him come. Do you remember his tremendous light 
with Biggs ? llemember ? who did n’t ? Marston 
was Berry’s bottle-liolder ; poor j\birston, who was 
killed ill India. And Biggs and Berry were the 
closest friends in life ev(*r a.fter. Wlio would ever 
have thought of Brai'kh'y be(*oniing serious, and be- 
ing made an arcluleai’on ? Do you reimmiber his fight 
with Ringwood ? What an infernal bully he was, 
and how glad we all were when Brackley thrash(‘d 
him ! What different fates await men ! Who would 
ever have imagined Xose}^ Braekl(*y a curate in the 
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milling distiicts, and ending by wearing a rosette in 
his hat? Who would ever have tlioiiglit of Eing- 
wood becoming such a prodigious swell and leader of 
fashion ? He was a very shy fellow ; not at all a 
good-looking fellow : and what a wild hdlow he had 
become, and what a lady-killer ! Is idt he some con- 
nection of yours, Firniin ? Philip said yes, but that 
he had s(‘ai‘cely nu't Eingwood at all. And one man 
after anothei* told anecdotes of Eingwood; how he 
had young men to play in his house ; how he had 
played in that very “ Star and Garter ; ’’ and how 
he always won. You must please to remember that 
our story dates back some sixteen years, when the 
dice-box still rattled occasionally, and the king was 
turned. 

As this old school gossip is going on, Lord Egham 
arrives, and with him this very Eingwood about 
wdiom the old school-fellows had just been talking. 
He came down in Egham’s phaeton. Of course, the 
greatijst man of the party always waits for Eingwood. 
‘^If we had had a duke at Grey Friars,’’ says some 
grumbler, “Eingwood would have made the duke 
bring him down.” 

Philii)’s friend, when he beheld the arrival of Mr. 
Eingwood, seized Firiniu’s big arm, and whispered — 

“Hold your tongue. No fighting. No quarrels. 
Let bygones be bygones. Eemember, there can be 
no earthl}^ use in a scandal.” 

“Leave me alone,” says Philip, “and don^t be 
afraid.” 

I thought Eingwood seemed to start back for a 
moment, and perhaps fancied that he looked a little ^ 
I)ale, but he advanced with a gracious smile towards 
l^hilip, and remarked, “It is a long time since we 
have seen you at my father’s.” 
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Philip grinned and smiled too. “It was a long 
time since be had been in Hill Street.’^ Put Philip’s 
smile was not at all pleasing to behold. Indeed, a 
worse performer of comedy than our friend does not 
walk the stage of this life. 

On this the otlnn* gayly remarked he was glad 
.Philip had leiive to join the bachelor’s party. “Meet- 
ing of old school-fellows very pleasant. Had n’t 
been to one of them for a long time : though tlie 
‘ Friars ’ was an abominable hole : that was the t»uth. 
Who was tliat in the sliovcd-hat ? a bishop ? what 
bishop ? ” 

It was Brackl(*y, the Archdeacon, who turned very 
n‘d on seeing Ringwood. For the fact is, Brackley 
was talking to Pennystone, the little boy about whom 
the qnarrel and figlit had tak(ui ])la(*e at school, when 
liingwood had proposed forcibly to take Pennystone’s 
money from liim. “ I think, ^Mr. 'Ringwood, that 
i^ennystone is liig enough to hold his own now, don’t 
you?” said the Arehd(*acon ; and with this the Ven- 
erable man turmal on his heel, leaving Ringwood to 
face the little I’erinystone of fonii(‘r years; now a 
gigantic eoiiiitry S(]uire, with Inmlth ringing in his 
voi(*(‘, and a ])^lir of great arms and fists that would 
have demolislnal six Ringwoods iu the field. 

Tin* sight of th(\se quondam enemies rather dis- 
turbed Mr. Ring wood's tranquillity. 

“I was dreadfully bullied at that school,” he said, 
in an apjiealing manner to Mr. Pennystone. “I did 
as others did. It was a horrible place, and I hate the 
name of it. I say, Egham, don’t yon think that Bar- 
naby’s motion last night was very ill-timed, and that 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer answered him very 
neatly ? ” 

This became a cant phrase amongst some of us 
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wags afterwards. Whenever we wished to change a 
conversation, it was, say, Eghaiii, don’t you think 
Barnaby’s motion was very ill-timed; and that the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer answered him very 
neatly ? ” You know Mr. Kingwood would scarcely 
have thought of coining amongst such common people 
as his old schoolfellows, but seeing Lord Egham’s 
phaeton at Black’s,” he condescended to drive down 
to Itichniond with his lordship, and 1 hope a great 
nunijiier of his friends in St. James’s Str(*et saw him 
in that noble company. 

Windham w'as the chairman of the evening — 
elected to that post because he is very fond of inc.k- 
ing speeches to which he does not in tlni least expect 
you to listen. All men of sense are glad to hand over 
this office to him : and 1 hope, for my part, a day 
will soon arrive (but 1 own, mind you, that T do not 
carve well) wlum we shall have the speech(‘s done by 
a skilled waiter at the side tabl(‘, as we now have 
the carving. Don’t you find tliat you splash the 
gravy, that you mangle tlu' meat, that you can’t nick 
the joint in helping the company to a dinmu--sp(*ech ? 
1, for my part, own that I am in a state* of tremor and 
absence of mind bidbre tlu* operation ; in a condition 
of imbecility during the business ; and that I am sure 
of a headache and indigestion the next morning. 
Wliat then? Have I nut seen one of the bravest 
men \n tAie world, at a City dinmu’ last year, in a 
state of e(]nal ])anie ? — 1 fed that I am wandering 
from Philip’s adv(‘ntuv(*s to his biographer’s, and 
confess I am thinking of tlie dismal fiasco I myself 
made on this occasion at the Richmond dinner. 

You see, the order of th(^ day at these meetings 
is to joke at everything — to joke at the chairman, 
at all the s])eakers, at the army and navy, at the 
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venerable the legislature, at the bar and bench, and 
so forth. If we toast a barrister, we show how ad- 
mirably he would have figured in the dock : if a 
sailor, how lamentably searsick he was . if a soldier, 
Jiow nimbly he ran away. For examjde, we drank 
tlie Venerable Archdeacon Brackley and the army. 
We deplored the perverseness which had led him to 
adopt a black coat instead of a red. War had evi- 
dently been his vocation, as he had shown by the 
frequent battles in which lie had been engaged at 
school. P'or what was the other great warrior of the 
age famous ? for that Roman feature in his face, 
whiqh distinguished, which gave a name to, our 
Brackley — a name by which we fondly clung (cries 
of ^^Kosey, Nosey ! Might that feature ornament 
ere long the face of — of one of the chiefs of that 
army of which he was a distinguished field-officer ! 
Might — Here I confess I fairly broke down, lost 
the thread of my joke — at which Brackley seemed 
to look rather severe — and finished the speech with 
a gobble aliout regard, esteem, everybody respect you 
and good health, old boy — which answered quite as 
W(dl as a finished oration, however the author might 
be discontented with it. 

The Archd(*acoids little sermon was very brief, as 
the discourses of sensible divines sometimes will be. 
He was glad to meet old friends — to mahe friends 
with old foes (loud cries of l^ravo, Nosey ! ’’). In 
the battle of life, every man must ine(‘t with a blow 
or two ; and every bnive one would take his facer with 
good-humor. Had he quarrelled with nny old school- 
fellow in old times ? He wore peace not only on his 
coat, but in his heart. Peace and good-will were the 
words of the day in the army to which he belonged ; 
and he hoped that all officers in it were animated by 
one esprit de corps. 



112 THK ADVENTURES OF PHILIP 

A silence ensued, during which men looked towards 
Mr. Hingwood, as the old foe towards whom the 
Archdeacon had held out the hand of amity; but 
Kingwood, who liad lisbuied to the Archdeacon^s 
speech with an expression of grc^at disgust, did not 
rise from his chair — only remarking to his neighbor 
Egham, Why should I get up ? Hang him, I have 
nothing to say. I say, Egliam, why did you induce 
me to come into this kind of thing?’’ 

Fearing that a collision might take place between 
Phili]) and his kinsman, I had drawn Philip away 
from the place in the room to which Lord Egham 
beckoned him, saying, Never mind, Philip, about 
sitting by the lord,” by whose side I knew perfectly 
well that Mr. Pingwood would find a place. But it 
was our lot to be S(*parated from his lordship by 
merely the table’s breadth, and some intervening 
vases of flowers and fruits through whicdi we could 
see and hear our oj)posite neigh})ors. When Ring- 
wood spoke this kind of thing,” Philip glared 
across the table, and started as if he was going to 
speak ; but his neighbor pinched him on the knee, 
and whispered to him, ‘^Silence — no scandal. Re- 
meniber ! ” The otluu’ fell back, swallowed a glass 
of wine, and made me far from comfortable by per- 
forming a tattoo on my chair. 

The speech(»s went on. If they were not more elo- 
quent they were more noisy and lively than before. 
Then the aid of song was called in to enliven the 
banquet. The Arcdideaeon, who had looked a little 
uneasy for the last half-hour, rose up at the call for 
a song, and quitted the room. ‘‘Let us go too, 
Philip,” said Philip’s neighbor. “ You don’t want 
to hear those dreadful old college songs over again ? ” 
But Philip sulkily said, “You go, I should like to 
stay.” 
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Lord Egham was seeing the last of his bachelor 
life. He liked those last evenings to be merry ; he 
lingered over them, and did not wish them to end too 
quickly. His neighbor was long since tired of the 
entertainment, and sick of our company. Mr. Ring- 
wood had lived of late in a world of such fashion that 
ordinary mortals were despicable to him. He had no 
affectionate remembrance of his early days, or of any- 
body belonging to them. Whilst Philip was singing 
his song of '^Doctor Luther,^’ I was glad that he 
could not see the face of surprise and disgust which 
his kinsman bore. Other vocal performances fol- 
lowed, including a song by Lord Egliam, which, I am 
bound to say, was hideously out of tune ; but was re- 
ceived by his near neighbor coui])lacently enough. 

The noise now began to increase, the choruses were 
fuller, the speeches were louder and more incoherent. 
I don’t tliink the company heard a speech by little 
Mr. Van John, whose health was drunk as representa- 
tive of the Rritish Turf, and who said that he had 
never known anything about the turf or about play 
until their old schoolfellow, his dear friend — his 
swell friend, if he might be permitted the expression 
— Mr. Ringwood, taught him the use of cards; and 
once in his own house, in May Pair, and once in this 
very house, the Star and Garter,” sliowed him how 
to i)lay the noble game of J^lind Hookey. “ The nieii 
are drunk. Let us go away, Egham. I did n’t come 
for this kind of thing ! ” cried Ringwood, furious, by 
Lord Egham’s side. 

This was the expression which Mr. Ringwood had 
used a short time before, when Philip was about to 
interru[)t him. He had lifted his gun to fire then, 
but his hand had been held back. The bird passed 
him once more, and he could not help taking aim* 
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This kind of thing is very dull, is n’t it Ring- 
wood ? ” he called across the table, pulling away a 
flower, and glaring at the other through the little 
open space. 

Dull, old boy ? I call it doosed good fun,’’ cries 
Lord Egham, in the height of good-humor. 

Dull ? What do you mean ? ” asked my lord’s 
neighbor. 

“ I mean you would prefer having a couple of packs 
of cards, and a little room, where you ciould win three 
or four hundred from a young fellow ? It ’s more 
profitable and more quiet than Hliis kind of thing.’” 

1 say, I don’t know what you mean ! ” cries the 
other. 

^^What! You have forgotten already? Has not 
Van John just told you how you and Mr. Dcuceace 
brought him down h(*re, and won his money from him ; 
and then how you gave him his revenge at your own 
house in — ” 

Did I come here to be insulted by that fellow ? ” 
cries Mr. Ring wood, appealing to his neighbor. 

“ If that is an insult, you may It hi your pipe 
and smoke it, Mr. Ringwood ! ” cries Philip. 

Come away, (H)me away, Egham ! Don’t keep me 
here listening to this bla — ” 

“If you say another word,” says Philip, “I’ll send 
this decanter at your h(‘ad ! 

“ Come, come — nonsense ! No quarrelling ! Make 
it up ! Everybody has had too much ! Get the bill, 
and order the omnibus round ! ” A crowd was on one 
side of the table, and the other; One of the cousins 
had not the least wish that the quarrel should proceed 
any further. 

When, being in a quarrel, Philip Finnin assumes 
the calm and stately manner, he is perhaps in his most 
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clangero\is state. Lord Egliam’s phaeton (in which 
Mr. King wood showed a great uii willingness to take a 
seat by the driver) was at the hotel gate, an omnibus 
and a private carriage or two were in readiness to take 
home the other guests of the feast. Egham went in- 
to the hotel to light a final cigar, and now Philip, 
springing forward, caught by the arm the gentleman 
sitting on the front seat of the phaeton. 

Stop ! he said. You used a word just now — ” 

“What word? I don’t know anything about 
words !” cries the other, in a loud voice. 

“You said ^insulted,’” murmured Philip, in the 
gentlest tone. 

“I don’t know what I said,” sai<l Kingwood pee- 
vishly. 

“I said, in reply to the words which you forget, 
^ that 1 would knock you down,’ or words to that effect. 
If you feel in the least aggrieved, you know where my 
chambers are — with Mr. Van John, whom you and 
your mistress invtdgled to play cards when he was a 
boy. You are not fit to come into an honest man’s 
house. It was only because 1 wished to spare a lady’s 
feelings that I r(*frained from turning you out of mine. 
Good-night, Egham ! ” and with great majesty Mr. 
Philip returned to his companion and the Hansom cab 
which was in waiting to convey these two gentlemen 
to London. 

I was quite correct in my surmise that Philip’s an- 
tagonist woidd take no further notice of the quarrel 
to Philip personally. Indeed, he affected to treat it 
as a drunken brawl, regarding which no man of sense 
would allow himself to be seriously disturbed. A 
quarrel between two men of the same family: — be- 
tween Philip and his own relative who had only wished 
him well? — It was absurd and impossible. What 
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Mr. Eingwood deplored was the obstinate ilbteiuper 
and known violence of Philip, which were forever 
leading him into these brawls, and estranging his 
family from him. A man seized by the coat, insulted, 
threatened with a decanter ! A man of station so 
treated by a person whose own position was most 
questionable, whose father was a fugitive, and who 
himself was struggling for precarious subsistenci^ ! 
The arrogance was too grea,t. With the b(‘st wishes 
for the unhappy young man, and his amiable (but 
empty-headed) little wife, it was ini})ossible to take 
further notice of them. Let the visits cease. Let the 
carriage no more drive from Lerkeley Square to Mil- 
man Street. Let tliere be no presents of ganu‘, i)oultry, 
legs of mutton, old clothes, and what not. Hence- 
forth, therefore, the Eingwood carriage was unknown 
in the neighborliood of tlie Foundling, and tin' Eing- 
wood footmen no more scented with tludr powdered 
heads tlui Firmins’ little hall cculiiig. Sir John said 
to the end that he was about to [)rocin*e a comfortable 
place for Jdiilip, when his d(‘plorabh‘ violence obliged 
Sir John to break off all relations with the most mis- 
guided young man. 

Nor was tln^ end of the mischief here. We have 
all read how the gods never ajipear alone — the gods 
bringing good or evil fortune. When two or three 
little jiiec'cs of good luck had befallen our j)Oor friend, 
my wife triumphanti y cried out, 1 told you so ! Did 
I not always say that Heaven would befriend that dear, 
innocent wife and children ; that brave, generous, im- 
prudent father ? And now when the evil days came, 
this monstrous logician insisted that poverty, sickness, 
dreadful doubt and terror, hunger and want almost, 
were all equally intended for Philip’s advantage, and 
would work for good in the end. So that rain was 
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good, and sunshine was good; so that sickness was 
good, and liealth was good ; that Philij) ill was to be as 
happy as Philip well, and as thankful for a sick house 
and an empty pocket as for a warm lireside and a com- 
fortable larder. Mind, 1 ask no Christian pliilos()])her 
to revile at his ill fortum^s, or to (hispair. T will ac- 
cept a toothache (or any evil of life), and bear it with- 
out too much grumbling. P>ut 1 cannot say that to 
have a tooth pulled out is a blessing, or fondle the 
hand which wrenches at my jaw. 

^^They can live without their fine relations, and 
their donations of mutton and turnips,” cries my wife 
with a toss of her head. ^-The way in which those 
peoples patronized I*hilip and dear Cha.i*lotte was i>er- 
fectly intohwable. Lady Uingwood knows how dread- 
ful the conduct of that Mr. Ringwood is, and — and 1 
have no patience with luu* ! ” How, I repeat, do women 
know about imm How do they t(‘legraph to each 
other their noti(M^s of alarm and mistrust? and fly as 
birds rise u|) with a rush and a skurry when danger 
appears to be near ? All this was vmy widl. Hut 
Mr. Tregarvau heard some account of the dispute 
between Pliilip and Mr. Ringwood, and applied to 
Sir John for furtlnu' particulars; and Sir »John — 
liberal man as he was and ever liad Ihhui, and priding 
himself little. Heaven kmnv, on the privilege of rank, 
which was niercdy adventitious — was constrained to 
confess that this young man’s condiutt showed a great, 
deal too much laisse^ alter. He had (*onstantly, at 
Sir John’s own house, manifested an independence 
which had bordered on rudeness ; he was always 
notorious for his quarrelsome disposition, and lately 
had so disgraijed himself in a scene with Sir John’s 
eldest son, Mr. Ringwood — had exhibited such bru- 
tality, ingratitude, and — and inebriation, that Sir 
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John was free to confess he hatl forbidden the gentle^ 
man his door. 

An insubordinate, ill-conditioned fcdlow, cer- 
tainly!’’ thinks Tregarvaii. (And f do not say, 
though Philip is my friend, that Tregarviin and Sir 
John were altogetlnu- wrong regarding their protege.) 
Twice Tregarvan had invited him to breakfast, and 
Philip had not appeared. More than once he had 
contradicted Tregarvan about the Jlevit'W.” He 
had said that the “Review” was not getting ou, and 
if you asked l^hilip his candid opinion, it would not 
get on. Six numbers had appc'ared, and it did not 
meet with that attention which the public ought to 
pay to it. The public was careless as to the designs 
of that Great Power which it was Tregarvan ’s aim to 
defy and confound. lie took couns(d with Jiimself. 
He walked over to the publishers, and ins])ect(*d the 
books; and the result of that inspection was so dis- 
agreeable, that he went home straiglitway and wrote 
a letter to Philip Firmin, Esep, New Milinan Street, 
Guildford Stre(‘t, which that poor fellow brought to 
his usual advisers. 

That letter contained a check for a quarter’s salary, 
and bad(*- adieu to Mr. Firmin. The writer would not 
recapitulate the causes of dissatisfaction which he 
felt res])ecting the conduct of the “ Review.'’ JI(‘ was 
much disappointed in its progress, and dissatisfied 
with its general management. He thought an oppor- 
tunity was lost which never could be recovered for 
exposing the designs of a Power which menaced the 
liberty and trancpiillity of Europe. Had it been 
directed with proper energy that “ Review might 
have been an legis to that threatened lib(‘rty, a lamp 
to lighten the darkness of that menaced fr(*cdom. It 
might have [lointed the way to the cultivation how 
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arum llterarum ; it might liave fostered rising talent, 
it might have chastised the arrogance of so-called 
critics ; it might have served tin* cause of truth. 
Tregarvan’s hopes were disappointed: he would not 
say by whose remissness or fault. He had done his 
utmost in the good work, and, linally, would thank 
Mr. Firmin to print off the articdes .already purchased 
and paid for, and to prepar(‘ a bihd' notice for the 
next number, announcing the discx)ntinuance of the 

Kevi(nv ; and Tregarvan showed my wife a cold 
shoulder for a considcirable time afterwjirds, nor were 
we asked to his tea-parties, I forgcit for how many 
seasons. 

This to us was no great loss or subject of annoy- 
ance : but to poor Philip ? It was a matter of life 
and almost death to him. He never could save much 
out of his litth* pittance. H(‘re were fifty pounds in 
his hand, it is true ; but bills, taxes, rent, the hun- 
dred little obligations of a house, were due and press- 
ing upon him; find in the midst of his nnxi(‘ty, our 
dear little Mrs. Philip was a])out to present him with 
a third ornament to his nurscuy. Poor little T(*rtius 
arrived duly enough ; and, such hy[)0(*.rites W(‘re we, 
that the poor mother was absolutely thinking of c.ill- 
ing the child Tregarvan Firmin, as a compliment to 
Mr. Tregarv.an, who had been so kind to tln'in, and 
Tregarvan Firmin would Ik*, such a pretty name, she 
thought. We i imagined the Little Sister kiu'w noth- 
ing about Philip’s anxieties. OF course, she attended 
Mrs. Phili}) ‘through her troubh^s, .and we vow th.at 
we never said a word to her regarding Philiji’s own. 
But Mrs. Brandon went in to Bhilij) one day, as he 
was sitting very grave and sad with his two first-born 
children, and she took both his hands, .and said, You 
know, dear, I have saved ever so much : and I always 
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intended it for — you know who/' And here she 
loosened one hand from him, and felt in her pocket 
.for a purse, and put it into Philip's hand, and wept 
on his shoulder. And Philip kissed her, and thanked 
God for sending him sindi a dear friend, > and gave her 
back her purse, though indeed he had but five pounds 
left in his own when this benefactress came to him. 
Yes : but there were d(d>ts owing to him. There 
was his wife’s little portion of fifty pounds a year, 
which had nevcu- been ])aid since the second quarter 
after their marriage, whi(*h had liap])ened now more 
than three years ago. As I’liilip liad scarce a guinea 
in the world, he wrote to Mrs. Bayiu's, his wife’s 
mother, to explain his extreme want, and to remind 
her that this money was due. Mrs. General Baynes 
was living at Jersey at this time in a choice society 
of half-pay ladi(‘s, clergymen, captains, and the like, 
among whom I have Jio doubt she moved as a great 
lady. She wore a large medallion of the deceased 
General on her nock. Sin* we])t dry t('ars over that 
interesting caiiu'o at frequent tea-parties. She never 
could forgive Phili]) for taking away her child from 
her, and if any one would take away others of her 
girls, she would be (Mpially unforgiving. Endowed 
with that wonderful logic with which women are 
blessed. T Ixdieve she never admitted, or has been 
able to admit to her own mind that she did Philip or 
her daughter a wrong. In the tea-parties of h(‘r 
quaintaiicG she groaned over the extr;ivaganct‘ of her 
son-in-law and his brutal treatiiKUit of* her bh'sstnl 
child. Many good peojde agreed with her and shook 
their respectable noddles when the na.nn‘ of that })rodi- 
gal Phili]) was numtiomal over h(‘r muffins and llohea. 
He was ])ray(‘d for; his dear widowed mother-in-law 
was pitied, and blessed with all tin* comfort reverend 
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gentlemen could supply on the spot. ^^Upon my 
honor, Firmin, Emily and I were made to believe 
that you were a monster, sir,” tin* stout Major Mac- 
Whirter once said; ^^and now I have heard your 
story, by Jove, 1 think it is you, and not Eliza 
Baynes, who were wronged. She has a deuce of a 
tongue, Eliza has : and a temper — poor Charles knew 
what that was ! ” Tn fine, when Philip, reduced to his 
last guinea, asked Charlotte’s mother to pay her debt to 
her.siek daughter, Mrs. (xeneral B. sent Pliilip a ten- 
]jound note, o])en, by Captain Swang, of tlie Indian 
army, who ha 2 )pened to be coming to England. And 
that, Pliilip says, of all the hard knocks of fate, ha.8 
been the very hardest which he has had to endure. 

But" the poor little wife knew nothing of this 
cruelty, nor, indeed, of the very poverty which was 
hemming round her curtain ; and in tlie midst of his 
griefs Philip Firmin was immensely consoled by the 
tender fidelity of the friends whom God liad sent him. 
Their griefs were drawing to an (uid now. Kind 
readers all, may your sorrows, may mine, leave us 
with hearts not embittered, and humbly acquiescent 
to the Great Will ! 
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CHAT^TEPv YIL 

IN WHICH WE REACH THE LAST STA(JE BUT ONE 
OF THIS JOURNFA'. 

Although poverty was knocking at riiili])’s lium- 
ble door, little (Charlotte in all li(n‘ troiibk* n(*ver kiujw 
Low menacing tlic grim visitor Lad been. She did not 
quite understand tLat her Liisband in Lis List neces- 
sity sent to Ler mother for Lis due, and that the niotlier 
turned away and refused him. Ah,’’ thought x)Oor 
Philip, groaning in his despair, ^‘I wonder whether 
the thieves who attac.ked the man in the parable were 
robbers of his own family, who knew that lui carried 
money with him to Jerusaleni, and waylaid him on the 
journey ? Hut again and again he has thanked God, 
with grateful lu‘art, for tiie Samaritans wliom he has 
met on life’s road, and if he has not forgiven, it must 
be owned he has never done any wrong to those who 
robbed him. 

Charlotte did not know that her husband was at his 
last guinea, and a prey to dreadful anxiety for Iu't 
dear sake, for after the birth of her child a fever 
came upon her; in the delirium consequent upon 
which the poor thing was ignorant of all that hap- 
pened round her. A fortnight with a wife in ex- 
tremity, with crying infants, with hunger menacing 
at the door, passed for Philip somehow. The young 
man became an old man in this time. Indeed, his 
fair hair was stroakcal with wliite at tlie temples 
afterwards But it must not be imagined that he had 
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not friends during his affliction, and he always can 
gratefully count up the names of many persons to 
whom he might have applied had he been in need, 
lie did not look or ask for these succors from his 
relatives. Aunt and Uncle Twysden shrieked and 
cried out at his extravagance, imprudence, and folly. 
Sir John Eingwood said he must really wash his 
hands of a young man who menaced the life of his 
own son. Grenville Woolcomb, with many oaths, in 
which brother-in-law Eingwood joined chorus, cursed 
Philip, and said he did n’t care, and the beggar ought 
to be hung, and his father ouglit to be hung. But I 
think I know half a dozen good men and true who 
told a different tale, and who were ready with their 
sympathy and succor. Did not Mrs. Flanagan, the 
Irish laundress, in a voice broken by sobs and gin, 
offer to go and chare at Philip’s house for nothing, 
and nurse the dear children ? Did not Goodenough 
say, I f you are in need, my dear fellow, of course 
you know wIku'o to (U)me ; ” and did he not actually 
give two pr(^scri[)tions, oni‘- for poor Charlotte, and one 
for fifty pounds to be taken immediately, which he 
handed to the nurse by mistake? You may be sure 
she did not a])})ro[)riate the mone.y, for of course you 
know that tln^ nurse was Mrs. Brandon. Charlotte 
has one remorse in her life. She owns she was jealous 
of the Little Sister. And now when that gentle life 
is over, when Philip’s poverty trials are ended, when 
the children go sometimes and look wistfully at the 
grave of tlnur dc'jir Caroline, fi’iend Charlotte leans 
her head against her husband’s shoulder, and own^ 
humbly how good, how brave, how generous a friend 
Heaven sent them in that humble defender. 

Have you ever felt the pinch of poverty? In 
many cases it is like the dentist’s chair, more dreadful 
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in tlie contemplation than in the actual suffering. 
Philip says he never was fairly bi'iitcn, hut on that 
day wlieii, in reply to his solicitation to have his due, 
Mrs. Haynes’s friend, Captain Swang, brought him 
the open ten-pound note. It was not mueli of a blow ; 
the hand which dealt it made the hurt so keen. I 
remember,” says he, bursting out crying at school, 
because a big boy hit me a slight ta]), a,nd other boys 
s^d, ^ Oil, you coward.’ It was that 1 kiunv the boy 
at home, and my ])arents had becai kind to him. It 
seemed to me a wrong that Ihimps should strike me,” 
said J’liilip; and he looked, whilt* telling the story, 
as if he (umld cry about this injury now. I liopo lie 
has revenged himself by ])reseiiting coals of .fire to 
his wife’s relations. Hut this day, when he is enjoy- 
ing good health, and competon(*>e, it is not safe to 
mention mothers-in-law in his prostince. He fumes, 
shouts, and rages against them, as if all were like his ; 
and his, I have been told, is a lady pcu-fectly well 
satisfied with herself and lier conduct in this world ; 
and as for the next — but our story does not dare to 
point so far. It only interests itself about a little 
clicpie of people here below — their griefs, their trials, 
their weaknesses, their kindly liearts. 

People there are in our history who do not seem to 
me to have kindly hearts at all ; and yet, perhaps, if 
a biography (iould be written from their point of view, 
some other novelist might show how Philip and his 
biogra])her were a pair of selfish worldlings unworthy 
of credit: how Uncle and Aunt Twysdem were most 
•exemplary people, and so forth. Have I not told you 
how many peo])le at Xew York shook their heads 
wlien Philip’s name was mentioned, and intimated 
a strong opinion that he used his father very ill ? 
When he fell wounded and bleeding, patron Tregar- 
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van dropped him off his horse, and Cousin Ringwood 
did not look behind to see how he fared. Rut these, 
again, may have had their opinion regarding our 
fri(‘iid, wljo may have been inisreprcisented to tlieiii 
— I protest as I look bacjk at tin* past portions of 
this history, I begin to have (qualms, and ask myself 
whether the folks of whom wci luive been prattling 
have had jiistiee done to tlit*m ; whetlier Agnes Ihvys- 
den is not a suffering martyr justly offendedn^y 
IMiilip’s turbul(‘nt behavior, and wludher Philip de- 
sm‘V(*s any ])artieular attention or kindness at all. 
lie is not transe.endently elever ; he is not gloriously 
beautiful. lie is not about to illumiinite Cue darkness 
in whi(ih the pt^ojde grovel, with the flashing emana- 
tions of his trutli. lie sometiiiH'S owt‘s moiH‘y, which 
he cannot pay. H(' slips, stumbles, blunders, brags. 
Ah! he sins and rojieiits — pray Heaven — of faults, 
of vanities, of prid(‘, of a thousand short(H)mings ! 
This I say - - Kfjo — as my friend’s biographer. Per- 
Jiaps I do not umh'rstand the otlier (diaractei's round 
about him so well, and have overlooked a number of 
their merits, and caricatured and exaggerated their 
little defects. 

Among the Samaritans who came to Philip’s help 
in these his straits, he loves to remember the name of 
J. J., the painter, whom he found sitting with the 
children one day making drawings for them, which 
the good painter never tired to sketch. 

Now if those children would but have kept Kidley’s 
sketches, and waited for a good season at Christie’s 
1 have no doubt they might have got scores of pounds 
for the drawings; but then, you see, they chose to 
improve the drawings with their own hands. They 
painted the soldiers yellow, the horses blue, and so 
forth. On the horses they put soldiers of their own 
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construction. Eidley’s landscapes were (‘iiriehed with 
representations of “omnibuses,” which the children 
saw and admired in the neighboring N(iw Road. I 
dare say, as the fever left her, and as she came to see 
things as they were, Charlotte^s eyes dwelt fondly on 
the pictures of the omnibuses ins(‘rted in Mr. Eidley’s 
sketciies, and she put some aside and sho\V('d them to 
her friends, and said, “ Does n’t our darling show (*x- 
tr^rdinary talent for drawing ? Mr. Ridley says he 
does. H(* did a great ])art of this tdeliing.” 

But, besid<^s the drawings, what do you think Mas- 
ter Ridh\y offenMl to draw for his Irhaids ? Besides 
the [)res(!riptions of medicine, what drafts did Dr. 
Goodeuough prescribe ? When nurs(‘ r>ra,ndon came 
to Mrs. Philip in her anxious time, we know what 
sort of payment she proposed for lier s(*rvi('es. Who 
says the world is all cold ? There is tht^ sun and the 
shadows. And the Heaven which ordains poverty and 
sickness sends ])ity, and love, and siuicor. 

During Charlotte’s fever and illness, the Little 
Sister laid left h(;r but for one day, when Ian* patient 
was quiet, and pronounced to be mending. It ajijiears 
that Mrs. Charlotte was very ill indeed on this occa- 
sion ; so ill that Dr. Goodeuough thought she might 
have given us all the slip* so ill that, but for Bran- 
don, she would, in all probability, have esca])ed out 
of this troublous world, and left Jdiilij) and her or- 
phaned little ones. Charlotte mend(‘d then : could 
take food, and liked it, and was specially plea^sed with 
some chickens which her nurse informed her were 
“from the country.” “ From Sir John Eingwood, no 
doubt ? ” said Mrs. Firmin, remembering the presents 
sent from Berkeley Square, and the mutton and the 
turnips. 

“Well, eat and be thankful 1” says the Little Sis- 
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ter, wlio was as gay as a little sister could lie, and 
wLo had propjired a beautiful bread saiu*-e for the 
fowl ; and who had tossed the baby, and who showed 
it to its admiring brother and sisti'r ever so many 
times; and who saw that Mr. Thilip had Ids dinner 
comfortable ; and who iievcu* took so jniicli as a drop 
of })Ort{‘r — at liome a little glass soundimes was 
comfortalde, l)ut on duty, never, m^ver ! Xo, not if 
Dr. Goothuiougli ordered it ! she vowed. And ♦lie 
doctor wislied In* could say as much, or believe as 
much, ot all his nurses 

Milmaii Stre(‘t is sucli a quiet little stre(‘t that our 
friends had not ca.r])et(‘<l it in the usual way ; and 
tliree days after her tenn)()rary abstmee, as nurse 
Hrandou sits by her patient’s bed, powdering the 
back of a small pink infant that makes believe to 
swim upon her apron, a rattle of wheels is heard in 
the ([uiet street — of four wheels, of one horse, of a 
jingling carriage, wldcli sto])S before Fhili])’s door. 
“ It ^s the trap,’’ says nurse Brandon, delighted. It 
must be those kind Kingwoods,” says Mrs, J'hilip. 
‘Mbit stop, Brandon. Did not they, did not Ave ? — 
oh, how kind of them!” She was trying to recall 
the past. Jhist and jiresent for days had been strangely 
mingled in her fevered brain. ^M^nsh, my dear! 
you are to be kep’ quite still,” says the nurse — and 
then proceeded to Hnish the polishing and jK)wdering 
of the pink frog on her lap. 

The bedroom window was open towards the sunny 
street: but Mrs. Philip did not hear a female voice 
say, ^^’Old the ’orse’s ’ead, Jim,” or she might have 
been agitated. The horse’s head was held, and a 
gentleman and a lady witli a great basket containing 
peas, butter, greens, flowers, and other rural ])roduce, 
descended from the vehicle and rang at the bell. 
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Philip opened it; with his little ones, as usual^ 
trotting at his knees. 

Why, my darlings, how you air grown ! '' cries 
the lady. 

‘^Bygones be bygones. Give us your ’and, Firmin ; 
here \s mine. My missus has brought some country 
butter and things lor your dear good lady. And we 
hope you liked the chi(*k(*ns. And God bless you, 
ohUlellow, how are you ? ” TIk^ tears \vv\v rolling 
down the good man’s cheeks as he s])()k(‘. And Mrs. 
Mugford was likewis<‘ exee(‘dingly hot, and v(U’y much 
affected. And tlie children said to her, “Mamma is 
bettor ilow : and we have a little brotlim*, and he is 
crying now up stairs.” 

“ Bless you, my darlings ! ” Mrs. Mugford was off 
by this time. She put down her ])ea(‘o-olTering of 
carrots, chickens, bacon, butter. Sh(^ cri(‘d plenti- 
fully. It was Brandon came and told us,” she said ; 
‘‘and when she told us how all your gr(‘at i)ef)])le had 
flung you over, and you’d been (]uarr(‘lling again, you 
naughty fellar, I says to Muglord, ‘Let’.s go and see 
after that dear thing, Mugford,’ I says. And here we 
are. And year’s two nice cakes lor your children” 
(after a forage in the corniieopia), “ and, lor’, how 
they are grown!” 

A little nurse fi'om the Tip-stairs regions here makes 
her appearance, holding a bundle of caslinuu'e shawls, 
part of which is removed, and discloses a being pro- 
nounced to be ravishingly beautiful, and “jest like 
Mrs. Mugford’s Emaly ! ” 

“ I say,” says Mugford, “ the old shop ’s still open 
to you. T’ other chap would n’t do at all. He was 
wild when he got the drink on board, llirish. 
Pitched into Bickerton, and black’d ’is eye. It was 
Bickerton who told you lies about that poor lady. 
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Don’t see ’im no more now. Borrowed some money 
of me ; have u’t seen him since. We were both 
wrong and we must make it up — the missus says 
we must.” 

“Amen!” said Bhilip, with a grasp of the honest 
fellow’s hand. And next Sunday he aud a trim Little 
Sister, and two children, went to an old church in 
Queen Sejuare, Bloomsbury, which was fashionable 
in the reign of Queen Anne, when Richard Steele 
kept house, aud did not pay rmit, hard by. And when 
the clergyman in the Thanksgi ving particularized those 
who desire now to “olier uj) their praises and thanks- 
giving lor late incrci('S vouchsaled to them,” once 
more Philip Firmiii said “Amen,” on his knees, and 
with all his heart. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE REALMS OF BLISS. 

You know — all good boys and girls at Christmas 
know — that, beforo the last seene of tlie pantomime, 
when the Good Fairy ascends in a blaze of glory, and 
Harlequin and Colunibiiio take hands, having danced 
through all their tricks and troubles and tumbles, 
their is a dark, brief, seemingly meaningless, penul- 
timate scene, in which the performers appear to grope 
about perplexed, whilst the music of bassoons and 
trombones, and the like, groans tragically. As the 
actors, with gestures of dismay and outstretched arms, 
move hither and thither, the wary frequenter of pan- 
tomimes sees the illuminators of the Abode of Bliss 
and the Hall of 1‘rismatic Splendor nimbly moving 
behind the canvas, and streaking the darkness with 
twinkling fires — fires whicli shall blaze out pres- 
ently in a thousand colors round the Good Fairy in 
the Revolving Te.mple of Blinding Bliss. Be ha])py, 
Harlequin ! Love and be ha])py and dance, pretty 
Columbine ! Children, mamma bids you put your 
shawls on. And Jack and Mary (who are young and 
love pantomimes) look lingeringly still over the ledge 
of the box, whilst the fairy temple yet revolves, whilst 
the fireworks play, and ere the Great Dark Curtain 
descends. 

My dear young people, who have sat kindly through 
the scenes during which our entertainment has lasted, 
be it known to you that last chapter was the dark 
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scene. Look to your cloaks, and tie up your little 
throats, for I tell you the great baize will soon fall 
down. Have I had any secrets from you all through 
the piece ? I tell you the house will be empty and 
you will be in the cold air. When the boxes have got 
their night-gowns on, and you are all gone, and I have 
turned off the gas, and am in the emi)ty theatre alone 
in the darkness, I promise you I shall not be merry. 
Never mind ! We can make jokes though we are ever 
so sad. We can jump over head and heels, though I 
declare the pit is half emptied already, and the last 
orange-woman has slunk away. Encore une pirouette, 
Colombine! Saute, Arlequin, mon ami ! Though there 
are but five bars more of the music, my good people, 
we must jump over them briskly, and then go home 
to supper and bed. 

Philip Kirmin, then, was immensely moved by this 
magnanimity and kindness on the part of his old em- 
ployer, and has always considered Mugford^s arrival 
and friendliness as a special interposition in his favor. 
He owes it all to Brandon, he says. It was she who 
bethought herself of his condition, represented it to 
Mugford, ajid reconciled him to his enemy. Others 
were most ready with their money. It was Brandon 
who brought him work rather than alms, and enabled 
him to face fortune cheerfully. His interval of pov- 
erty was so short, that he actually had not occasion to 
borrow. A week more, and he could not have held 
out, and poor r>i*andon’s litth) marriage present must 
have gone to the cenotaph of sovereigns — the dear 
Little Sister’s gift which Philip’s family cherish to 
this hour. 

So Philip, with a humbled heart and demeanor, 
clambered up on his sub-editorial stool once more at the 
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Pall Mall Gaz(',tt(%” and again brandished the paste- 
pot and the scissors. I forget whether TUckerton still 
remained in command at the Pall IMall Gazette/’ or 
was more kind to Philip than before, or was afraid of 
him, having heard of his exploits as a fire-eater ; but 
certain it is, the two did not come to a quarrel, giving 
each otlnn* a* wide berth, as the saying is, and each 
doing his own duty. Good-by, Monsieur P)i(‘kerton. 
Except mayhap, in the final group, round tlie Fairy 
Chariot (wlum, I ]>romise you, there will be such a 
blaze of glory that Ini will b(‘ invisible), we shall never 
see the little sjhteful envious creature more. Let him 
pop down his a])pointed trap-door; and, quick fiddles! 
let the brisk music jig on. 

Owing to the coolness wdiich had arisen between 
Philip and liis father on a(*count of their different 
views regarding tlie use to bti made of Philip’s signa- 
ture, the old g(‘ntl email drew no further bills in his 
son’s name, and our friend was sjiarod from th(j un- 
pleasant jiersecutiom Mr. Hunt loved Dr. Firmin so 
ardently that lie could not bear to b(‘ Siqiarated from 
the Doc'tor long. Witliout tin* Doe.tor, London was 
a dreary wildern(‘ss to Hunt. Unfortunate remem- 
brances of }Kist pecuniary transactions haunted him 
here. We wer(* all of us glad wlien he finally ndired 
from th(^ (N)vent (lardiui taverns and betook himself 
to tlie Bowc'ry onc(‘ morii. 

And now fricuid Pliilip was at work again, hardly 
earning a scanty meal for self, wife, servant, children. 
It was indeed a meagre meal, and a small wage. 
Charlotte’s illness, and other mishaps, had swept 
away poor Philiji’s little savingvS. It was determined 
that we would let the elegantly furnished apartments 
on the first floor. You might have fancied the proud 
Mr. Finniii rather repugnant to such a measure. 
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And so lie was on the score of convenience, but of 
dit^nity, not a whit. To this day, if necessity called, 
Philip would turn a mangle with perfect gravity. 
I believ(^ the thought of Mrs. General Baynes’s horror 
at the idea of lun* son-iii-l iw letting lodgings greatly 
Sf)0th6d and comforted Philip. The lodgings were 
absolutely taken by our country acquaintance, Miss 
J\yl)us, who Wits coining up for the May im^.etings, 
ami whom w(‘ ])('rsuaded (ITeaven be good to us) that 
sIk' would iind a. most desirable (piiet residence in the 
]ious(* of a man with thr(‘e squalling cJiildren. Miss 
1\ (anno, them, with iny wife to look at the apart- 
ments ; and w(^ allured hm* by describing to her the 
dtdiglitful musical servi('(\s at the Foundling hard by; 
and she was very much phaised with Mrs. Philip, and 
did not ev(m wiiu'c at the elder children, whose 
])r('Uy fac-es won the kind old lady’s heart: and I am 
ash;niu‘d to say W(‘- wt‘re mum about tlie baby : and 
l*ybus was going to close for the lodgings, when 
Philip burst out of liis little room, without his coat, 
I believe, and objurgated a little ])rinter’s boy, who 
was sitting in th(‘ hall, waiting for some ‘^copy” 
regai’ding which h(‘ had made a blunder ; and Philip 
used such violent language towards the little lazy 
boy, that Pybus said “she ])ev(‘r could think of tak- 
ing jipartimmts in that hous(»,” and hurried thence in 
a })anic-. When l>randon luaird of this project of 
letting lodgings she wa.s in a fury. S/ie might let 
lodgin’s, Imt it wasn’t for idiilip to do so. “Let 
lodgin’s, imh'cd ! Buy a broom, and sweep a 
crossiiT ! ” Brandon always thought Charlotte a 
poor-sj)irit(‘d creatun^, and the way she scolded Mrs. 
Firinin about this transaction was not a little amus- 
ing. Charlotte was not angry. She liked the scheme 
as little as Brandon. No otlier person ever asked for 
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lodgings in Charlotte’s house. May and its meetings 
came to an end. The old ladies went back to their 
country towns. The missionaries returned to Caf- 
fraria, (Ah ! where are the pleasant-looking Quaker- 
esses of our youth, with their comely faces, and 
pretty dove-colored robes ? They say the goodly sect 
is dwindling — dwindling.) The Quakeresses went 
out of town : then the fashionable world began to move : 
the Parliament went out of town. In a word, every- 
body who could, made away for a holiday, whilst 
l)oor Philip remained at his work, snipping and past- 
ing his paragrajjhs, and doing his humble drudgery. 

A sojourn on the sea-shore was prescribed by Dr. 
Goodenough, as absolutely necessary for Charlotte 
and her young ones, and when Philip pleaded certain 
cogent reasons why the family could not take the 
medicine prescribed by the Doctor, that eccentric 
physician had recourse to the same pocket-book which 
we have known him to y)roduce on a former occasion ; 
and took from it, for what T know, some of the very 
same notes which he had formerly given to the Little 
Sister. “ 1 suppose you may as well have them as 
that rascal Hunt ? ” said the Doctor, scowling very 
fiercely. “ Don’t tell Stuff and nonsense ! 

Pooh! Pay me when you are a rich man!” And 
this Samaritan liad jumped into his carriage, and was 
gone, before Pliili}) or Mrs. Philip could say a word 
of thanks. Look at him as he is going off. See the 
green brougham drive away, and turn westward, and 
mark it well. A shoe go after thee, John Good- 
enough ; we shall see thee no more in this story. 
You are not in the secret, good reader : but I, who 
have been living with (‘,(u*tain people for many months 
past, and have a hearty liking for some of them, grow 
very soft when the hour for shaking hands comes, to 
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think we are to meet no more. Go to ! when this 
tale began, and for some months after, a pair of kind 
old eyes used to read those pages, which are now 
closed in the sleep appointed for all of us. And so 
page is turned after page, and behold Finis and the 
volume’s end. 

So Philip and his young folks came down to Peri- 
winkle Bay, where we were staying, and the girls in 
the two families nursed the baby, and the child and 
mother got health and comfort from the fresh air, 
and Mr. Mugford — who believes himself to be the 
finest sub-editor in the world, and I can tell you 
there is a great art in sub-editing a paper — Mr. Mug- 
ford, I say, took Philip’s scissors and paste-pot, whilst 
the latter enjoyed his holiday. And J. J. Ridley, R. 
A., came and joined us presently, and we had many 
sketching parti(\s, and my drawings of the various 
points about the bay, viz.. Lobster Head, the Mollusc 
Rocks, etc., etc., are considered to be very spirited, 
though my litth' boy (who certainly has not his 
father’s taste for art) mistook for the rock a really 
capital portrait of Philip, in a gray hat and paletot, 
sprawling on the sand. 

Some twelve miles inland from the bay is the little 
town of Whipham Market, and Whipham skirts the 
park palings of that castle wdun^e Lord Ring wood had 
lived, and where Philip’s mother was born and bred. 
There is a statue of the late lord in Whipham mar- 
ket-place, Could he have had his will, the borough 
would have continued to return two Members to Par- 
liament, as in the good old times before us. In that 
ancient and grass-grown little place, where your foot- 
steps echo as you pass through the street, where you 
hear distinctly the creaking of the sign of the ‘‘ Ring* 
wood Arms ” hotel and posting-liouse, and the opposi 
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tion creaking of the ^^Eam Inn” over the way-r~ 
where the half-pay captain, the curate*, and the medi- 
cal man stand before the fly-blown window-blind of 
the Eingwood Institute ” and survey tlie strangers 
— there is still a respect felt fpi- the iiKUiiory of the 
great lord wlio dwelt behind the oaks in yonder 
hall, lie had hivS faults. His lordship’s life was not 
that of an anchorite. The c()ni])any his lordship 
kept, especially in liis latter days, was not of that 
select description wliicli a nobleman of his lordship’s 
rank might command. lUit he was a good friend to 
Whiphaiii. He was a good landlord to a good tenant. 
If he had his will, Whi])ham would have kept its 
own. His lordship paid half the (‘xpense after the 
burning of the town-hall. He was an Lirbitrary man, 
certainly, and he flogged Alderman Duffle before his 
own shop, but In* a[)ologiztHl for it most handsome 
afterwards. Would the gentlemen like port or 
sherry ? Claret not called for in Whipham ; not 
at all : and no flsh, becaus(* all the lish at Periwinkle 
Bay is bought up and goi^s to Jjondon. Such were 
the remarks made- by the landlord of the Eingwood 
Anns ” to three ca.vali(»rs who eiitenal that hostelry. 
And you may be sure he told us about Jjord King- 
wood’s death in tin*- post-chaise as he came from Tiir- 
reys Kegum; and how liis lordship went through 
them gates (pointing to a pair of gates and lodges 
which skirt the town), and was drove up to the castle 
and laid in state ; and his lordship never would take 
the .railway, never ; and he always travelled like a 
nobleman, and when he came to a hotel and changed 
horses, he always called for a bottle of wine, and only 
took a glass, and sometimes not even that. And the 
present Sir John h^is kept no company here as yet; 
and they say he is close of his money^ they say he is. 
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And this is certain, Whi])liam have n’t seen much of 
it, Whipham have n’t. 

We went into the inn-yard, which may liave been 
once a stirring place, and then sauntered up to the 
park gate, snrniounted by the supporters and armorial 
bearings of the Hingwoods. wonder whether my 
poor mother came out of that gate when she eloped 
with my father ? said l*hilip. “Poor thing, ])oor 
thing ! ” 'the great gates were shut. The westering 
sun (*.ast sliadows over the sward where here and 
there the deer were browsing, and at some mile dis- 
tance lay the house, with its towers and porticos and 
vanes flaming in the sun. The smaller gate was open, 
aiul a girl was standing by the lodge-door. Was the 
house to be seen ? 

Yes,” says a little red-cheeked girl, with a curtsy. 

^^No !” calls out a hai’sh voict^ from within, atfd an 
old woman comes out from the lodge and looks at us 
fiercely. ^‘INobody is to go to the house. The 
family is a-coming.” 

That was provoking. Philip would have liked to 
behold the great house where his mother and her 
ancestors were born. 

“Marry, goo<l dame,” Philip’s companion said to the 
old beldame, “this goodly gentleman hath a right of 
entrance to yonder castle, which, I trow, ye wot not 
of. Heard ye never tell of one Philip Hingwood, 
slain at Busaco’s glorious fi — ” 

“Hold your tongue, and don’t chaff her, Pen,” 
growled Firmin. 

“Nay, and she knows not Philip Eingwood’s 
grandson,” the other wag continued, in a softened 
tone, “this will convince her of our right to enter. 
Canst recognize this image of your queen ? ” 

“Well, I suppose ’ee can go up,” said the old 
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woman, at the sight of this talisman. There ’s only 
two of them staying there, and they ’re out a-drivin’.” 

Philip was bent on seeing the halls of his ancestors. 
Gray and huge, with towers, and vanes, and porticos, 
they lay before us a mile off, sei)arated from us by a 
streak of glistening river. A great chestnut avenue 
led up to the river, and in the dappled grass the deer 
were browsing. 

You know the house of course. There is a picture 
of it in Watts, bearing date 1783. A gentleman in a 
cocked hat and pigtail is rowing a lady in a boat on 
the shining river. Another nobleman in a cocked hat 
is angling in the glistening river from the bridge, over 
which a post-chaise is passing. 

^‘Yes, the place is like enough,” said Philip; 
‘‘but I miss the post-chaise going over the bridge, 
and*the lady in the punt, with the tall parasol. Don’t 
you remember tlie print in our housekeeper’s room in 
Old Parr Street ? My poor mother used to tell me 
about the house, and I imagined it grander than the 
palace of Aladdin. It is a very liandsome house,” 
Philip went on. “ ‘ It extends two liundred and sixty 
feet by seventy-five, and consists of a rustic basement 
and principal story, with an attic in the centre, the 
whole executed in stone. The grand front towards 
the park is adorned with a noble })ortico of the Corin- 
thian order, and may with propriety be considered 

one of the finest elevations in the .’ I tell you I 

am quoting out of Watts’s ‘ Seats of the Nobility and 
Gentry,’ published by John and tiosiah Boydell, and 
lying in our drawing-room. Ah, dear me ! I painted 
the boat and the lady and gentleman in the drawing- 
room copy, and my father boxed iny ears and my 
mother cried out, poor dear soul ! And this is the 
river, is it ? And over this the post-chaise went with 
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the club-tailed horses, and here was the pig-tailed 
gentleman hshing. It gives me a queer sensation, 
says rhilip, standing on the bridge, and stretching 
out his big arms. ‘‘Yes, there are the two people in 
the punt by the rushes. I can see them, but you 
can't ; and I hope, sir, you will have good sport.” 
And liere he took off his hat to an imaginary gentle- 
man supposed to be angling from the balustrade for 
ghostly gudgeon. We reach the house presently. 
We ring at the door in the basement under the 
portico. Tlie porter demurs, and says some of the 
family is down, but they are out, to be sure. The 
same half-crowm argument answers with him which 
persuaded tlu^ keeper at the lodge. We go through 
the show-roojus of the stately but somewhat faded 
and melaiudioly palace. In the cedar dining-room 
there hangs the grim portrait of the late earl; and 
that faii*-haired otiicer in red? that must be Philipps 
grand fa th('r. And those two slim girls embracing, 
surely those are his mother and his aunt. Philip 
walks softly through the vacant rooms. He gives 
the porter a gold ])iece ere he goes out of the great 
hall, forty feet (udx*, ornamented with statues brought 
from Koine by John first Karon, namely, Heliogabalus, 
Nero’s mother, a priestess of Isis, and a river god ; 
the pictures over the doors by Pedimento ; the ceiling 
by Leotardi, etc. ; and in a window in the great hall 
there is a table with a visitors’ book, in which Philip 
writes his name. As we went away, we met a carriage 
which drove rapidly towards the house, and which no 
doubt contained the members of the Ringwood family, 
regarding whom the porteress had spoken. After the 
family differences previously related, we did not care 
to face these kinsfolks of Philip, and passed on 
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quickly in twilight beneath the rustling umbrage of 
the chestnuts., J. J. saw a hundred fine pictorial 
effects as we walked; the palace reflected in the 
water; the dappled deer under the clieek('red shadow 
of the trees. It was, ^^Oh, what a jolly bit of color,” 
and, I say, look ! how ^vell that old woman’s red 
cloak comes in I ” and so forth. Painters never seem 
tired of their work. At s(‘venty they are stiuhmts 
still, patient, docile, hapi)y. May we too, my good 
sir, live for fourscore ytvars, and never be too old to 
learn ! The walk, the brisk accompanying conversa- 
tion, amid stately scenery around, brought us with 
good appetites and spirits to our inn, where we were 
told that dinner would be served when the omnibus 
arrived from the railway. 

At a short distance from the ‘^Ringwood Arms,” 
and on the opposite side of the street, is the “ Ram 
Inn,” neat post-chaises and farmers’ ordinary ; a 
house of which the pretensions seem(‘d less, though 
the trade was somewhat more lively. When the 
tooting of the horn announced the arrival of the om- 
nibus from the railway, T should think a crowd of at 
least fifteen people assembled at various doors of the 
High Street and Market. Tlie hall-pay captain and 
the curate came out from the ^^vingwood Athenmum.” 
The doctor’s apprentice stood on the step of the 
surgery door, and the surgeon’s lady looktnl out from 
the first floor. We shared the geiu'ral curiosity. We 
and the waiter stood at the door of the “ Ringwood 
Arms.” We were mortified to see that of the five 
persons conveyed by the ’bus, one was a tradesman, 
who descended at his door (Mr. Packwood, the sad-, 
dler, so the waiter informed us), three travellers were 
discharged at the Ram,” and only one came to us. 
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Mostly bagmen goes to the ^ Kam/ the waiter 
said, with a scornful air; and these bagmen, and 
their bags, quitted the omnibus. 

Only one passenger remained for the Kingwood 
Arms Hotel,” and he presently descended under the 
porte-wheve ; and the omnibus — I own, with regret, 
it was but a one-horse machine — drove rattling into 
tin* court-yard, wlunv tlie bells of the ^^Star,” the 
George,” the ^‘Ilodney,” the D()li)hin,” and so on, 
had once been wont to jingle, and the court had 
echoed with the noise and clatter of hoofs and ostlers, 
and the cries of First and second, turn out.” 

Who was th(‘ merry-faced little gentleman in black, 
who got out of the omnibus, and cried, when he saw 
us, Wliat, f/ou here ? ” It was xMr. Bradgate, that 
lawyer of Tx)rd Ivingwood’s with whom we made a 
bri(‘f a('(piaintance just after his lordship’s death. 
‘^Wliat, you lieiM*?” cries Hradgate, then, to Bhilip. 
‘^Comt‘ down jd)ont this business, of course? Very 
glad that you and — and c(*rtain parties have made it 
up. Thouglit you weren’t friends.” 

What business? What parties? We had not 
heard the news ? We had only (;ome over from Peri- 
winkle Hay by chance, in order to see the house. 

How very singular! Did you meet the — the 
peo])le who were staying there?” 
i We said we had seen a carriage pass, but did not 
remark who was in it. What, however, was the 
news? Well. It would be known immediately, and 
jwould a])pear in Tuesday’s “ Gazette.” The news 
.yas that Sir dohn Itingwood was going to take a 
|)eerage, and that the seat for Whiphain would be 
vacant. And h(‘rewith our friend produced from his 
4ravelling-bag a proclamation, which he read to us^ 
and which was addressed — 
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*To THE WORTHY AND INDEPENDENT ELECTORS OF THE 

Borough of Ringwood, 

“London, AVednesday. 

« Gentlemen, — A gracious Sovereign having been pleased 
to order that the lainily of Ringwood should continue to be 
represented in the House of Peers, I take leave of niy friends 
and constituents who have given me their kind confidence 
hitherto, and promise them that my regard for them will 
never cease, or my interest in the town and neighborhood 
where my family have dwelt for many centuries. The late 
lamented Lord Ringwood’s brother died in the service of his 
Sovereign in Portugal, following the same fiag under which 
his ancestors for centuries have fought and bled. My own 
son serves the Crown in a civil capacity. It was natural that 
one of our name and family should continue the relations 
which so long have subsisted between us and this loyal, affec- 
tionate, but independent borough. Mr. Ringwood’s onerous 
duties in the office which he holds are sufficient to occupy his 
time. A gentleman united to our family by the closest ties 
will offer himself as a candidate fur your suffrages — ” 

Why, who is it ? He is not going to put in Uncle 
Twysden, or my sneak of a cousin ? ’’ 

^^No,” says Mr. Bradgate. 

Well, bless my soul ! he can’t mean me/^ said 
Philip. Who is the dark horse he has in his 
stable ? ’’ 

Then Mr. Bradgate laughed. ^^Dark horse you 
may call him. The new Member is to be Grenville 
Woolcomb, Esq., your West India relative, and no 
other.” 

Those w^ho know the extreme energy of Mr. P. 
Firmin’s language when he is excited, may imagine 
the explosion of Philippine wrath which ensued as 
our friend heard this name. That miscreant : that 
skinflint: that wealthy crossing-sweeper : that ignora- 
mus who scarce could do more than sign his name ! 
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Oil, it was horrible, shameful ! Why, the man is on 
such ill terms with his wife that they say he strikes 
her. When I see him I feel inclined to choke him, 
and murder him. That brute going into Parliament, 
and the republican Sir John Ringwood sending him 
there ! It \s monstrous ! ” 

^‘Family arrangements, Sir Jolin, or, 1 should 
say, my Lord Ringwood, is one of the most affection- 
ate of parents,” Mr. Bradgate remarked. “ He has a 
large Ihmily by his second marriage, and his estates 
go to his ('Idest son. We must not qiiarrcd with Lord 
Ringwood for wishing to provide for his young ones. 
I don’t say tluit he quite acts up to the extreme 
Liberal principle of which he was once rather fond of 
boasting. But if you were offered a peerage, what 
would you do; what would I do? If you wanted 
money for your young ones, and could get it, would 
you not take it ? Come, come, don’t let us have too 
much of this Spartan virtue ! If we were tried, my 
good friend, we shoukl not be much worse or better 
than our iiiuglihors. Is my fly coming, waiter 
We askcul Mr. Ibadgate to defer his departure, and 
to share our dinner. But he declined, and said he 
must go up to the great house, where he and his 
client had plenty of business to arrange, and where 
no doubt he would stay for the night. He bade the 
inn servants put his portmanteau into his carriage 
when it came. ^‘The old lord had some famous port 
wine,’ he said ; L hope my friends have the key of 
the c( lar.’^ 

I’lu. waiter was just putting our meal on the table, 
as we stood in the bow-window of the “Ringwood 
Arms ” colfec.-rooiu, engaged in this colloquy. Hence 
we could see the street, and the opposition inn of the 
“ Ram,” where presently a great placard was posted 
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At least a dozen street-boys, shopmen, and rustics 
were quickly gathered round this manifesto, and we 
ourselves went out to exiuniiie it. The Itain ” 
placard denonneed, in terms of unmeasured wrath, 
the impudent attempt from the Castle to dictate to 
the free and independent elec* tors of the borough. 
l>eemen were invited not to promise lludr votes; to 
show thems(*]va's wortliy of their naiiu* ; to submit to 
no Oasth* di(*tation. A eoiinty g(*ntlenuin of ])rop- 
erty, of inflnenee, of liberal j)riiici]>les — no West 
Indiax, no Castle Flunky, but a True ENcunsH 
Gentleman, would come forward to rc'scue tliem 
from the tyranny under wliieh they labored. On 
this point the electors might rely on the word of A 
Bkiton. 

“ This was brought down by the clerk from Bed- 
loe’s. He and a newspapcn* man came down in the 
train with me; a i\Ir. 

As he spoke, there came forth from the Ham 
the news])aper man of whom J\lr. Bradgate s])oke — 
an old friend and comrade* of Philip, that energetic 
man and able repoi-ter, Phipps of the “ Daily Intelli- 
gencer,” who recognized l^liilip, and, cordially greeting 
him, asked what he did down here, and sup])Osed he 
had come to support his family. 

Philip exi)huned that we were strangers, had come 
from a neighboring water! ngqdace to s(*e the home of 
Philip’s ancestors, and were not even aware, until 
then, tluit an electioneering contest was pending in 
the place, or that Sir Jolin Iliiigwood was about to 
be promoted to the peerage. Meanwhile, Mr. Brad- 
gate’s fly had driven out of the hotel yard of the 
^^Kingwood Arms,” and the Ifiwyer, running to the 
house for a bag of papers, jumped into the carriage 
and called to the coachman to drive to the Castle. 
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Bon appklt ! ’’ says he in a confident tone, and he 
was gone. 

Would l^liipps dine with ns ? ” Phipps whis- 
pered, “I am on the other side, and. the ^ Ham Ms 
our house.’’ 

We, wlio were on no side, (mtered into the ^‘King- 
wood Anns,’’ and, sat down to our meal — to the 
mutton ;tnd tln^ entsup, (iauliflower and ])otatoes, the 
eopp(*r-(M]g(*d si(l(*-(lishes, and tlie watery melted but- 
ter, with whieli stningers are regaled in inns in de- 
clining towns. Tlu^ town bcuhiads^ wlio liad read the 
placard at tlie “ Itam,” now canu^ to peruse the proc- 
lamation in our window. 1 dare say thirty pairs of 
clinking boots stop\)ed before the one window and the 
oth(U‘, the wliile we ate tough mutton and drank fiery 
sh(*rry. And ♦!. d., leaving Ids dinner, sketelied some 
of tlio figun's (d' the townsfolk stai’ing at the mani- 
festo, with the old-fashioned Ham Inn ” for a back- 
ground — a pietun‘S(pi(‘ gable enough. 

Our meal was just over, when, somewhat to our 
sur])ris(', our frituid iMr. Hradgate the lawyer re- 
turn (mI to the “ Ring wood Arms.” He wore a dis- 
turbiMl ('ountenaiHM'. lie asked what he could have 
for dinner*/ Mutton, iieitlier hot nor cold. Hum! 
That must do. So he had not been invited to dine at 
the Park ? We rallied him with much facetiousness 
on this disap[K)iutnient. 

Litth' ib’adgate’s eyes started with wrath. “ What 
a (duirl the litth*. idaidc fellow is ! ” lie cried. “ 1 took 
him his papers. I talked wdth liim till dinner was laid 
in the very room where wc were. French beans and 
neck of venison — I saw the housekeeper and his man 
bring them in ! And Mr. Woolcomb did not so much 
as ask me to sit down to dinner — but told me to 
come again at nine o'clock ! Confound this mutton 
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— it neither hot nor cold ! The little skinflint ! ” 
The glasses of fiery sherry which Bradgate now 
swallowed served rather to choke than appease the 
lawyer We laughed, and this jocularity angered 
him more. “ Oh,” said he, 1 am not the only per- 
son Woolcomb was rude to. He was in a dreadful 
ill-temi)er. lie abused his wife: and wlnui he read 
somebody’s name in the strangers’ book, 1 promise 
you, Firiniu, he abused you. T had a mind to say to 
liim, ‘ Sir, Mr. Firmin is dining at the ‘MUngwood 
Arms,” and 1 Avill tcdl him what you say of him.’ 
What india-rubber mutton this is ! What villanous 
sherry ! Go back to liim at nine o’clock, indeed ! 
Be hanged to his ijnjnnhuice ! ” 

‘'You must not abust* Woolcomb before Firmin,” 
said one of our party. “Philip is so fond of his 
cousin’s husband, that he cannot bear to hear the 
black man abused.” 

This was not a very brilliant joke, but Philip 
grinned at if with much savage satisfaction. 

“Hit VVool(‘oml) as liar<l as you jilease; he has no 
friends liere, Mr. Bradgate,” growled Philip. “So 
he is rude to his lawyer, is he?” 

“ 1 tell you Ik; is worse than the old earl,” cried 
the indignant Bradgate. “At least the old man was 
a peer of Fnghind, and could be a gcmtleman when 
he wislnul. But to In* bullied by a fellow who might 
be a black footman, or ought to be sweeping a cross- 
ing ! Tt ’s monstrous 1 ” 

“ Don’t speak ill of a man and a brother, Mr. Brad- 
gate. Woolcomb can’t lielji his complexion.” 

“ But he can help his confounded impudence, and 
sha’n’b pi’actise it on 7no ! ” the attorney cried. 

As Bradgate (*alled out from his box, jjuffing and 
fuming, friend d. d. was scribbling in the little sketch- 
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book wliicli he always carried. He smiled over his 
work. I know,’’ he said, the Black Prince well 
enough. I have often seen him driving his chestnut 
mares in the Park, with tliat bewildered wliite wife 
by his side. 1 am sure that woman is miserable, and, 
poor thing — ” 

‘‘ Serve her right ! What did an English lady mean 
by marrying such a fellow ! ” (;rios Pradgate. 

fellow who do(\s not ask his* lawyer to dinner !” 
remarks one of the, com])any; perhaps the reader’s 
very humble servant. ‘‘ P>ut what an imprudent law- 
yer he has chostm — a lawyer who speaks his mind !” 

‘‘I have spoken my mind to his betters, and be 
hanged to him ! Do you think I am going to be afraid 
of hini?^^ bawls the irascible solicitor. 

Contew 2 )sl Catilhuv. gladJos — do you remember 
the old (piotatiou at sclund, rhilii> ? ” And here 
there was a break in our conversation, for, chancing 
to look at friend J. J.’s sketch-book, we saw that he 
had made a wonderful litth^ drawing, representing 
Woolcomb and Woolcomb’s wife, grooms, phaeton, 
and chestnut mari’s, as they were to be seen any after- 
noon in Hyde Park during the, London season. 

Admirable ! Capital ! Everybody at once knew 
the likeness of the dusky charioteer. Iraciindus him- 
self smiled and sniggen^d over it. Unless 3'Ou be- 
have yourself, JMr. Pra-dgate, Ridley will make a 
picture of ye?/,” says Philip. Pradgate made a comi- 
cal face, and retreated into his box, of which he 
pretended to draw the curtain. Put the sociable 
little man did not long rmnain in his retirqment ; he 
emerged from it in a ^liort time, his wine decanter in 
his hand, and joined our little party; and then we 
fell to talking of old times; and we all remembered 
a famous drawing by 11. B., of the la.t(‘ Earl of Ring- 
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wood, in tli(i old-fasliiom'd swallow-taiU'd coat and 
tight trousers, on the old-fas)iion(‘d lior.se, with the 
old-fashioiuMl groom behind him, as he us(id to be 
seen pounding along Eotteii Jlow. 

I speak my mind, do T?’’ says Mr. Hradgab', 
presently. I know somebody who sjioke /lis mind 
to that old man, and who would liave been better olT 
if lie had held liis tongue.’’ 

'*Come, tell me, Bradgate,” cried Philip. It is all 
over and past now. Had Lord JHngwood left me 
something ? T detdare I thought at one time that he 
intended to do so.” 

^^Kay, has not yonr friend here been rebuking mo 
for speaking my mind ? 1 am going to be as mnin as 

a mouse. Let us talk about the election,” and the 
provoking lawyer would say no more on a subject 
Iiossossing a dismal int(*rest for ]K)or Phil. 

“I have no more right to repine,” said that philoso- 
pher, ‘Uhan a man would have who drew numher x 
in the. lottery, when tlu' winning tick(‘t was numher 
y. Let us talk, as you say, about the election. Who 
is to opposi^ Mr. Woolcomb?” 

Mr. Bradgab^ l)clicv(*d a neighboring squire, iMr. 
Horublow, wa,s to be the candidate put forward 
against the Bingwood nominee. 

Hornblow ! what, Horublow of Grey Friars ? ” 
cries Philip. A better fellow never lived, fn this 
case he shall have our vote and interest ; and T think 
we ought to go over and take another dinner at tin* 
‘Kam.’ ” 

The new eandidate actually turned out to be Philip’s 
old S(‘.hool and college friend, Hornblow. Aftm’ 
dinmu* we nu*t him with a staff of (‘anvassers on the 
trail!]) through tin* little town, Mr. Horublow was 
paying his respects to such tradesmen as had their 
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shops yet open. I^ext day being market-day, he pro- 
posed to canvass the market-people. “ If 1 meet the 
black man, Firiiiin/' said tin? burly squire, 1 think 
1 can chaff liim off his legs. He is a bad one at 
speaking, 1 am told.’^ 

As if tli(^ tongue of Plato would have prevailed in 
Whij)ham and against the nominee of the great house ! 
The hour was late to be sure, but the companions of 
Mr. Hornblow on his canvass augiirtid ill of his suc- 
cess aft(*r half an hour’s walk at his heels. Baker 
doiics would not juomise nohow: that meant Jones- 
would vote for the Castle, Mr. Hornblow’s legal aide- 
de-camp, Mr. Batley, was forced to allow. Butcher 
Brown was having his tea, — his shrill-voiced wife 
told us, looking out from her glazed back parlor: 
Brown would vote for the Castle. Saddler Briggs 
would see. about it. Grocer Adams fairly said he 
would vote against us — against us ? — against Horn- 
blow, whose part we were taking already. I fear the 
flattering promisi's of su})port of a great body of free 
and uiibiasHc*(l eleiUors, which had induced Mr. Horn- 
blow to come forward and, etc., were but inventions of 
that little lawyer, Batl(‘y, who found his account in 
having a contest in the borough. When the polling- 
day caine, — you see, I disdain to make any mysteries 
in this siin])le and veracious story — Mr. Grenville 
WOOLOOMB, whose solicitor and agent spoke for him 

— Mr. Greinille Woplcomb, vvlio could not spell or 
speak two sentences of decent English, and whose 
character for duliiess, ferocity, penuriousiiess, jeal- 
ousy, almost fatuity, was notorious to all the world 

— was returned by .an immense majority, and the 
country gentleman brought scarce a hundred votes to 
the poll. 

We who were in no wise engaged in the contest, 
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nevertheless found amusement from it in a quiet 
country place where little else was stirring. We 
came over once or twice from Periwinkle Bay. We 
mounted Hornblow’s colors openly. We drove up 
ostentatiously to the ‘^Kani,” forsaking the Ring- 
wood Arms,” where Mk. Guenvillk Woolcomb’s 
Committee Room was now established in that very 
cotfee-room where we had dined in Mr. Bradgate’s 
company. We wanned in the contest. We met 
Bradgate and his principal more than once, and our 
Montagus and Cajmlets d(‘fied each other in the pub- 
lic street. It was fine to see Phili])’s great figure and 
noble scowl when he met Woolcomb at the canvass. 
Gleams of mulatto hate quivered from the eyes of the 
little captain. Darts of fire flashed from beneath 
Philip’s eyebrows as he el})Owed his way forward, 
and hustled Woolcomb off the pavement. Mr. Philip 
never disguised any sentiment of his. Hate the 
little ignorant, spiteful, vulgar, avuricious beast? Of 
course 1 hate him, and I should like to pitch liim into 
the river.” Philip!” Charlotte pleaded. But 

there was no reasoning with this savage when in 
wrath. I deplored, though perhaps 1 was amused by, 
his ferocity. 

The local paper on our side was filled with wither- 
ing epigrams against this poor Woolcomb, of which, I 
suspect, Philip was the author. I think I know that 
fierce style and tremendous invecttive. In the man 
whom he hates he can see no good : and in his friend 
no fault. When we met Bradgate apart from his 
principal, we were friendly enough. He said we had 
no chance in the contest. He did not conceal his dis- 
like and contempt for his client. He amused us lu 
later days (when he actually became Philip’s man of 
law) by recounting anecdotes of Woolcomb, his fury, 
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his jealousy, his avarice, his brutal behavior. Pool 
Agnes had married for money and he gave her none. 
Old Twysden, in giving his daughter to this man, had 
hoped to have the run of a fine house; to ride in 
Woolcomb^s carriages, and feast at his table. But 
Woolcomb was so stingy that he grudged the meat 
which his wife ate, and would give none to her rela- 
tions. He turned those relations out of his doors. 
Talbot and Ringwood Twysden, he drove them both 
away. He lost a child, because he would not send for 
a physician. His wife never forgave him that mean- 
ness. Her hatred for him became open and avowed. 
They parted, and she led a life into which we will 
look no farther. She (piarrelled with parents as well 
as husband. “Why,” she said, “did they sell me to 
that man ? ” AVliy did she sell herself ? She re- 
quired little persuasion from father and mother when 
she committed that crime. To be sure, they had edu- 
cated her so well to worldliness, that when the occa- 
sion came she was ready. 

We used to see tliis luckless woman, with her horses 
and servants deckiid with Woolcomb’s ribbons, driv- 
ing about the little town, and making feeble efforts to 
canvass tin* townspeople. They all knew how she 
and her husband (piarrelled. Reports came very 
quickly from the Hall to the town. Woolcomb had 
not been at Whipham a week when people began to 
hoot and jeer at him as he passed in his carriage. 

Think how weak you must be,” Bradgate said, 
“when we can 'win with this horse ! I wish lie would 
stay away, though. We could manage much better 
without him. He has insulted I don’t know how 
many free and independent electors, and infuriated 
others, because he will not give them beer when they 
come to the house. Tf Woolcomb would stay in the 
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place, 'and we could have the election next year, I 
think your man might win. But, as it is, he may as 
well give in, and spare the expense of a poll.’^ Mean- 
while Hornblow was very confident. We believe 
what we wish to believe. It is marvellous what faith 
an enthusiastic electioneering agent can inspire in his 
client. At any rate, if Hornblow did not win this 
time, he would at the next election. The old Ring- 
wood domination in Whipham was gone henceforth 
forever. 

When the day of election arrived, you may be sure 
we came over from Periwinkle Bay to see the battle. 
By this time Philip had grown so enthusiastic in 
Hornblow’s cause — (Philip, by the way, never would 
allow the possibility of a defeat) — that he had his 
children decked in the Hornblow ribbons, and drove 
from the bay, wearing a cockade as large as a pan- 
cake. He, I, and Ridley the painter, went together 
in a d<^-cart. We were hopeful, though we knew the 
enemy was strong ; and cheerful, though, ere we had 
driven five miles, the rain began to fall. 

Philip was very anxious about a certain great roll 
of paper which we carried with us. When I asked 
him what it contained, he said it was a gun 5 which 
was absurd. Ridley smiled in his silent way. When 
the rain came, Philip cast a cloak over his artillery, 
and sheltered his powder. We little guessed at the 
time what strange game his shot would bring down. 

When we reached Whipham, the polling had con- 
tinued for some hours. The confounded black mis- 
creant, as Philip called his cousin’s husband, was at 
the head of the poll, and with every hour his majority 
increased. The free and independent electors did not 
seem to be in the least influenced by Philip’s articles 
in the county paper, or by the placards which our side 
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had pasted over the little town, and in which freemen 
were called upon to do their duty, to support a fine 
old English gentleman, to submit to no Castle nomi- 
nee, and so forth. The pressure of the Ringwood 
steward and bailiffs was too strong. However much 
they disliked the black man, tradesman after trades- 
man, and tenant after tenant, came up to vote for 
him. Our drums and trumpets at the “ Ram ” blew 
loud defiance to the brass band at the Ringwood 
Arms.” From our balcony, 1 flatter myself, we made 
much finer s[)e('clies than the Ringwood ^people could 
deliver. Hornblow was a popular man in the county. 
Wiien he came forward to speak, the market-place 
echoed with ai)plause. The farmers and small trades- 
men touched their liats to him kindly, but slunk off 
sadly to the polling-booth, and voted according to 
order. A fine, healthy, handsome, red-cheeked squire, 
our champion’s personal appearance enlisted all the 
ladies in his favor. 

If the two men,” bawled Phili]), from tlie ^^Ram” 
window “could decide the contest with their coats off 
before the market-house yonder, which do you think 
wbuld win — the fair man or the darky?” (Loud 
cries of “ Hornblow for iver!” or “Mr. Philip, we’ll 
have yeuh^') “ Rut you see, my friends, Mr. Wool- 
comb does not like a fair fight. Why doesn’t he 
show at the ‘Ringwood Arms’ and speak? I don’t 
believe he can speak — not English, Are you men ? 
Are you Englishmen ? Are you white slaves to be 
sold to that fellow ?” (Imiueusi* uproar. Mr. Finch, 
the Ringwood agent, in vain tries to get a hearing 
from the balcony of the “Ringwood Arms.”) Why 
does not Sir John Ringwood — my Lord Ringwood 
now — come down amongst his tenantry, and back 
the man he has sent down ? 1- suppose he is ashamed 
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to look his tenants in the face. I should be, if I 
ordered them to do such a degrading job. You know, 
gentlemen, that I am a liingwood myself. My grand- 
father lies buried — no, not buried — in yonder church. 
His tomb is there. His body lies on the glorious field 
of BusacoP’ (“Hurray!”) “I am a Ringwood.” 
(Cries of “ Hoo — down. No Ringwoods year. We 
wunt have un 1 ”) “ And before George, if I had a 

vote, I would give it for the gallant, the good, the ad- 
mirable, the excellent Hornblow. Some one holds np 
the state of the poll, and Woolcomb is ahead ! I can 
only say, electors of Wliiphani, the more shame for 
you!^^ “ Hooray ! Bravo I ” The boj'^s, the people, the 
shouting, are all on our side. The voting, I regret to 
say, steadily continues in favor of the enemy. 

As riiilip was making his S})eech, an immense 
banging of drums and blowing of trumpets arose from 
the balcony of the “Ringwood Anns,” and a some- 
thing resembling the song of triumph called, “See 
the Compiering II(‘ro eonu,‘s,” was performed by the 
opposition orch(*sti’a. The lodge-gates of the park 
were now de(!orated with the Ringwood and Wool- 
comb flags. They wer(» flung o[)en, and a dark green 
chariot with four gray horses issued from the park. 
(Dll the chariot was an earl’s coronet, and the people 
looked rather scared as it came towards us, and said 
— “ Do ’ee look, now, ’t is my lard’s own post-chaise ! ” 
On former days Mr. Woohiomb, and his wife as his 
aide-de-eamp^ had driven through the town in an open 
barouche, ]>nt, to-day being rainy, iireferred the shelter 
of the old chariot, and we saw, presently, within, Mr. 
Bradgate, the London agent, and by his side the dark- 
ling figure of Mr. Woolc.ouib. He had passed many 
agonizing hours, we wm-e told subsetpiently, in at- 
tempting to learn a speech. He cried over it. He 
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never could get it by heart. He swore like a frantic 
child at his wife, who endeavored to teach him his 
lesson, 

^^Xow^s the time, Mr. Briggs !” Pliilij) said to Mr. 
B., our lawyer’s clerk, and tlie intelligent I>riggs 
sprang down stairs to obey his orders. Clear the 
road there ! make way ! Avas heard from the crowd 
'below us. 'riK' gates of* our inn court-yard, which had 
been closed, were suddenly flung open, and, amidst 
the roar of tlit* multitude, there issued out a cart 
drawn by two donkeys, and driven by a negro, beasts 
and man all wearing \Voolcomb\s colors. Tn the cart 
was fixed a placard, on which a most undeniable like- 
ness of Mr. Woolcomb was designed: who was made 
to say, <^VoTK for mk ! Am 1 not a man and a 
bruddkk ? ’’ Tills cart trotted out of the yard of the 

Kam,’^ and, witli a cortege of shouting boys, advanced 
into the mark('t-place, which Mr. Woolcoinb’s carriage 
was then crossing. 

Before the market-house stands the statue of the 
late earl, whereof mention has been made. In his 
])eer’s robes, a hand extended, he points towards his 
park gates. An inseriptioii, not more inendaeioiis 
than many otlier epigraphs, rtniords his rank, age, 
virtu(‘S, and the esteem in wiiieh the people of Whip- 
ham held him. The mulatto wlio dn^ve the team of 
donkeys was an itnumanl tradesman wdio brought fivsh 
from the bay to tlie little toAvn ; a jolly w^ag, a fellow 
of indifferent character, a frequenter of all the ale- 
houses in the neighborhood, and rather celebrated for 
Ins skill as a bruiser. He and his steeds streamed 
with Woolcomb ribbons. With ironical shouts of 

Woolcomb forever!” Yellow Jack urged his cart 
towards the elniriot Avith the wdiite horses. He took 
off his hat with mock respect to the candidate sitting 
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witliin the green eliariot. From the balcony of the 
llam ’’ we conhl see the two vehicles approaching 
ea(‘h other; and Yellow Jack waving his ribboned 
hat, kicking his bandy legs here and there, and urg- 
ing on his donkeys. What witli tlio roar of tlie peo- 
])le, and tlie banging and triini])eting of the rival 
bands, we could h(‘[ir but little : but I s.aw Wooh^omb 
thrust his yellow lioad out of his (‘haise-window — he’ 
pointed towards that impudent donke^^-cart, and urged, 
seemingly, his jiostilions to ride it down. Plying 
their \\hij)S, the jK)st-boys galloped towards Yellow 
Ja('k and his \ehicl(‘, a yelling (‘rowd scat! (‘ring from 
before the hors(*s, and rallying behind th(‘m, to utter 
execrations at Woolcomb. His hors(‘s were fright- 
ened, no doubt; bn* just as \'cllow ffa(*k wheehid 
iinnbly round one side of the Kingwood statue, Wool- 
coiiib's liors(\s W(*re all huddled tog(‘ther and iilunging 
in c-onfusion b(‘side it, tin* fore-wlnud came in abrupt 
collision with tin* stonework of tin* statue-railing: and 
then we saw' tin* v(‘hichi turn over altogether, one of 
the wheel(u*s dowui with its ri(h‘r, and tlie leaders 
kicking, ])lunging, lashing out right and left, wild 
and maddened witli fear. Mr. Phili])’s countenance, 
I am bound to say, w’on* a most guilty and queer (ex- 
pression. This accident, this collision, this injury, 
perhaps death of Woolc.omb and his lawyer, arose out 
of our line jok(‘ about the Man and the lbx>ther. 

We dashed dowui the .stairs from the ^^Ram” — 
Hornblow, i*hilip, and half a dc^zen more — and made 
a way through tlie crowd towards the carriage, with 
its prostrate occupants. The mob made way civilly 
for the i)0])ular candidate — the losing candidate. 
When we reached the cliaise, the traces had b(?en 
cut: the hors(‘s were free: tin* fallen postilion was 
up and rubbing his leg : and, as soon as the wlieeleis 
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were taken out of tlie chaise, Woolcomb emerged 
from it. He had said from within (accompanying 
his speech with many oaths, which need not be re- 
peated, and showing a just sense of his danger), 
Cut the traces, hang you ! And take the horses 
away : 1 can wait until they he goii(\ 1 hu sittin^ on 
niy lawyer ; I ain't goin’ to have my head kicked off 
by tliose w]ie<^lers.” And just as we reached the 
falh'ii post-chais(3 lie emerged from it, laughing and 
saying, “Lie still, you old beggar!’’ to Mr. Bradgate, 
wiio was writhing uiiderueatli liim. His issue from 
tlic carria^ge was received with shouts of laughter, 
whi(.*li in(ir(‘as(Ml prodigiously wluni Yellow Jack, 
nimbly (dambmang up tlu* statue-railings^ thrust the 
outstretched arm of tlie statue through the picture 
of the Man and the Brotlu*r, ami left that cartoon 
fla,p[»ing in tlu*- air ove,r Woolcomb's head. 

Tli(*ii a shout arose, the like of which lias seldom 
he<*ii lu‘ard in that (piiet little town. Then Wool- 
comb, vvlio laid been (piite good-humored as he issued 
out of tlu\ broken ])ost-(diaise, began to sliriek, curse, 
and revile more shi-illy tliaii before ; and was heard, 
in the midst of Ids oaths, and wrath, to say, “He 
would give any man a shillin’ who would bring him 
down that eonfomidod thing ! ” Then scared, bruised, 
contused, confused, jioor Mr. Bradgate came out of 
the carriag(‘, his cun ploy er tuking not the least notice 
of him. 

Honiblow liot)ed Woolcomb was not hurt, on which 
the little gentleman turned round and said, “ Hurt ? 
no ; who are you ? Is no fellah goin’ to bring me 
down that confounded thing? I'll give a shillin’, 
I say, to tlui fellah who does ! ” 

“A shilling is offered for that picture!” shouts 
Philip with a red face, and wild with excitement. 
“Who will take a whole shilling for that beauty?” 
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On which Woolcoinb began to scream, curse, and 
revile more bitterly than before. <‘You here? 
Hang you, why are you here ? Don’t come bullyin’ 
me. Take that fellah away, some of you fellahs. 
Bradgate, come to my committee'room. I won’t stay 
here, I say. Let ’s have the beast of a carriage, and 
— Well, what ’s up now ? ” 

While he was talking, shrieking, and swearing, 
half a dozen shoulders in the crowd had raised the 
carriage up on its three wheels. The panel wliich 
had fallen towards the ground had split against a 
stone, and a great giip was seen in the side. A lad 
was about to thrust his hand into the oritice, when 
Wool comb turned ui)on him. 

“Hands off, you little beggar!” he cried, “no 
priggin’ ! Drive away some of these fellahs, you 
post-boys ! Don’t stand rubbin’ your knee there, 
you great fool. What’s this?” and he thrusts his 
own hand into the place where the boy had just bt^en 
marauding. 

In the old travelling carriages there used to be a 
well or swordcase, in which travellers used to put 
swords and pistols in days when such weapons of 
defence wer(5 needful on the road. Out of this 
swordcase of Lord King wood's old post-chariot, 
Woolcoinb did not draw a sword, but a foolscap 
paper folded and tied with a red tape. And he be- 
gan to read the superscription — “ Will of the llight 
Honorable Joliii, Earl of. liingwood. Bradgate, 
Smith, and Burrows.” 

“ God bless my soul ! It ’s the will he had back 
from my office, and which I thought he had de- 
stroyed. My dear fellow, I congratulate you with 
all my heart ! ” And herewith M r. Bradgate the 
laywer began to shake Philip’s hand with much 
warmth; “Allow me to look at that paper. Yes^ 
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this is in my handwriting. Let ns come into the 
^ Eingwood Anns ’ — the ^ Earn ^ — anywhere, and 
read it to you ! ’’ 

Here we looked up to the balcony of the ‘QHng- 
wood Arms,” and beheld a great placard announcing 
the state of the poll at one o’clock. 


WOOLCOMB 216 

lloRNBLOW 92 


“ We are beaten,” said Mr. Hornblow, very good- 
naturedly. We may take our flag down. Mr. Wool- 
comb, I congratulate you.” 

“ I knew we should do it,” said Mr. Woolcomb, put- 
ting out a little yellow-kidded hand. Had all the 
votes bef(n“ehaiid — knew we should do the trick, I 
say. Hi ! you — Wliat-do-you-caiyim — Bradgate ! 
What is it about, that will ? It does not do any good 
to that beggar, does it ?” and with laughter and shouts, 
and cries of Woolcomb forever,” and Give us some- 
thing to drink, your lioiior,” the successful candidate 
marched into his hotel. 

And was the tawny Woolcomb the fairy who was to 
rescue Philip from grief, debt, and poverty? Yes. 
And the old post-chaise of the late Lord Eingwood 
was the fairy chariot. You have read in a past chap- 
ter how the old lord, being transported with anger 
against^Fhilip, desired his lawyer to bring back a will 
in which he had left a handsome legacy to the young 
man, as his mother’s son. My lord had intended to 
make a^rovision for Mrs. Firmin, when she was his 
dutiful niece, and yet under his roof. When she 
eloped with, Mr. Firmin, Lord Eingwood vowed he 
would give his niece nothing. But he was pleased 
with the independent and forgiving spirit exhibited 
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by her son ; and, being a person of much grim humor, 

I dare say chuckled inwardly at thinking how furious 
the Twysdens would be, when they found Philip was 
the old lord^s favorite. Then Mr. Philip chose to be 
insubordinate, and to excite the wrath of his great- 
uncle, who desired to have his will back again. He 
put the document into his carriage, in the secret box, 
as he drove awa^^ on that last journey, in the midst of 
which death seized Inm. Had he survived, would he 
have made another will, leaving out all mention of 
Philip ? Who shall say ? My lord made and can- 
celled many wills. This certainly, duly drawn and 
witnessed, was tlie last he ev’^er signed; and by it 
Philip is put in possession of a sum of money which 
is sufficient to ensure a provision for those whom he 
loves. Kind readers, I know not whether the fairies 
be rife now, or banished from this work-a-day earth, 
but Philip’s biographer wishes you some of those bless- 
ings which never foi*sook Philip in his trials : a dear 
wife and children to love you, a true friend or two to 
stand by you, and in health or sickness a clear con- 
science, and a kindly lieart. If you fall upon the way, 
may succor reach you. And may you, in your turn, 
hftve help and pity in store for the unfortunate whom 
you overtake on life’s journey. 

Would you care to know what happened to the 
other personages of our narrative ? Old Twysden is 
still babbling and bragging at clubs, and thou|^h aged 
is not the least venerable. He has quarrelled with 
his son for not calling Woolcomb out, when that un- 
happy difference arose between the Black Prince and 
his wife. He says his family has been treated with 
cruel injustice by the late Lord Eingwood, but as soon 
as Philip had a little fortune left him he instantly 
was reconciled to his wife’s nephew, Dhere are other 
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friends of Firmin’s who were kind enough to him in 
his evil days, but cannot pardon his prosperity. Being 
in that benevolent mood which must accompany any 
leave^rtaking, we will not name these ill-wishers of 
Philip, but wish that all readers of his story may 
have like reason to make some of their acquaintances 
angry. ^ 

Our dear Little Sister would never live with Philip 
and his Charlotte, though the latter especially with 
all her*heart besought Mrs. Brandon to come to them. 
That pure and useful and modest life ended a fe\^ 
years since. She* died of a fever caught from one of 
her patients. She would not allow Philip or Char- 
lotte to come near her. She said she was justly pun- 
ished for being so proud as to refuse to live with them. 
All her little store she left to Philip. He has now in 
his desk the five guineas which she gave him at his 
marriage ; and J. J. has made a little picture of her, 
with her sad smile and her sweet face, which bangs 
in Philip’s drawing-room, where father, mother, and 
children talk of the Little Sister as though she were 
among them still. 

She was dreadfully agitated when the news came 
from New York of Doctor Firmin's second marriage 

His second ? His third ? ” she said. The villain, 
the villain ! ’’ That strange delusion which we have 
described as sometimes possessing her increased in in- 
tensity after this news. More than ever, she believed 
that Philip was her own child. She came wildly to 
him, and cried that his father had forsaken them. It 
was only when she was excited that she gave utter- 
ance to this opinion. Doctor Goodenough says that 
though generally silent about it, it never left her. 

^ Upon his marriage Dr, Firiiiin wrote one of his long 
letters to his son, announcing the event. He described 
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the wealth of the lady (a widow from Norfolk, in Vir- 
ginia) to whom he was about to be united. He would 
pay back, ay, with interest, every pound, every dollar, 
every cent he owed his son. Was the lady wealthy ? 
We had only the poor Doctor’s word. 

Three months after his marriage he died of yellow 
fever, on his wife’s estate. It was then the Little 
Sister came to see us in widow’s mourning, very wild 
and flushed. She bade our servant say, “ Mrs. Firmiii 
was at the door;” to the astonishment of the man, 
who knew her. She had even caused a mourning-card 
to be printed. Ah, there is rest now for that little 
fevered brain, and peace, let us pray, for that fond 
faithful heart. 

The mothers in Philip’s household and mine have 
already made a match between our children. We had 
a great gathering the other day at Roehampton, at the 
house of our friend, Mr. Clive Newcome (whose tall 
boy, my wife says, was very attentive to our Helen), 
and, having been educated at the same school, we sat 
ever so long at dessert, telling old stories, whilst the 
children dailced to piano music on the lawn. Dance 
on the lawn, young folks, whilst the elders talk in the 
shade ! What ? The night is falling: we have talked 
enough over our wine : and it is time to go home ? 
Good-night. Good-night, friends, old and young ! 
The night will fall : the stories must end : and the 
best friends must part. 


THE END. 



CATHERINJi:: A STORY. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The story of “Catherine” which appeared in 
“Fraser’s Magazine” in 1830-40, was written by 
Mr. Thackeray, under the name of Ikey Solomons, 
Jun., to counteract the injurious influence of some 
popular fictions of that day, which made heroes of 
highwaymen and burglars, and created a false sym- 
pathy for the vicious and criminal. 

With this purpose, the author (diose for the subject 
of his story a woman iiauKMl Catlierine Hayes, who 
was burned at Tyburn, in 172(5, for the deliberate 
murder of her husband, under very revolting circum- 
stances, Mr. Thackeray^^ aim obviously was to 
describe tlu) career of this wretcdied woman and her 
associates with suedi fidelity to truth as t^ exliibit 
the danger and folly of investing such persons with 
heroic and romantic qualities. 
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CATHERINE- A STORY. 


CHAPTER I. 

INTRODUCING TO THE READER THE CHIEF PER- 
SONAGES OF THIS NARRATIVE. 

At that famous period of history, when the sevens 
teenth century (after a deal of quarrelling, king-kilh 
ing, reforming, republicauizing, restoring, re-restoring, 
play-writing, senuon-writing, Oliver-Cromwellizing, 
Stuartizing, and Oraiigizing, to be sure) had sunk into 
its grave, giving place to the lusty eighteenth ; when 
Mi\ Isaac Newton was a tutor of Trinity, and 
Joseph Addison Commissioner of Appeals \ when the 
presiding genius tliat watched over the destinies of 
the I'rench nation had played out all the best cards in 
Ids hand, and Ids adversaries began to pour in their 
trumps ; when there were two kings in Spain employed 
perpetually in runiung away from one another ; when 
there was a queen in England, with such rogues for 
Ministers, as have never been seen, no, not in our 
own day ; and a General, of whom it may be severely 
argued, whether he was the meanest miser or the 
greatest hero in the world ; wlien Mrs. Masham had 
not yet put Madam Marlborough’s nose out of joint ; 
when people had their ears cut off for writing very 
meek political pamphlets; and very large full-bot- 
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tomed wigs were just beginning to be worn with pow- 
der; and the face of Louis the Great, as his was 
handed in to him behind the bed-curtains, was, when 
issuing thence, observed to look longer, older, and 
more dismal daily — 

About the year One thousand seven hundred and 
five, that is, in the glorious reign of Queen Anne, 
there existed certain characters, and befell a series 
of adventures, which, since they are strictly in accord- 
ance with the present fashionable style and taste ; 
since they have been already partly dese>rib(Hl in the 
“ Newgate Calendar ; ” since they are (as shall be seen 
anon) agreeably low, delightfully disgusting, and at 
the same time eminently pleasing and pathetic, may 
properly be set down here. 

And though it may be said, with some considerable 
show of reason, that agreeably low and delightfully 
disgusting characters have already been treatcnl, both 
copiously and ably, by some eminent writers of the 
present (and, indeed, of future) ages ; though to tread 
in the footsteps of the immortal Fagin requires a 
genius of inordinate stride, and to go a-robbing after 
the late though deathless Turpin, the renowned Jack 
Sheppard, or the embyro Duval, may be impossible, 
and not an infringement, but a wasteful indication of 
ill-will towards the eighth commandment ; though it 
may, on the one hand, be asserted that only vain cox- 
combs would dare to write on subjects already des- 
cribed by men really and deservedly eminent ; on the 
other hand, that these subjects have been described 
so fully, that nothing more can be said about them ; 
on the third hand (allowing, for the sake of argu- 
ment, three hands to one figure of speech), that the 
public has heard so much of them, as to be quite tired 
of rogues, thieves, cut-throats, and Newgate alto- 
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gether; — though all these objections may be urged, 
a.nd each is excellent, yet we intend to take a few 
more pages from the Old Bailey Calendar/’ to bless 
the public with one more draught from the Stone 
Jug : ^ — yet awhile to listen, hurdle-mounted, and rid- 
ing down the Oxford Road, to the bland conversation 
of Jack Ketch, and to hang Avith him round tlie neck 
of his x^atieni, at the end of our and his history. We 
give the reader fair notice, that we shall tickle him 
with a few such scenes of villany, tliroat-mitting, and 
bodily suffering in general, as are not to be found, 
no, not in — never mind comparisons, for such are 
odious. 

In the year 1705, then, whether it was that the 
Queen of England did feel seriously alarjned at the 
notice that a French prince should occupy the Spanish 
throne ; or wliether she was tenderly attached to the 
Emperor of Germany ; or whether she was obliged to 
fight out the quarrel of William of Oraug(^., who made 
us pay and fight for his I)ut(di provinces ; or whether 
poor old Louis Quatorze did really frighten her; or 
Avhether Sarah Jennings and her husband Avanted to 
make a fight, knowing hoAv much they should gain by 
it; — Avhatcver the reason was, it was evident that 
the Avar Avas to continue, and there Avas almost as 
much soldiering and recruiting, parading, pike and 
gun-exercising, flag-flying, drum-beating, powder-blaz- 
ing, and military enthusiasm, as Ave can all remem- 
ber in the year 1801, what time the Corsican upstart 
menaced our shores. A recruiting-party and captain 
of Cutts’s regiment (which had been so mangled at 
Blenheim the year before) were now in WarAvick- 
shire ; and having their depot at Warwick, the cap- 

* This, as your ladyship is aware, is the polite tiame for h^r 
Majesty’s prisouL of Newgate- 
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fcain and his attendant, the corporal, were vised to 
travel through the country, seeking for heroes to fill 
up the gaps in Cutts’s corps, — and for adventures to 
pass away the weary time of a country life. 

Our Captain Plume and Sergeant Kite (it was at 
this time, by the way, that those famous recruiting- 
officers were playing their pranks in Shrewsbury) 
were occupied very much in the same manner with 
Farquliar’s heroes. Phey roamed from Warwick to 
Stratford, and from Stratford to Birmingham, persuad- 
ing the. swains of Warwickshire to leave the plough 
for tlie pike, and despatching, from time to time, 
small detachments of recruits to extend Marlborough’s 
lines, and to act as food for the hungry cannon at 
Ramillies and Malplaquet. 

Of those two gentlemen who are about to act a very 
important part in our history, one only was probably 
a native of Britain, — we say probably, because the 
individual in question was himself quite uncertain, 
and, it must be added, entirely indifferent about his 
birthplace ; but speaking the English language, and 
having been during the course of his life pretty gener- 
ally engaged in the British service, he had a tolerably 
fair claim to the majestic title of Briton. His name 
was Peter Brock, otherwise Corporal Brock, of Lord 
Cutts^s regiment of dragoons ; he was of age about 
fifty-seven (even that point has never been ascer- 
tained) ; in height, about five feet six inches ; in 
weight, nearly thirteen stone ; with a chest that the 
celebrated Leitch himself might envy; an arm, that 
was like an opera-dancer’s leg; a stomach so elastic 
that it would accommodate itself to any given or 
stolen quantity of food ; a great aptitude for strong 
liquors; a considerable skill in singing chamom de 
table pf not the most delicate kind ; he w;as a lover of 
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jokes, of which he made many, and passably bad; 
when pleased, simply coarse, boisterous, and jovial j 
when angry, a perfect demon : bullying, cursing, 
storming, fighting, as is sometimes the wont with 
gentlemen of his cloth and education. 

Mr. Bro(‘k was strictly, what the Marquis of Rodil 
styled himself in a proclamation to his soldiers after 
running away, a hijo de la gaerra — a child of war. 
'Not seven cities, but one or two regiments, might con- 
tend for the honor of giving him birth ; for his mother, 
whose name he took, had acted as camp-follower to a 
Royalist regiment; had then obeyed the Parliamen- 
tarians ; died in Scotland when Monk was command- 
ing in that country ; and the first aj>pearance of Mr. 
Brock in a public (japacity displayed liim as a fifer in 
the General’s own regiment of Cold-streamers, when 
they marched from Scotland to ‘London, and from a 
republic at once into a monarchy. Since that period, 
Brock had been always witli the army ; he had had, 
too, some promotion, for he s])ake of having a com- 
mand at the battle of the Boyne ; though probably 
(as he never mentioned the fact) upon tlie losing side. 
The very year before this narrative commences, he 
had been one of MordaunCs forlorn hope at Schellen- 
berg, for wliicli service he 'was pi’omised a pair of 
colors ; he lost them, however, and was almost shot 
(but fate did not ordain that his career should close 
in that way) for drunkenness and insubordination im- 
mediately after the battle ; but having in some meas- 
ure reinstated himself by a display of much gallantry 
at Blenheim, it was found advisable to send him to 
England for the purpose of recruiting, and remove him 
altogether from the regiment, where his gallantry only 
rendered the example of his riot more dangerous. 

Hr. Brock’s commander vras a slim young gentle- 
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man of twenty-six, about whom there was likewise a 
history, if one would take the trouble to inquire. He 
was a Bavarian by birth (his mother being an English 
lady), and enjoyed along with a dozen other brothers 
the title of count : eleven of these, of course, were 
penniless ; one or two were priests, one a monk, six 
or seven in various military services, and the elder at 
home at Schloss Galgenstein breeding horses, hunting 
wild boars, swindling tenants, living in a great house 
with small means ; obliges! to be sordid at home all 
the year, to be splendid for a month at the capital, as 
is the way with inaiiy other nobhnnen. Our young 
count, Count Gustavus Adolphus Maximilian von Gal- 
genstein, had been in the service of the French, as 
page to a nobleman ; then of his Majesty’s gardes du 
rorps / then a lieutenant and captain in the Bavarian 
service ; and when, after the battle of Blenheim, two 
regiments of Germans came over to the winning side, 
Gustavus Adolphus Maximilian found himself among 
them ; and at the epoch when this story commences, 
had enjoyed English pay for a year or more. It is 
unnecessary to say how he exchanged into his present 
regiment ; how it aj)})eared that, before her marriage, 
handsome Jolui Cliiirchill liad known the young gen- 
tleman’s mother, when *tb(*y were both penniless 
hangers-on at Charles the Second’s court ; — it is, we 
say, quite useless to repeat all the scandal of which we 
are perfectly masters, and to trace step by step the 
events of his history. Here, however, was Gustavus 
Adolphus, in a small inn, in a small village of War- 
wickshire, on an autumn evening in the year 1705 ; 
and at the very moment when this history begins, he 
and Mr. Brock, his corporal {ind friend, were seated at 
a round table before tlie kitchen tire, while a small 
groom of the establishment was leading up ami dowp 
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On the village green, before the inn door, two black, 
glossy, long-tailed, barrel-bellied, tliiek-flank(‘d, arched- 
neck, Koman-nosed Flanders hors(‘s, Avlnch were the 
property of the two gentlemen now taking tlieir ease 
at the ‘‘ Bugle Inn.” The two genthonen were seated 
at their ease at the inn table, drinking mountain- wine; 
and if the reader fancies from the ski'tch whicli we 
have given of their lives, or from his own blindness 
and belief in the ])erfeetibility of human nature, that 
the sun of that autumn evening shone upon any two 
men in county or city, at desk or ha !• vest, at court 
or at Newgate, drunk or sober, who were greater ras- 
cals than Count Gustavus Galgenstein and Corporal 
Peter Brock, he is egregiously mistaken, and his 
knowledge of human nature is not worth a fig. If 
they had not been two prominent scoundrels, what 
earthly business should we have in detailing their his- 
tories ? What would the jmblic care for them ? 
Who would meddle with dull virtue, humdrum senti- 
ment, or stupid innocence, wlien vice, agreeable vice, 
is the only tiling which the readers of romances care 
to hear ? " 

The little horse-boy, who was leading the two 
black Flanders horses up and down the green, might 
have put them in the stable for any good that the 
horses got by the gentle exercise which they were 
now taking in the cool evening air, as their owners 
had not ridden very far or very hard, and there was 
not a hair turned of their sleek shining coats; but 
the lad had been especially ordered so to walk the 
horses about until he received further commands from 
the gentlemen reposing in the Bugle ” kitchen ; and 
the idlers of the village seemed so pleased with the 
beasts, and their smart saddles and shining bridles, 
that it would have been a jnty to dejirix e tluuu of the 
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pleasure of contemplating such an innocent spectacle* 
Over the Count's horse was tlirowu a fine red cloth, 
richly embroidered in yellow worsted, a very large 
count’s coronet and a. cipiuu* at the lour corners of the 
covering; and under this might be seen a pair of 
gorgeous silver stirrups, aud above it, a couple of 
silver-mounted ])istols r(‘j)osing in bearskin holsters; 
the bit was silv(U‘ too, and the liorsc^’s head was 
decorated with many smart ribbons. Of the Cor- 
poral’s steed, suflice it to say, that the ornannmts 
were in brass, as briglit, though not pcu’haps so valua- 
ble, as those which decorated the ('aptaiu’s animal. 
The boys, wlio had been at play on the green, first 
paused aud entered into conversation with the horse- 
boy; then the village matrons followed; and after- 
wards, sauntering by onen^nd twos, came the village 
maidens, wlio ]ov(^ soldiers as flies love treacle; pr(*s- 
ently the males began to arrive, and lo! the parson 
of the parish, taking his evening walk with Mrs. 
Dobbs, and tlie four children Ids ofl-spring, at length 
joined liiiuself to his flock. 

To this audience the litth* ostler exjdained that the 
animals belonged to two gtuithuiien now reposing at 
the Bugle : ” one young with gold hair, the other 
old with grizzled locks ; both in red coats ; both in 
jemk-boots ; putting the house into a bustle, and call- 
ing for the best He th<*n discours(‘d to some of his 
own companions regarding the merits of the horses ; 
and the parson, a learned man, explained to the vil- 
lagers, that one of the travelhu’s must be a count, or 
at least had a count’s horse-cloth ; pronounced that 
the stirrups were of real silver, and checked the im- 
petuosity of his son, William Nassau Dobbs, who was 
for mounting the animals, and who expressed a long- 
ing to fire off one of the pistols in the holsters. 
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As this family discii.ssion was takiTig place, the 
gentlemen whose app(*arance had ereated so much 
attention came to the door of the inn, and the elder 
and stouter was seen to smile at his e.ompanion; after 
which he strolled hdsurely over the green, and seemed 
to examine with much bcmevoleiit satmtaetion the 
assemblage^ of villagers who were staring at him and 
iht; (juadrupeds. 

iVrr. Brock, wlien lie saw the jiarson^s band and 
enssoek, took off his beaver n^verently, and salut<‘d 
th(* divim‘ : “ 1 hojie your revenuKu* won’t balk the 
little fellow,*’ said he ; 1 think 1 heard him calling 

".out for a ridt% and wht*ther he should like my horse, 
or his lordship's horse, T am sure it is all one. Don’t 
be afraid, sir ! the horses are not tired; we have only 
come seventy mile t(Mlayj||^nd Prince Eugene once 
rode a madter oi' fifty -two leagues (a. hundred and 
fifty miles), sir, upon that horst*, between sunrise and 
sunset.” 

Gracious powers ! on which hors(‘ ? ” said Doctor 
Dobbs, very solemnly. 

sir, on mine, Corporal Brock of Cutts's 
black g(dding, ‘William of Nassau.’ The Prince, sir, 
gave it me after Blenheim fight, for I had my own 
legs carried awaiy by a (ainnon-ball, just as I cut down 
two of Sauerkrauter’s regiment, who had made the 
Prince prisoner.” 

“ Your own legs, sir ! ” said the Doctor. ‘‘ Gracious 
goodness ! this is more and more astonishing ! ” 

No, no, not my own legs, my horse’s I mean, sir ; 
and the l*rince gave me ‘ William of Nassau ’ that 
very day.” 

To this no direct reply was made ; but the Doctor 
looked at Mrs. Dobbs, and Mrs. Debits and the rest of 
the children at her eldest son, who grinned and 
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said, Is n^t it wonderful ? The Corporal to this 
answered nothing, but, resuming his account, pointed 
to the other horse and said, That horse, sir — good 
as mine is — that horse, with the silver stirrups, is 
his Excellene.y's horse, Ca.[)tain Count Maximilian 
Gustavus Adolphus von Galgenstein, captain of horse 
and of the Holy Uouian empire” (he lifted here his 
hat with much gravity, and all the crowd, even to the 
parson, did likiuvise). We call him ^ George of 
Denmark,’ sir, in comidiment to her Majesty’s hus- 
band: he is Blenheim too, sir; Marshal Tallard rode 
him on that day, ami you know how he was taken 
prisoner by the Count.” 

George of Denmark, Marslial Tallard, William of 
Nassau ! this is strange indeed, most wonderful ! 
Why, sir, little are you aMjl^e that there are Ixdore you, 
at this moment^ two other living beings who Ix^ar these 
venerated names! My boys, stand forward! Look 
here, sir: tliese children have been r(‘Speetively 
named after our late sovereign and the husband of our 
present (iueeu,” 

“ And very good names too, sir ; ay, and very noble 
little fellows too ; and I propose that, with your 
reverence and your ladyship’s leave, William Nassau 
here shall ride on George of Denmark, and George of 
Denmark sliallh-ide on William of Nassau.” 

When this speech of the Corporal’s was made, the 
whole crowd set up a loyal hurrah; and, with much 
gravity, the two little boys were lifted up into the 
saddles; and the (Corporal, leading one, intrusted the 
other to the hors(*d)oy, and so tog(d.her they marched 
stately up and down the green. 

The popularity which Mr. Brock gained by tins 
manoeuvre was very great ; but with regard to the 
names of the horses and cdiildren, which coincided so 
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extraordinarily, it is but fair to state, that the chris- 
tening of the quadrupeds had only taken place about 
two minutes before the dragoon’s appearance on the 
green. For if the fact must be confessed, he, while 
seated near the inn window, had kept a pretty wistful 
eye upon all going on without; and the horses march- 
ing thus to and fro for the wonderment of the village 
were only placards or advertisements for the riders. 

Tliere was, besides the boy now occupied with the 
horses, and the landlord and landlady of the Bugle 
Inn,” another person connected with tliat establish- 
ment — a very smart, handsome, vain, giggling 
servant-girl, about the age of sixteen, who went by 
the familiar name of Cat, and attended upon the gen- 
tlemen in the parlor, while the landlady was employed 
in cooking their supper in^he kitchen. This young 
person had been educated* tlie village poor-house, 
and having been pronounced by Doctor Dobbs and 
the schoolmaster the idlest, dirtiest, and most passion- 
ate little minx with whom either had ever had to do, 
she was, after receiving a very small portion of 
literary instruction (indeed it must be stated that the 
young lady did not know her letters), bound appren- 
tice at the age of nine years to Mrs. Score, her 
relative, and landlady of the “Bugle Inn.” 

If Miss Oat, or Catherine Hall, was a slattern and 
a minx, ‘Mrs. Score was a far superior shrew; and for 
seven years of her apprenticeship, tlie^ girl was com- 
pletely at her mistn'ss’s mercy. Yet though won- 
drously stingy, jealous, and violent, while her maid 
was idle and extravagant, and her liusband seemed to 
abet the girl, Mrs. Score put up with the wench’s 
airs, idlene.ss, and caprices, without ever wishing tc 
dismiss her from the “ Bugle.” The fact is, that 
Miss Catherine was a great beauty ; and for about 
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two years, since her fame had begun to spread, the 
custom of the inu had also increased vastly. When 
there was a debate whether the fanners, on their way 
from market, would take t’other pot, Catherine, by 
appearing with it, would straightway cause the liquor 
to be swallowed and paid for; and when the traveller 
who ])ropos(‘d riding that niglit and sleeping at Coven- 
try or lUrmingham was asked by Miss Catherine 
wliether he would like a fire in his bedroom, he gener- 
ally was induced to occupy it, although ho might be- 
fore have vowed to Mrs. Score that he would not for a 
thousand guineas be absent from liome that night. 
The girl had, too, half a dozen lovers in the village ; 
and these were bound in honor to spend their pence 
at the alehouse she inhabited. 0 woman, lovely 
woman ! what strong resolves canst thou twist round 
thy little finger ! what gunj)owder passions canst 
thou kindle with a single sparkle qf thine eye ! what 
lies and fribble nonsense canst thou make us listen to, 
as they were gospel truth or splendid wit! above all, 
what bad liquor canst thou make us swallow when 
thou puttest a kiss within the cup — and we are 
content to call the poison wine! 

TJie mountain-wine at the Ilugle ” was, in fact, 
execrable; but Mrs. Cat, who served it to the two 
soldiers, made it so agreeable to them, that they 
found it a passable, even a pleasant task, to swallow 
the contents of a second bottle. The miracle had 
been wvoiight instantaneously on her appearance : for 
whereas at that very moment tin* Count was employed 
in cursing the wine, the landlady, the wine-grower, 
and the English nation generally, when the young 
woman (uitered and (tdioosing so to interpret the 
oaths) said, Coming, your honor; I think your 
honor called ” — Gustavus Adolphus whistled, stared 
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at her very hard, and seeming quite dumb-stricken by 
her appearance contented himself by swallowing a 
whole glass of mountain by way of reply. 

Mr. Brock was, however, by no means so con- 
founded as his captain : he was thirty years older 
than the latter, and in the course of fifty years of 
military life had learned to look bn the most danger- 
ous enemy, or the most beautiful woman, with the 
like daring, devil-may-care determination to conquer. 

^^My dear Mary,” then said that gentleman, ^^his 
honor is a lord ; as good as a lord, that is ; for all he 
allows such humble fellows as I am to drink with 
him.” 

Catherine dropped a low curtsy, and said, “ Well, I 
don’t know if you are joking a poor country girl, as 
all you soldier gentlemen do j but his honor looks like 
a lord ; though I never see one, to be sure.” 

Then,” said the Captain, gathering courage, how 
do you know I look like one, pretty Mary ? ” 

^‘Pretty Catherine: I mean Catherine, if you 
please, sir.” * 

Here Mr. Brock burst into a roar of laughter, and, 
shouting with many oaths that she w^^s right at first, 
invited her to give him what he called a buss. 

pretty Catherine turned away from him at this re- 
quest, and muttered something about “Keep your 
distance, low fellow ! buss indeed ! poor country girl,” 
etc., etc., placing herself, as if for protection, on the 
side of the Captain. That* gentleman looked also 
very angry ; but whether at the sight of innocence 
so outraged, or the insolence of the Corporal for dar- 
ing to help himself first, we cannot say. “ Hark ye, 
"Mr. Brock,” he cried very fiercely, “ I will suffer no 
such liberties in my presence: remember, it is only 
my condescension which permits you to share my 
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bottle in this way ; take care I don’t give you instead 
a taste of my cane.” So saying, he, in a protecting> 
manner, placed one hand round Mrs. Catherine’s waist, 
iiolding the other clenched very near to the Corporal’s 
nose. 

Mrs. Catherine, for her share of this action of the 
Count’s, dropped another curtsy, and said, ‘‘Thank 
you, my lord.” But Galgenstein’s threat did not ap- 
pear to make any impression on Mr. Brock, as iifdeed 
there was no reason that it should ; for the Cori)oral, 
at a combat of fisticuffs, could liave pounded his com- 
mander into a jelly in ten minutes : so he contented 
himself by saying: “Well, noble Cajitain, there’s 
no harm done; it h an honor for poor old Peter 
Brock to be at table with you, and 1 am sorry, sure 
enough.” 

“In truth, Peter, I believe thou art; thou hast 
good reason, eh, Peter ? But never fear, man ; had 
I struck thee, I never would have hurt thee.” 

“ I know you would not,” replied Brock, laying his 
hand on his heart with much gravity ; and so peace 
was made, and healths were drauk. Miss Catherine 
condescended to put her lips to the Captain’s glass ; 
who swore that the wine was thus converted into 
nectar; and although the girl had not previously 
heard erf that li<iuor, she leceived the compliment as 
a compliment, and smiled and simpered in return. 

The poor thing had never before seen anybody so 
handsome or so finely dressed as the Count; and, in 
the simplicity of her co(pietry, allowed her satisfac- 
tion to be quite visible. Nothing could be more 
clumsy than the gentleman’s mode of complimenting 
her 5 but for this, perhaps, his speeches were more* 
effective than others more delicate would have been ; 
and though she said to each, “Oh, now, my lord,” 
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and La, Ca])tain, how can you flatter one so ? ” and 
Your b6nor laughing at me,” and made such polite 
speeches as are used on these occasions, it was mani- 
I'est from the flutter and blush, and the grin of satis- 
faction which lighted up the buxom features of the 
little country beauty, that the Oount\s first operations 
had been highly suc(;essfnl. When, following up his 
attack, he produced from his lU'ck a biiiall locket 
(wliich had been given him by a Dutch lady at the 
Brill), and begged Miss Catherine to wear it for his 
sake, and chucked Iht under the cliin and called her 
his little rosebud, it was pretty ch‘ar how things 
would go: anybody who could sec the expression 
of Mr. lh* 0 (*k’s ('ounhuiance at this event might 
judge of the ])rogress of the irresistible Iligh-Dutch 
conqueror. 

Being of a v<^ry vain, communicative turn, our fair 
barmaid gave her two companions not only a pretty 
long account of herself, Imt of many other persons in 
the village, whom she could perceive from the win- 
dow 0 }>]) 0 sit(‘ to whi(di she stood. Yes, your honor,” 
said she — Jiiy lord, I mean ; sixteen last March, 
though there 's many a girl in the village^ that at my 
age is quite chits. There 's I^olly Randall, now, that 
red-haired girl along with Thomas (hirtis: she’s 
seventeen if she ’s a day, though In^ is the very first 
sweetheart slio has had. AV(*11, as I am saying, 1 was 
bred up here in the village — fatluu* and mother died 
very young, and I was left a poor orphan — well, 
bless us ! if Thomas have n’t kissed her ! — to tlie care 
of Mrs. Score, my aunt, who has been a mother to 
ine~a step-mother, you know; — and I’ve been to 
Stratford fair, and to Warwick many a time; and 
there’s two people who liave offered to marry me, 
and ever so many who want to, and I won’t have 



18 


CATHERINE: A STORY. 


none — only a gentleman, as IVe always said; not 
a poor clodpole, like Tom there with the fed waist- 
coat (he was one that asked me), nor a drunken fel- 
low like Sam Blacksmith yonder, him whose wife 
got the black eye, but a real gentleman, like — ’’ 

Ijike whom, my dear ? ” said the Captain, en- 
couraged. 

“ La, sir, how can you ? why, like our squire, Sir 
John, who rides in such a mortal line gold coach; or, 
at least, like the parson. Doctor Dobbs — that ’s he in 
the black gown, walking with Madam Dobbs in red.*’ 
And are those his children ? ” 

Yes : two girls and two boys ; and only think, he 
calls one William Nassau, and oiu‘ Ci(‘orge Deiumirk 
— isn’t it odd?” And from the parson, Mrs. Cath- 
erine went on to speak of several humble personages 
of the village community, who, as they are not nec- 
essary to our story, need not be desc.ribed at full 
length. It was when, from the window, Corporal 
Brock saw the altercation between the worthy divine 
and his son, vespc‘cting the latter’s ride, that he 
judged it a titting time to step out on tlie green, and 
to bestow on the two horses those famous historical 
names which we have just heard applied to them. 

Mr. Brock’s diplomacy was, as we Inive stated, 
quite successful : for, when the ])arsoirs boys had 
ridden and retired along with their mamma and papa, 
other young gentlemen of humbler rank in the village 
were placed upon ‘^George of Denmark” and “Wil- 
liam of Nassau ; ” the Corporal joking and laughing 
with all the growuj-up peo])le. The women, in spite 
of Mr. Brock’s ag(?, his red nose, and a certain squint 
of his eye, vowed the Corporal was a jewel of a 
man ; and among the men his popularity was equally 
great, 
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How much dost thee get, Thomas Clodpole ? ’’ 
said Mi\ Brock to a coiinti*yinaii (he wUvS the man 
whom Mrs. Catherine had described as her suitor), 
who had laughed loudest at some of his jokes : “ how 
much dost thee get for a week’s work now ? ” 

Mr. Clodpole, whose name was really Bullock, 
stated that his wages amounted to ‘Hhree shillings 
and a puddn.” 

Three shillings and a puddn ! — monstrous ! — and 
for this you toil like a galley-slave, as I have seen 
them ill Turkey and America, — ay, gentlemen, and 
in the country of Prester Joliii ! You shiver out of 
bed on icy winter mornings, to break the ice for Ball 
and Dapple to drink.” 

Yes, indeed,” said the person addressed, who 
seemed astounded at the extent of the CorporaPs 
information. 

“Or you clean pigsty, and take dung down to 
meadow ; or you act watchdog and tend sheep ; or 
you sweep a. s(\ythc over a great field of grass ; and 
wlien the sun has scjorched the eyes out of your head, 
and sweated the flesh out of your bones, and well-nigh 
fried the soul out of your body, you go home, to 
what? — tlmje shillings a Aveek and a puddn! Do 
you get pudding every day ? ” 

“No; only Sundays.” 

“ Do you get money enough ? ” 

“No, sure.” 

“ Do you get beer enough ? ” 

“ Oh no, NEVER ! ” said Mr. Bullock quite reso- 
lutely. 

“Worthy Clodpole, give us thy liand: it shall have 
beer enough this day, or my name’s not Corporal 
Brock. Here ’s the money, boy ! tlnu'e are twenty 
pieces in this purse: and how do you think T got ’em? 
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and how do you think 1 shall got others when these 
are gone ? — by serving her sacred Majesty to be 
sure: long life to her, and down witli the French 
King ! 

Bullock, a few of the iikui, and two or three of the 
boys, piped out an Inirrah, in coinjdinu'nt to this 
speech of the Corporal’s : but it was reinark(*d that 
the greater part of the crowd drew back — the women 
whis])ering ominously to them and looking at the 
Corporal. 

1 see, ladies, what it is,” said he. “ You are 
frightened, and think I am a eriin[) come to steal your 
sweethearts away. What ! call Betcu* Brock a double- 
dealer? 1 tell you what, bo3^s, Jack Churchill him- 
self has shaken this hand, and drunk a pot with me : 
do you think he’d shake hands with a rogue ? Here’s 
Tummas Clodpole has m'ver had beer (uiough, and 
here am I will stand treat to him and any other gen- 
tleman ; am I good enough company for him ? I have 
money, look you, and like to sp(uid it : what should 1 
be doing dii'ty a(*tions for — hay, Tummas ? ” 

A satisfactory reply to this (puny was not, of 
course, exp(‘ct(‘d by tlie Corporal nor uttered by Mr. 
Bullock ; and tlui end of the dispute was, that he and 
three or four of the rustic bystanders w(U'e quite con- 
vinced of 11 le good intentions of tludr new friend, 
and ac(*om})aiii(*d him back to tbo Bugle,” to regale 
upon the promised beer. Among the Cor])oral’s guests 
was oiH? young fellow whose dress would show that 
he was somewlmt bidter to do in the world than Clod- 
pole and the rest of the sunburnt ragged ttoop, who 
were marcldiig towards the* alehouse. This man was 
the only one of his lu^irers who, perhaps, was scep- 
tical a»s to tlu'. truth of his stories ; hut as soon as 
Bullock accepted the invitation to drink, John 
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Hayes, the carpenter (for such was his name and 
profession), said, Thomas, if thou goest, 1 

will go too.” 

“ 1 know thee wilt,” said Thomas : thou ’It goo 
anywhere Catty Hall is, provided thou canst goo for 
nothing.” 

Nay, I have a penny to spend as good as the Cor- 
poral here.” 

“ A penny to keep, you mean : for all your love for 
the lass at the ‘Bugle,’ did thee ever spend a shil- 
ling in the house ? Thee would n’t go now, but that 
I am going too, and the Ca])tain here stands treat.” 

“Come, come, gentlemen, no (piarrelling,” sjiiil Mr. 
Brock. “ If this pretty fellow will join us, amen say 
I : there ’s lots of liquor, and plenty of money to pay 
the score. Comrade Tuminas, give us thy arm. Mr. 
Hayes, you ’re a hearty cock, I make no doubt, and 
all such are welc/Ome. Come along, my gentleman 
farmers, Mr. Brock shall have the honor to pay for 
you all.” And with this, Corporal Brock, accom- 
panied by Messrs. Hayes, Bullock, Blacksmith, 
Baker’s-boy, Butcher, and one or two others, ad- 
journed to the inn ; the horses being, at the same 
time, conducted to the stable. 

Although we have, in this quiet way, and without 
any flourishing of trumpets, or beginning of chapters, 
introduced Mr. Hayes to the public ; and although, 
at first sight, a sneaking carpenter’s boy may seem 
hardly worthy of the notice of an intelligent nsxder, 
who looks for a good cut-throat or highwayman for 
a hero, or a pickpocket at the very least : this genth‘- 
man’s words and actions should be carefully studied 
by the public, as he is destined to app(‘ar before thcmi 
under very polite and curious circumstances during 
the course of this history. The sj-^eech of the rustic 
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Juvenal, Mr. Clodpole, had seemed to infer that 
Hayes was at once careful of his money and a warm 
admirer of Mrs. Catherine of the Bugle ; and both 
the charges were perfectly true. Hayes’s father was 
reported to be a man of some substance ; and young 
John, who was performing his apprenticeship in the 
village, did not fail to talk very big of his pretensions 
to fortune — of his entering, at the close of his in- 
^dentures, into partnership with his father — and of 
the comfortable farm and house over which Mrs. 
John Hayes, whoever she might be, would one day 
preside. Thus, next to the barber and butcher, and 
above even his own master, Mr. Hayes took rank in 
the village : and it must not be concealed that his 
representation of wealth had made some impression 
upon Mrs. Hall, towards whom the young gentleman 
had cast the eyes of affection. If he had been toler* 
ably well-looking, and not pale, rickety, and feeble 
as he was ; if even he had been ugly, but withal a 
man of spirit, it is probable the girl’s kindness for 
him would have been much more decided. But he 
was a poor weak creature, not to compare with honest 
Thomas Bullock, by at least nine inches; and so 
notoriously timid, selfish, and stingy, that there was 
a kind of shame in receiving his addresses openly ; 
and what encouragement Mrs. Catherine gave him 
could only be in secret. 

But no mortal is wise at all times : and the fact 
was, that Hayes, who cared for himself intensely, 
had set his heart upon winning Catherine ; and loved 
her with a desperate, greedy eagerness and desire of 
possession, which makes passions for women often so 
fierce and unreasonable among very cold and selfish 
men. His parents (whose frugality he had inherited) 
had tried in vain to wean him from this passion, and 
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had made many fruitless attempts to engage him 
with women who possessed money and desired hus- 
bands : but Hayes was, for a wonder, quite proof 
against their attractions ; and, though quite ready to 
acknowledge the absurdity of his love for a penniless 
alehouse servant-girl, nevertheless persisted in it 
doggedly. “ I know I ^m a fool,’^ said he ; and 
what^s more, the girl does not care for me; but 
marry 'her I must, or I think I shall just die: and 
marry her I will/’ For very much to the credit of 
Miss Catherine’s modesty, she had declared that 
marriage was with her a sme qua non, and had dis- 
missed, with the loudest scorn and indignation, all 
propositions of a less proper nature. 

Poor Thomas Bullock was another of her admirers, 
and had offered to marry her; but three shillings 
a week and a puddn was not to the girl’s taste, and 
Thomas had been scornfully rejected. Hayes had 
also made her a direct proposal. Catherine did not 
say no : she was too prudent : but she was young and 
could wait; she did not care for Mr. Hayes yet 
enough to marry him — (it di'd not seem, indeed, in 
the young woman’s nature to care for anybody) — 
and she gave her adorer flatteringly to understand 
that, if nobody better appeared in the course of a 
few years, she might be induced to become Mrs. 
Hayes, It was a dismal prospect for the poor fel- 
low to live upon the hope of being one day Mrs. 
Catherine’s pis-aller. 

In the meantime she considered herself free as the 
wind, and permitted herself all the innocent gayeties 
which that chartered libertine,” a coquette, can take. 
She flirted with all the bachelors, widowers, and mar- 
ried men, in a manner which did extraordinary credit 
to her years : and let not the reader fancy such 
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pastimes unnatural at her early age* The ladies — < 
Heaven bless them ! — are, as a general rule, coquettes 
from babyhood upwards. Little skes of three years 
old play little airs and graces upon spall heroes of 
five ; simpering misses of nine make attacks upon 
young gentlemen of twelve : and at sixteen, a well- 
grown girl, under encouraging circumstances, say, 
she is pretty, in a family of ugly elder sisters, or an 
only child and heiress, or an humble wench at a coun- 
try inn, like our fair Catherine — is at the very pink 
and prime of her coquetry : they will jilt you at that 
age with an ease and arch infantine simplicity 'that 
never can be surpassed in inaturer years. 

Miss Catherine, tlien, was a fmnche coquette^ and 
Mr. John Hayes was miserable. His life was passed 
in a storm of mean passions and bitter jealousies, and 
desperate attacks upon the indifference-rock of Mrs. 
Catherine's heart, which not all his tempest of love 
could beat down. 0 cruel, cruel x^angs of love unre- 
quited! Mean rogues feel them as well as great 
heroes. Lives there the man in Europe who has not 
felt them many ^ times? — who has not knelt, and 
fawned, and supplicated, and wept, and cursed, and 
raved, all in vain ; and passed long wakeful nights 
with ghosts of dead hopes for company ; shadows of 
buried remembrances that glide out of their graves of 
nights, and whisper, We are dead now, but we were 
once ; and we made you happy, and we come now to 
^mock you : — despair, 0 lover, despair, and die ! — 

0 cruel pangs! dismal nights I — Now a sly demon 
creeps under your nightcap, and drops into your ear 
those soft, hope-breathing, sweet words, uttered on 
the well-remembered evening ; there, in the drawer 
of your dressing-table (along with the razors, and 
Macassar oil), lies the dead flower that Lady Amelia 
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Wilhelmina wore in her bosom on the night of a cer- 
tain ball — the corpse of a glorious hope that seemed 
once as if it would live forever, so strong was it, so 
full of joy and sunshine : there, in your writing-desk, 
among a crowd of unpaid bills, is the dirty scrap of 
paper, thimble-sealed, which came in company with a 
pair of muifetees of her knitting (she was a butcher's 
daughter, and did all she could, poor thing !), begging 
you would ware them at colliclge, and think of her 
who" — married a public-house three weeks after- 
wards, and cares for you no more now than she does 
for the pot-boy. But why multiply instances, or seek 
to depict the agony of poor, mean-spirited John 
Hayes ? No mistake can be greater than that of 
fancying such great emotions of love are only felt by 
virtuous or exalted men ; dt^pend upon it, Love, like 
Death, plays havoc among the paupemm tabem,as, 
and sports with rich and poor, wicked and virtuous, 
alike. I have often fancied, for instance, on seeing 
the haggard, pale young old-clothesman, who wakes 
the echoes of our street with his nasal cry of “ Clo' ! " 
— I have often, I said, fancied that, besides the load 
of exuvial coats and breeches under which he staggers, 
there is another weight on him — an atrior cura at his 
tail — and while his unshorn lips and nose together 
are performing that mocking, boisterous, ^ Jack-indif- 
ferent cry of Clo', do' ! " who knows what woful 
utterances are crying from the heart within ? There 
he is chaffering with the footman at No. 7, about an 
old dressing-gown ; you think his whole soul is bent 
only on the contest about the garment. Psha ! there 
is, perhaps, some faithless girl in Holywell Street 
who fills up his heart ; and that desultory Jew-boy is 
a peripatetic hell! Take another instance: — take 
the man in the beef-shop in Saint Martin's Court. 
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There he is, to all appearances quite calm: before 
the same round of beef — from morning till sundown 
— for hundreds of years very likely. Perhaps when 
the shutters are closed, and all the world tired and 
silent, there is he silent, but untired — cutting, cut- 
ting, cutting. You enter, you get your meat to your 
liking, you depart ; and, quite unmoved, on, on he 
goes, reaping ceaselessly the (Ireat Harvc'st of Beef. 
You would fancy that if Passion ever failed to con- 
quer, it had in vain assailed tlu'. calm bosom of that 
MAN. I doubt it, and would giv(^ much to know his 
history. Who knows what furious /Etna-flames are 
raging underneath the surface of that calm dcsh- 
mountain — who can tell me that that calmness itself 

is not DESPAIR ? 

The reader, if he does not now understand why it 
was that ]\lr. Hayes agreed to drink the CorporaPs 
proffered beer, luul better just read the for(‘going 
remarks over again, and^'if ho does not understand 
then, why, small praise tb his brains. Hayes could 
not bear that Mr. Bullock should have a chance of 
seeing, and perhaps making love to Mrs. Catherine in 
his absence; and though the young woman never 
diminished her coquetries, but, on the contrary, 
rather increased them in his prescuice, it was still 
a kind of dismal satisfaction to be miserable in her 
company. 

On this occasion, the disconsol^^te lover could be 
wretched to his heart’s conbuit ; for Catherine had 
not a word or a look for him, but bestowed all her 
smiles upon the handsome stranger wlio owned the 
black horse. As for poor Tuinmas Bullock, his pas- 
sion was never violent; and he was content in the 
present instance to sigh and drink beer. He sighed 
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and drank, sighed and drank, and drank again, until 
he had swallowed so much of the Corporal's liquor, 
as to be induced to accept a guinea from his purse 
also ; and found himself, on returning to reason and 
sobriety, a soldier of Queen Anne’s. 

But oh ! fancy the agonies of Mr. Hayes when, 
seated with the Coriioral’s friends at one end of the 
kitchen, he saw tlie Captain at tlie i)lace of lionor, 
and the smiles which the fair maid bestowed upon 
him ; when, as she lightly whisked past him with the 
Captain’s supper, she, j)ointing to the locket that once 
reposed on the breast of the Dutch lady at the Brill, 
looked archly on Hayes and said, See, John, wliat 
his lordship has given me;” and when John’s face 
became green and jnirple with rage and jealousy, Mrs. 
Catherine laugluMl ten times louder, and cried, Com- 
ing, my lord,” in a voice of shrill triumph, that bored 
through the soul of Mr. John Hayes and left him 
gasping for breath. 

On Catherine’s other lover, Mr. Thomas, this co- 
quetry had no elfect: he, and two comrades of his, 
had by this time quite fallen under the spell of the 
Corporal ; and hope, glory, strong beer, Prince Eugene, 
pairs of colors, more strong beer, her blessed Majesty, 
plenty more strong beer, and such subjects, martial 
and Bacchic, whirled through their dizzy brains at a 
railroad pace. 

And now, if there had been a couple of experienced 
reporters present^ at the “Bugle Inn,” they mighty 
have taken down a conversation on love and war — 
the two themes discussed by the two parties occupy- 
ing the kitchen — which, as the parts wore sung 
together, duet-wise, formed together some very curious 
harmonies. Thus, while the Captain was whispering 
the softest nothings the Corporal was shouting the 
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fiercest combats of the war; and, like the g(nit**.Muaa 
at Penelope^s table, on it exiguo pinxit prcelia tota hero. 
For example ; — 

Captabi . — What do you say to a silver trim mi ng, 
pretty Catlieriiu' ? Don't you think a scarlet riding- 
cloak, handsomely laced, would become you wonder- 
fully w(‘ll ? — and a gray hat with a blue feather — 
and a pretty nag to ride on — and all the soldiers to 
present arms as you pass, and say, ‘‘There goes the 
Captain’s lady ? ” What do you think of a, sitle-box 
at “Lincoln’s Inn ” playhouse, or ol standing up to a 
minuet with my Lord Maiapiis at — ? 

CorpornL — The ball, sir, ran right up his elbow, 
and was found tlui next day by Surgc'on S|)linter of 
ours, — where do you think, sir ? — u])()n my honor 
as a gentleman it came out of the nape of the neck 
of his — 

Captain, — Ncicklace — and a sweet pair of diamond 
earrings, mayhap — and a little shower of jiatches, 
which prnameiit a lady’s face woudrously — and a 
loetle rouge — though, egad! such peach-cheeks as 
yours don’t want it ; — fie ! Mrs. Cath(*rino, 1 should 
think the birds must come and peck at them as if 
they were fruit — 

Corporal, — Over the wall ; and three-and-twenty 
of our fellows jumped after me. By the Pope of 
Kome, friend Tummas, that was a day I — Had you 
seen how the Mounseers looked when four-and-twenty 
rampaging he-devils, sword and pistpl, cut-and -thrust, 
pell-mell came tumbling into the redoubt ! Why, sir, 
we left in three minutes as many artillerymen’s heads 
as there were cannon-balls. It was, “ Ah sacre ! ” 

“D you, take that!” “0 mon Dieu!^^ run him 

through. “ Ventrehleu ! ” and it was ventrebleu with 
him, I warrant you : for bleu, in the French language, 
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means ‘^through;” and ventre — why, you see, ventre 
means — 

Captain, — Waists, whicdi are worn now excessive 
long; — and for tln^ 1joo])s, il yon could but see them 
— stap my vitals, my (hnir, but there was a lady at 
Warwick’s Assembly (she came in one of my lord’s 
coa(dies) who had a lioop as big as a tent: you might 
have dined uiuhu* it comfortably; — ha! ha! ’pon 
my faith, now — 

Corporal. — And tbere we found the Duke of Marl- 
borough seated along with Marslial Tallard, who was 
endeavoring to drown his sorrow^ oveft* a cup of Johan- 
nisberger wine; and a goo<l drink too, niy lads, only 
not to compart* to Warwdt^k bet*]*. “ WJio was the 

man wlio has done this ? ” said our noble General. I 
ste])ped uj). ‘‘ ITow' many heads was it,” says he, 
“that you cut off?” “'Ximdeen,” says 1, “besides 
wounding sevei*al.” When he heard it (Mr. Hayes, 
you don't drink) J bn blest if he didn’t burst into 
tears! “Isolde, noble ftdlow,” says he. “'Marshall, 
you must excuse iiit*, if 1 am pleas(*d to hear of the 
destruction of your countrymen. Noble, lioble fel- 
low I — h(*re ’s a hundred guineas for you.” Which 
sum he placed in my hand. ‘‘ Nay,” says the Marshal, 
“the man has done his duty:” and pulling out a 
magnificent gold diamond-hilted snuff-box, he *gave 
me — 

Mr, Bullock. — What, a goold snuff-box ? Wauns, 
but thee ivast in luck, Corporal ! — 

Corporal, — No, not the snuff-box, but — a pinch of 
snuff, — ha ! ha ! — run me through the body if he 
•didn’t! Could you but have seen the smile on Jack 
Churchill’s grave face at this piece of generosity ! So, 
beckoning Colonel Cadogan u]) to him, he pinched his 
ear and whis])ored — 
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Captain. — May I have the honor to dance a min- 
uet with your ladyship ? ” The whole room was in 
titters at Jack’s blunder; for, as you know very w^ell, 
})00r Lady Susan has a wooden leg. Hti ! ha ! fancy a 
minuet and a wooden leg, hey, my dear ? — 

Mrs. Catherlve. — Giggle — giggle — giggle ; he I 
he ! he ! Oh, Captain, you rogue, you — 

Second tabic. — Jlaw ! haw ! haw ! • Well, you he a 
foony moil, sergt*aiit, zure enofp. 

This little sp(‘(*imen of the conversation must be 
sufficient. It will show pretty ch‘arly tliat ea,cli of 
the two military commanders was conducting his 
operations with perfect success. Three* of tlie de- 
tachment of five attacked by tin* C()r]K)ral surren- 
dered to him : Mr. Bullock, naiiudy, who ga,ve in at 
a very early stage of the evening, ami ignominionsly 
laid down his arms under the table, after standing not 
more than a dozen volleys of b(‘er; Mr. Blacksmith’s 
boy, and a laborer whose name w'e have not been able 
to learn. Mr. Butclu*r himself was on the [)oint of 
yielding, when he was rescued by tin* furious charge 
of a detachment that inarched to his relief: his wfife 
namely, who, with two scpialling children, rushed into 
the Bugle,” boxed Butcher's ears, and kejit uj) such 
a tremendous fire of oaths and scri'ains iijxm the Cor- 
poral, that h(i was obliged to retr(‘at. Fixing then 
her claws into Mr. Butch(U’’s hair, sin* ])ro(*e(Mled to drag 
him out of the premises; and thus Mi*. Brock was 
overcome. Ilis attack upon Jolin Hayes was a still 
greater failure ; for that young man seimied to be in- 
vincible by drink, if not by love : and at the end of 
the drinking-bout was a great de.al more cool than the 
Corporal himself ; to whom he wished a very polite 
good-evening, as calmly he took Ins hat to depart. 
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He turned to look at Catherine, to be sure, and then 
he was not quite so calm ; but Catherine did not give 
any reply to his good night. She was seated at the 
Captain’s table playing at cribbage with him; and 
though Count Gustavus Maximilian lost every game, 
he won more than he lost, — sly fellow ! — and Mrs. 
Catherine was no match for him. 

It is to be presumed that Hayes gave some informa- 
tion to Mrs. Score, the ‘landlady : for, on leaving the 
kitchen, he was seen to linger for a moment in the 
bar; and very soon after Mrs. Catherine was called 
away from her att(mdauce on the Count, who, when 
he asked for a sack and toast, was furnished with 
those- articdes by the landlady herself : and, during 
the half-hour in wliicli he was employed in consum- 
ing this drink, Monsieur de Galgenstein looked very 
much disturbed a,nd out of humor, and cast his eyes 
to the door ])erpetually ; but no Catherine ca-me. At 
last, very sulkily, he desired to be shown to bed, and 
walked as well as he could (for, to say truth, the 
noble Count was by this time somewhat unsteady oh 
his legs) to his chamber. It was Mrs. Score who 
showed him to it, and closed the curtains, and pointed 
triumphantly to the whiteness of the sheets. 

It ’s a very comfortable room,” said she, though 
not the best in the house ; which belongs of right to 
your lordshi])’s worship; but our best room has two 
beds, and Mi*. Corporal is in that, locked and double- 
locked, Avitli his three ti})sy recruits. J3ut your honor 
will find this luu'e bed comfortable and well -aired ; 
I ’ve slept in it myscdf this eighteen years.” 

What, my good woman, you are going to sit up, 
eh ? It ’s cruel hard on you. Madam.” 

Sit up, my lord ? bless you, no ! I shall have 

half of our Cat’s bed ; as I always do when there ’s 
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company.’’ And with this Mrs. Score curtsied and 
retired. 

Very early the next morning the active landlady and 
her bustling attendant had prepared the ale and bacon 
for the Corporal and his three converts, and had set a 
nice white cloth for the Captain’s breakfast. The 
young blacksmith did not eat with much satisfaction ; 
but Mr. Bullock and his friend betrayed no sign of 
discontent, (‘xeept such as may be consecpient upon an 
evening’s carouse. They walked veiy contentedly to 
be registered before Doctor Dobbs, who was also jus- 
tice of the peace, and wcmt in search of their slender 
bundles, and took leave of their few accpiaintances 
without much regret : for the gentlemen had been 
bred in the work-house, and had not, therefore, a large 
circle of friends. 

It wanted only an liour of noon, and the noble 
Count had not descended. The men were waiting for 
him, and spent mucli of the Queen’s money (earned 
by the sale of their bodies over-night) while thus 
expecting him. Perhaps Mrs. Catherine expected 
him too, for she had offered many times to run up -— 
with my lord’s boots — with the hot water — to shov; 
Mr. Brock the way ; who sometimes condescended to 
officiate as barber. But on all these occasions Mrs. 
Score had prevented her ; not scolding, but with 
much gentleness and smiling. At last, more gentle 
and smiling than ever, she came down stairs and said, 
Catherine, darling, his honor the Count is mighty 
hungry this morning, and vows he could pick the 
wing of a fowl. Run down, child, to Farmer Brigg’s 
and get one : pluck it before you bring it, you 
know, and we will make his lordship a pretty 
breakfast.” 
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Catherine took up her basket and away she went 
by the baek-yard, through the stables. There she 
heard the little horse-boy whistling and hissing after 
the manner of horse-boys ; and there she learned that 
Mrs. Score liad been inventing an ingenious story to 
have her out of the way. The ostler saidiie was just 
going to lead the two horses round to the door. The 
Corporal had been, and they were about to start on 
the instant for StraTbford. 

The fact was that Count Gustavus Adolphus, far 
from wishing to pick the wing of a fowl, had risen 
with a horror and loathing for everything in the 
shape of food, and for any liquor stronger than small 
beer. Of this he had drunk a cup, and said he 
should ride immediately to Stratford ; and when, on 
ordering his horses, he had asked politely of the land* 

lady why the d she always came up, and why she 

did not send the girl,’’ Mrs. KScore informed the Count 
that her Catherine was gone out for a walk along with 
the young man to whom she was to be married, and 
would not be visible that day. On hearing this the 
Captain ordered his horses that moment, and abused 
the wine, the bed, the house, the landlady, and every- 
thing connected with the ‘‘ Bugle Inn.'^ 

Out the horses came : the little boys of the village 
gathered round; the recruits, with bunches of ribbons 
in their beavers, appeared presently ; Corporal Brock 
came swaggering out, and, slapping the pleased black- 
smith on the back, bade him mount his horse ; while 
the boys hurrahed. Then the Captain came out, 
gloomy and majestic ; to him Mr. Brock made a mili- 
tary salute, which clumsily, and with much grinning, 
the recruits imitated. ** I shall walk on with these 
brave fellows, your honor, and meet you at kStrat* 
ford,” said the Corporal. “ Good,” said tlie Captain, 
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as he mounted. The landlady curtsied; the children 
hurrahed more ; the little horse-boy, who held the 
bridle with one hand and the stirrup with the other, 
and expected a crown-pi(‘.ce from such a noble gentle- 
man, got only a kick and a curse, as Count von Gal- 

genstein sllbuted, “ D you all, get out of the 

way!” and galloped oft*; and John Hayes, who had 
been sneaking about the inn all the morning, felt 
a weight oft his heart when he saw the Captain ride 
off alone. 

0 foolish Mrs. Score ! O dolt of a John Playes 1 
If the landlady had allow(id the Ca])tain and the maid 
to have their way, and meet but for a minute before 
recruits, sc'rgcaiit, and all, it is probable that no harm 
would have been done, and that this history would 
never have been written. 

When Count vou Galgenstein had ridden half a 
mile on the Stratford road, looking as black and dis- 
mal as Xapoleon galloping from the romantic village 
of Waterloo, lie espied, a few score yards onwards, at 
the turn of the road, a certain object which caused 
him to check liis horse suddenly, brought a tingling 
red into his cliec'ks, and made his heart to go thump 
— thump ! against his side. A young lass was saun- 
tering slowly along the footpath, with a basket swing- 
ing from one hand, and a bunch of hedge-flowers in 
the other. She stopped once or twice to add a fresh 
one to her nosegay, and might have seen him, the 
Captain thought ; but no, she never looked directly 
towards him, and still walked on. Sweet innocent! 
she was singing as if none were near; her voice went 
soaring up to the clear sky, and the Captain put his 
horse on the grass, that the sound of the hoofs might 
not disturb the music. 
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‘‘ Wlieii the kino had <riven a pailful ” — sang she, 

“ And the sheej> oarae bleating home, 

Poll, who knew it would be healthful, 

Went a-walking out with Tom- 
Hand in liand, sir, on tlie laud, sir, 

As they w.ilkcd to and fro, 

Tom made jolly love to Polly, 

But was answered no, no, no.” 

Tlie Captain had put his horse on the grass, that the 
sound of his hoofs might not disturb the music ; and 
now he pushed its ln‘ad on to tin', bank, where straight- 
way ^^G(‘()rg(» of i)(‘ninark^’ began ediewing such a 
salad as grew tlnu'e. And now the Captain slid off 
sttailUiily ; a,nd smiling eomically, and hitching up 
his gr(*ai ja(*k-b(H)ts, ami moving forward with a jerk- 
ing ti])toe st(‘i>, he, just as she was trilling the last 
0-0-0 of tlie last 7 H) in the above 2>oeiri of Tom D’Ur- 
fey, came up to Inn*, and touching her lightly on the 
waist, said, My dt»ar, your very humble servant.” 

Mrs. Catherine (you know you have found her out 
long ago ! ) gave a scream and a start, and would have 
turned ])ale if she could. As it was, she only shook 
all over, and said, 

Oh, -sir, Ijow you did friglit(*n me ! ” 

‘^Friglitmi you, my rosebud ! why, run me through, 
I \\ die ratluM' than frighten you. Gad, child, tell me 
now, a,m 1 so frightful ? ” 

^*Oh, no, your honor, I didn’t mean that; only I 
wasn’t thinking to meet you here, or that you would 
ride so early at all : for, if you please, sir, I was going 
to fetch a eliiekeii for your lordship's breakfast, as my 
mistress said you would like one ; and I thought in- 
stead of going to Farmer Brigg’s down Birmingham 
way, as she told me, I ’d go to Farmer Bird’s, where 
the chickens is better, sir — my lord, I mean.” 
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Said I VI like a chicken for breakfast, the old cat ! 
why, I told her I would not eat a moivsel to save me 
— I was so dm — , I mean I ate such a good su})per 
last night — and I bade her to send me a i)ot of small 
beer, and to tell you to bring it ; and the wretc^h said 
you were gone out with yop.r sweetlieart — 

^^What! John Hayes, the creature? Oh, what a 
naughty story-telling woman ! ” 

— You had walked out with your sweetheart, and 
I was not to see you any more ; and I was mad with 
rage, and ready to kill myself : 1 was, my dear/^ 

“ Oh, sir ! pray pray don't.’’ 

‘‘For your sake, my sweet angel ? ” 

“ Yes, for my sake, if such a poor girl as me can 
persuade noble gentlemen.” 

Well, then, for your sake, I won’t : no, I ’ll live ; 
but why live ? Hell and fury, if 1 do live 1 'm miser- 
able without you; I am, — you know I am, — you 
'\dorable, beautiful, cruel, wicked Catherine ! ” 

Catherine’s reply to this was La, bless me ! I do 
believe your horse is running away.” And so lie was; 
for having finished his meal in the hedge, he first 
looked towards his master and paused, as it were, 
irresolutely ; then, by a sudden imj>ulse, flinging up 
his tail and his hind legs, he scampered down the 
road. 

Mrs. Hall ran lightly after the horse, and the Cap- 
tain after Mrs. Hall ; and the horse ran quicker and 
quicker every moment, and might have led them a 
long chase — when lo ! debouching from a twist in 
the road, came the detachment of cavalry and infantry 
under Mr. Brock. The moment he was out of sight 
of the village, that gentleman had desired the black- 
smith to dismount, and had himsidf jumped into the 
saddle, maintaining th(i subordination of his army by 
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drawing a pistol and swearing that lie would blow 
out the brains of any person who attempted to run. 
When the Captain’s horse came near the detachment 
lie paused, and suffered himself to be caught by Tum- 
mas Jhillock, who held him until tlie owner and Mrs. 
Catherine came u]). 

Mr. Bullock lookt'd comir^ally grave when he saw 
the pair-, but the (k)rp(n*al gnieiously saluted Mrs. 
Catherine, and said it was a hue day for walking. 

“ La, sir, and so it is,” said she, jianting in a very 
pretty and distr(‘ssing way, but not for runnbig. I 
do })rotest — ha ! — and vow that I really can scarcely 
stand. I ’ll! so tired of running after that naughty, 
naughty horse ! ” 

“JIow do, (/atttu'n?” said Thomas. ‘^Zee, I be 
going a“Zouldi(‘riiig because tliee wouldn’t have me.’^ 
And here Mi*. Bullock grinned, Mrs. Catherine made 
no sort of reply, but ]>rotested once more slie should 
die of running. If the truth were told, she was some- 
what v('xed at the arrival of the Corporal’s detach- 
ment, and had had very si-rious thoughts of finding 
herself quite tired just as he came in sight. 

A sudden tlioiight brought a smile of briglit satis- 
faction in the Ca.})tain’s (^yes. He mounted the horse 
which Tummas still held. Tlred^ Mrs. Catherine,” 
said he, ‘‘and for my sak(‘? By heavens, you sha’n’t 
walk a step farther ! No, you shall ride back with 
a guard of honor ! I back to the village, gentlemen ! 
— rightabout face! Show those fellows. Corporal, 
liow to rightaAxmt face. Now, my dear, mount be- 
hind me on Snowball; he’s eas}^ as a sedan. Put 
your dear little foot on the toe of my boot. There 
now, — u]) ! — jum j) ! liurrah ! ” 

That ’.V not the way, Ca])tain,” shouti‘d out Idiomas, 
still holding on to the n^iii as tin* horse liegan to move. 
“Thee woaift goo with him ; will thee, Catty 
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But Mrs. Catherine, though she turned away her 
head, never let go her hold round the Captain’s waist ; 
and he, swearing a dreadful oath at Tliomas, struck 
him across the face and hands with his riding-whip. 
The poor fellow, who at the first cut still held on to 
the rein, dro})})ed it at the second, and as the pair gal- 
loped off, sat down on the roadside and fairly began 
to weep. 

Marchy you dog!” shouted out the Corporal a 
minute after. And so he did : and when next he saw 
Mrs. Catherine she wan the (.^iptain’s lady sure 
enough, and wore a gray hat with a blue f (Either, and 
red riding-coat trimmed with silver lae(\ ]>ut Thomas 
was then on a bar(*-l)acked horse, which (^)poral Brock 
was flanking round a ring, and he was so occupied 
looking between his horse’s ears that he had no time 
to cry then, and at length got the better of his 
attachment. 


This being a good o})portunity for closing Chapter 
]., we ought, ])erhaj>s, to make some apologies to the 
public for introducing tliem to (diaraeters that are so 
utterly wortliless ; as we c.onfess all our heroes, with 
the exception of Mr. Bullock, to be. In this we have 
consulted nature and history, rather than the prevail- 
ing taste and the general inaiiner of authors. The 
amusing novel of ^^Ernest Maltravers,” for instance, 
opens with a seduction ; but then it is performed ])y 
people of the stricitest virtue on both sides ; and there 
is so much religion and philosophy in th(‘ heart of tlui 
seducer, so much tender innocence in the soul of the 
seduced, that — bl(‘ss the little dears! — their very 
peccadilloes make one interested in them ; and their 
naughtiness becomes (piite sacred, so deliciously is it 
described. Now, if we are to be interested by rascally 
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actions, let us liave tkem with plain faces, and let them 
be performed, not by virtuous x)hilosophers, but by ras- 
cals. Another (dt^ver class of novelists adopt the con- 
trary system, and create interest by making their 
rascals perform virtuous actions. Against these popu- 
lar plans wo here sohmmly appeal. We say, let your 
rogues in novels act like rogues, and your honest men 
lik(‘ honest men ; don’t let us have any juggling and 
thimbhu'igging with virtue and vice, so that, at the 
end of three volumes, the bewildered reader shall not 
know whieli is which; don’t let us find ourselves 
kindling at the generous qualities of thieves, and 
syni])at]iizing with the rascalith's of noble hearts. 
For our own part, we know what the ])ublie likes, and 
have chosen rogues for our (diaracters, and have taken 
a story from the ‘’Newgate Calendar,” which we hope 
tt) follow out to ediheution. Among the rogues, at 
least, we will have nothing that shall be mistaken for 
virtues. And if th(‘ British public (after calling for 
thr(‘e or four editions) shall give up, not only our ras- 
cals, but the rascals of all other authors, we shall be 
content: — we sluill a])ply to Government for a pen- 
sion, and think that our duty is done. 



CHAITEK IL 


IN WHICH AUK DEPICTED THE PLEASURES OF 
A SENTIMENTAL ATTACHMENT. 

Tt will not be lu'cessaiy, for the ])Ui‘ix)se of this 
history, to follow out very closely all the adventures 
wliicli occurred to Mrs. Catherine from the period 
when siie (piltted tlie ‘‘ llugle ’’ and became tlie Cap- 
fcaiids lady; for, although it would be just as easy to 
show as not, that the young woman, by following the 
iiuiii of her heart, had only yielded to an innocent im- 
pulse, and by remaining with him for a certain period, 
had proved the depth and strength of her affection 
for him, — although we might niak(3 very tender and 
eloquent apologies for the error of both parties, the 
reader might jiossibly be disgusted at such descrip- 
tions and such arguments: which, bevsides, are already 
done to his hand in the novel of ‘‘ Ernest Maltravers^^ 
before mentioned. 

From tlie gentleman’s manner towards Mrs. Cath- 
erine, and from his brilliant and immediate sucei'ss, 
the reader will doubtless have concluded, in the first 
place, that (iustavus Adolphus had not a v(3ry violent 
affection for Mrs. Cat; in the second place, that he 
was a prof(*ssional lady-killer, and therefore likely at 
some period to resume his profession; thirdly, and to 
conclude, that a connection so begun must, in the na- 
ture of things, be likely to end speedily. 

And so, to do the Count justice, it would, if he had 
been allowed to follow his own inclination entindy ; 
for (as many young gentlemen will, and yet no praise 
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to them) in about a week he began to be indifferent, 
ill a month to be weary, in two months to be angry, 
in three to proceed to blows and curses ; and, in short, 
to rcptmt most bitterly the hour when he had ever 
betni induced to p;resent Mrs. Catherine the toe of his 
boot, for the purpose of lifting her on to his horse. 

^‘Egad!'^ said he to the Corporal one day, when 
confiding his griefs to Mr. Brock, wish my toe had 
been cut off before ever it served as a ladder to this 
little vix(*n.'^ 

“Or perliaps your honor would wish to kick her 
down stairs with it?’’ delicately suggested Mr. 
Bro(*k. 

“ Kick her ! wliy, the wench would hold so fast by 
the banist(‘rs that 1 eoakl not kick her down, Mr, 
l>ro(*k. To tell you a bit of a secret, I have tried as 
mueh — not to kick her — no, no, not kick her, cer- 
tainl}' : that's ungunitlcmanly — but to induce her to 
go back to that (uirsed pot-house where we fell in 
with her. 1 have given her many hints — ” 

<0)b, yes, 1 saw your honor give her one yesterday 
— with a mug of b('er. By the laws, as the ale run 
«all down her fae.t^, and she clutched a knife to run at 
you, 1 don't think I ever saw such a she-devil ! That 
woman will do For your honor some day, if you pro- 
voke her.'’ 

Do for me ? No, hang it, Mr. Brock, never! She 
loves every hair of my head, sir : she worships me. 
Corporal. Egad, yes! she worships me; and would 
mu(di sooner ap])ly a knife to her own weasand than 
scratch ray Htthi finger ! ’’ 

“ I think she docs,” said Mr. Brock. 

‘‘I’m sure of it,” said the Captain. "Women, 
look you, arc like dogs, they like to be ill-treated; 
they like it, sir; I know they do. I never had any 
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thing to do with a woman in my life but I ill-treated 
her, and she liked me the better.” 

Mrs. Hall oiiglit to be very fond of you then, sure 
enough !” said Mr. Cor 2 >oral. 

^‘Very fond; — ha, ha! Corporal, you wag, you — 
and so sIk' is vi'ry fond. Yesterday, after the knife- 
and-beer scene — no wonder 1 thr(‘\v the licpior in her 
face : it was so dev’lish flat that no gentleman could 
driiik it : anil I told her lu^ver to draw it till dinner- 
time — ” 

“ Oh, it was enough to jjut an angel in a fury ! ” 
said Brock. 

« — Wifll, yesterday, after tlie knife business, when 
you had got the carver oiit of her hand, olf she flings 
to her bedroom, will not eat a bit of dinner forsooth, 
and remains loi^ked up for a cou^de of hours. At two 
o'clo(‘k afternoon (I was over a tankard), out comes 
the little she-devil, her face pale, her I'yes bli'ared, 
and the tip of her nose (iS red as tire with sniftling 
and wee^jing. iYaking for my hand, ^ says she, 
^ will you forgive mi*?' ‘AVhat!’ says L ^Forgive 
a murderess ? ’ says L ^ Ko, curse me, never ! ^ 
^Your cruelty will kill me,’ sobbed she. ‘Cruelty 
be hanged!’ says I; ‘didn’t you draw tliat beer an 
hour before dinner?’ She, could say nothing to this, 
you know, and I swore that ('very time she did so I 
would fling it into h(‘r faci* again. Whereupon back 
she flounced to her eliamber, where she wept and 
stormed until niglit-iime.” 

“ Wh(*n you forgave lier ? ” 

“I did forgive* her, that’s positive. You see T had 
SLii)2ied at the ‘ Hose ' along with Tom Tripjiet and 
half a dozen ])reUy fellows ; and I had eased a great 
fat-headed Warwii'kshire land-junkc?r — what d ’ye 
call him? — sipiire, of forty pieces ; and 1 ’m dev’lish 
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good-humored when I ^ve won, and so Cat and I made 
it up: but IVe taught her never to bring me stale 
beer again — ha, ha ! ” 

This conversation will explain, a great deal better 
than any descri])tion of ours, however ekxpieiit, the 
state of things as between Count Maximilian and 
Mrs. Cath(*rine, and the feelings which they (‘liter- 
tained for eatdi other. The woman loved him, that 
was tlie tact. And, as we have shown in the })revious 
cha])ter how John ilayes, a mean-spirited fellow as 
ever breal-hed, in respect of all otlier passions a 
}>ygmy, was in the j)assion of love a giant, and fol- 
lowed Mrs. Catherine with a furious longing wliich 
might setun at the first to be foreign to his nature ; 
in the like manner, and jdayihg at cross-purposes, 
Mrs. Hall had iH'come smitten of the Cai)lain ; and, 
as he said truly, oidy liked him the better for the 
brutality whi(*li she r(*ceived at his hands. For it is 
my oj)inion. Madam, that love is a bodily infirmity, 
from which humankind can no more escape than 
from small-i)ox ; and which attacks every one of us, 
from the first duke in the Peerage down to Jack 
Ket(*h imdusive ; which has no respijct for rank, 
virtue, or roguery in man, but sets each in his turn 
in a fever ; which breaks out tlie deuce knows how or 
wliy, and, raging its appointtal time, fills each indi- 
vidual of th(‘ one sex with a blind fury and longing 
for some one of the other (who may bo pure, gentle, 
bliie-eyed, beautiful, and good; or vile, shn'wish, 
scpiinting, hunchbacked, and liidcous, according to 
circumstances and luck) ; which dies away, perhaps 
in the natural course, if left to have its way, but 
which contradiction causes to rage more furiously than 
ever. Is not history, from the Trojan war upwards 
and downwards, full of instances of such strange in* 
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explicable passions ? Was not Helen, by tbe most 
moderate calculation, ninety years of age when she 
went off with his Royal Highness Prince Paris of 
Troy ? Was not Madame la Valliere ill-made, blear 
eyed, tallow-complexioned, scraggy, and with hair 
like tow ? Was not Wilkes the ugliest, charmingest, 
most successful man in the world ? Such instances 
might be carried out so as to fill a volume; but cui 
bono ? Love is fate, and not will ; its origin not to 
be explained, its progress irresistible: and the best 
proof of this may be had at Bow Street any day, 
where, if you ask any officer of the (;stablisliment 
how they take most thieves, he will tell you at the 
houses of the women. They must see the dear creat- 
ures though they hang for it ; they will love, though 
they have their necks in the halter. And with re- 
gard to the other position; that ill-usage on the part 
pf the man does not destroy the affection of the 
woman, have we not numberless police reports show- 
ing how, when a bystander would beat a husband for 
' beating his wife, man and wife fall together on the 
interloper and punish him for his meddling ? 

These points, then, being settled to the satisfaction 
of all parties, the reader will not be disposed to ques- 
tion the assertion that Mrs. Hall had a real affection 
for the gallant Count, and grew, as Mr. Brock was 
pleased to say, like a beefsteak, more tender as she 
was thumped. Poor thing, poor thing! his flashy 
airs and smart looks had overcome her in a single 
hour; and no more is wanted to plunge into love 
over head and ears; no more is wanted to make a 
first love with — and a woman’s first love lasts for- 
ever (a man’s twenty-fourth or twenty -fifth is perhaps 
the best) : you can’t kill it, do what you will ; it takes 
root, and lives and even grows, never mind what the 
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soil may be in which it is planted, or the bitter 
weather it must bear — often as one has seen a wall- 
flower grow — out of a stone. 

In the first weeks of their union, the Count had at 
least been liberal to her: she had a horse and fine 
clothes, and received abroad some of those flattering 
attentions which she held at such high price. He 
had, however, some ill-luck at play, or had been 
forced to pay some bills, or had some other satisfac- 
tory reason for being poor, and his establishment was 
very speedily diminished. He argued that, as Mrs. 
Catherine had been accustomed to wait on others all 
her life, she might now wait upon herself and him; 
and when the incident of the beer arose, she had been 
for some time employed as the Count’s housekeeper, 
with unlimited superintendence over his comfort, his 
cellar, his linen, and such matters as bachelors are de- 
lighted to make over to active female hands. To do 
the poor wretch justice, she actually kept the man’s 
menage in the best order ; nor was there any point of 
extravagance with which she could be charged, ex- 
cept a litth' extravagance of dress displayed on the 
very few occasions when he condescended to walk 
abroad with her, and extravagance of language and 
passion in the frequent quarrels they had together. 
Perhaps in such a connection as subsisted between 
this precious couple, these faults are inevitable on the 
part of the woman. She must be silly and vain, and 
will pretty surely therefore be fond of dress ; and she 
.must, disguise it as she will, be perpetually miserable 
and brooding over her fall, which will cause her to 
be violent and quarrelsome. 

Such, at least, was Mrs. Hall ; and very early did 
the poor, vain, misguided wretch begin to reap what 
she had sown. 
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For a man, remoise under these circumstances is 
perhaps uncommon. No stigma affixes on him for 
betraying a woman: no bitter pangs of mortified 
vanity; no insulting looks of superiority from his 
neighbor, and.no sentence of contemptuous banish- 
ment is read against him; these all fall on the 
tempted, and not on the teinj)ter, who is permitted 
to go free. TIk' chief tliijig that a man learns after 
having successfully practi8(‘d on a woman is to de- 
spise the j)()or wretch whom he has won. The game, 
in fact,- and the glory, such as it is, is all his, and the 
punishment alone falls upon her. Consider this, 
ladies, when (diarming young gentlemen come to woo 
you wit!) soft speeches. You have nothing to win, 
except wretchedness, and scorn, and desertion. Con- 
sider this, and be thankful to your Solomons for tell- 
ing it. 

It came to pass, tlien, that the Count had come to 
have a perfect contem])t and iiuliiference for Mrs. 
Hall ; — liow should he not lor a young person who 
had given herstdf up to him so easily — and woijd 
have ]3een cpiite glad of any opportunity of parting 
with her. But there was a certain lingering shame 
about the man, which x)rev exited liim from saying at 
once and abruptly, ‘‘Go!” and the poor thing did not 
choose to take such hints as fell out in the course of 
their conversation and quarrels. And so they kejit 
on together, he treating her with simple insult, and 
she hanging on desperately, hy whatever feeble twig 
she could find, to the rock beyond which all was 
naught, or death, to her. 

Well, after the night with Tom Trippet and the 
pretty fellows at the “Bose,” to which we have 
heard the Count allude in the conversation just re- 
corded, Fortune smiled on him a good deal ; for the 
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Warwickshire Squire, who had lost forty pieoes on 
that occasion, insisted on having his revenge the 
night after; when, strange to say, a hundred and 
fifty more found their way into the pouch of his Ex- 
cellency tlie Count. Such a sum as this quite set the 
young nobleman afloat again, and brought back a 
jdeasing equanimity to his mind, which liad been a 
good deal disturb(Ml in the foiauer difficult circum- 
stances ; and in this, for a little and to a certain ex- 
tent, poor Cat had the happiness to slmre. He did 
not alter the style of his establishment, which con- 
sisted, as before, of lierself and a small person who 
acted a, 3 scourer, kitcdien- wench, and scullion; Mrs. 
Catherine always putting her hand to the principal 
pieces of the dinner ; but he treated his mistress with 
tolerable good-humor; or, to speak more correctly, 
with such bearabh^ brutality as might be expected 
from a man like him to a woman in her condition. 
Resides, a certain ('vent was about to take place, which 
not unusually oc.cuirs in circumstances of this nature, 
rfhd Mrs. Catherine was expecting soon to lie in. 

The Captain, distrusting naturally the strength of 
his own paternal feelings, had kindly endeavored to 
provide a parent for the coming infant ; and to this 
end had o])en(Hl a negotiation with our friend Mr. 
Thomas lUillock, declaring that Mrs. Cat should have 
a fortune of twenty guineas, and reminding Tummas 
of his ancient liame for her : but Mr. Tummas, when 
this proposition was made to liim, declined it, with 
many oatlis, and vowed that he was perfectly satisfied 
with his present bachelor condition. In this dilemma, 
Mr. Brock stc])])ed forward, who declared himself 
very ready to accept Mrs. Catherine and her fortune ; 
and might possibly have become the possessor of 
both, had not Mrs. Cat, the moment she heard of the 
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proposed arrangeineiitj with fire in her eyes, and rage 
— oh, how bitter ! — in her heart, prevented the suc- 
cess of the nieasiire by proceeding incontinently to 
the first justice of the peace, and there swearing 
before his worship who was the father of the coming 
child. 

Tliis proceeding, which she had expected would 
cause not a little indignation on the part of her lord 
and master, was received by him, strangely enough, 
with considerable good-humor : he swore that the 
wench had served him a good trick, and was rather 
amused at the anger, the oiitbniak of fierce rage and 
contumely, and tin? wretcluHl, wndched tears of heart- 
sick desperation, which followed her announcement 
of this step to him. For Mr. Brock, she repelled his 
offer with scorn and loathing, and treated the notion 
of a union with Mr. Bullock with yet fiercer contempt. 
Marry him indeed! a workhouse pauper carrying a 
brown-bi‘Ss ! She would have died sooner, she said, 
or robbed on the highway. And so, to do her justice, 
she would *, for the little minx was one of the vaine!!ft 
creatures in existence, and vanity (as 1 presume every- 
body knows) becomes the princiide in certain women’s 
hearts — their moral spectacles, their conscience, their 
meat and drink, their only rule of right and wrong. 

As lor Mr. Tunimas, he, as we have seen, was quite 
as unfriendly to the proposition as she could be ; and 
the C()r])oral, with a good deal of comical gravity, 
vowed tliat, as he could not be satisfied in his dearest 
wishes, he would take to diaiiking for a consolation: 
which he straightway did. 

Come, Tiimmas,” said he to Mr. Bullock, since 
we canH Inive the girl of our hearts, why, hang it, 
Tummas, let ’s drink her health! ” To which Bullock 
had no objt*(!tion. And so strongly did the disappoint- 
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ment weigh uj^oii honest Corporal Brook that even 
when, after uiiheard-of quantities of beer, he could 
scarcely utter a word, he was seen absolutely to weep, 
and, in accents almost unintelligible, to curse his con- 
founded ill-luck, at being deprived, not of a wife, but 
of a child : he wanted one so, he said, to comfort him 
in his old age. 

The time of Mrs. Catherine’s couche drew near, 
arrived, and was gone through safely. She presented 
to the world a eho])ping boy, who might use, if he 
liked, the (lalgensbdn arms with a bar-sinister; and 
in hm* n(‘w car(*s and duties had not so many oppor- 
tunities as usual of quarrelling with the Count ; who, 
perhaps, rc^speeted her situation, or, at least, was so 
properly aware of the necessity of (piiet to her, that 
he abseil t(Hl himself from home morning, noon, and 
night. 

The Captain had, it must be confessed, turned these 
continued absenc.es to a considerable worldly profit, 
for he played incessantly ; and, since his first victory 
#ver the Warwickshire Squire, Fortune had been so 
favorable to him, that he had at various intervals 
amassed a sum of nearly a thousand pounds, which he 
used to bring home as he won and which he deposited 
in a strong iron chest, cunningly screwed down by 
himself under his own bed. This Mrs. Catherine 
regularly made, and the treasure underneath it could 
be no secret to her. However, the noble Count kept 
the key, and bound her by many solemn oaths (that he 
discharged at her himself) not to reveal to any other 
person the existence of the chest and its contents. 

But it is not in woman’s nature to keep such secrets ; 
and the Captain, who left her for days and days, did 
not reflect that she would seek for confidants else- 
where. For want of a female companion, she was 
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compelled to bestow her sympathies upon Mr. Brock } 
who, as* the Count’s corporal, was much in his lodg- 
ings, and who did manage to survive the disappoint- 
ment which he had experienced by Mrs. Catherine’s 
refusal of him. 

About two months after the infant’s birth, the Cap- 
tain, who was annoyed by its squalling, put it abroad 
to nurse, and disniisscMl its attendant. Mrs. Catherine 
now resumed her household duties, and was, as be- 
fore, at once mistress and servant of the establish- 
ment. As such, she had th(^ keys of the beer, and 
was pretty sure of the attentions of the (!)orj)oral; 
who became, as we have said, in the* Count’s absence, 
his lady’s chief friend and companion. After the 
manner of ladies, she very speedily confided to him 
all her domestic secrets : the causes of her former dis- 
cont(uit; the Count’s ill-treatment of her; the wicked 
names he called her; the prices that all her gowns 
had cost her ; how he beat her; how much money he 
won and lost at play; how she had once pawned a 
coat for him ; how he had four new ones, lac(‘d, and 
paid for ; what was the best way of cleaning and 
keeping gold-lace, of making cherry-brandy, pickling 
salmon, etc., etc. Her confidenvts upon all these sub- 
jects used to follow each other in rapid succession ; 
and Mr. Brock became, ere long, quite as well 
acquainted with the Captain’s history for the last 
year as the Count himself : — for he was careless, and 
forgot things ; women never do. They chronicle all 
the lover’s small actions, his words, his headaches, 
the dresses he has worn, the things he has liked for 
dinner on certain days ; — all which circumstances 
commonly are expunged from the- male brain immedi- 
ately after they have occurred, but remain fixed with 
the female* 
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To Brock, then, and to Brock only (for she knew 
no other sonl), Mrs. Cat breathed, in strictest confi- 
dence, the history of the Count’s winnings, and his 
way of disposing of them; how he kept his money 
s(‘-rewed down in an iron cliest in their room : and a 
very lucky fellow did ihwk consider his officer for 
having such a largo sum. lie and Cat looked at the 
chest ; it was small, but mighty strong, sure enough, 
and wo\dd defy picklocks and thieves. Well, if any 
man deserved money, the Captain did (^‘though he 
might buy me a few yards of that lace I love so,^’ 
interrupted Oat), — if any man deserved money, he 
did, for he s])eiit it like a prince, and his hand was 
always in his pocket. 

It must novv be vStated that Monsieur de Galgenstein 
had, during Cat’s seclusion, cast his eyes upon a 
young lady of good fortune, who frequented the 
Assembly at Birmingham, and who was not a little 
sjuitten by his titles and person. The ‘^four new 
coats, laced, and j>aid for,’’ as Cat said, had been 
purciiased, most probably, by his Excellency for the 
purpose of dazzling the heiress; and he and the coats 
had succ(‘eded so far as to win from the young woman 
an actual profession of love, and a promise of marriage 
provided Pa would consent. This was obtained, — 
for Pa was a tr;idesnian; and I suppose every one 
of my readers has remarked how great an effect a 
title has on the lower classes. Yes, thank Heaven! 
there is about a free-born Briton a cringing baseness, 
and lickspittle awe of rank, which does not exist 
under any tyranny in Europe, and is only to be found 
here and in America. 

All these negotiations had been going on quite 
unknown to Cat ; and, as the Captain had determined, 
before two months were out, to fling that young 
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woman on the he was kind to her in the meam 
while; i)eople always are when they are swindling 
you, or meditating an injury against you. 

The poor girl had much too high an opinion of her 
own charms to siispecjt tliat the Count could be un- 
faithful to them, and had no notion of the plot that 
was formed against her. l>ut Mi\ Brock had: for 
he had seen many times a gilt coach with a pair of 
fat white horses ambling in the neighborhood of the 
town, and the Ca]>tain on his black steed caracoling 
majestically by its side; and he had remarked a fat, 
pudgy, ])ale-haired woman treading heavily down the 
stairs of the Assembly, leaning on the Captain’s arm: 
all these IMr. Brock had seen not without reflection. 
Indeed, the Count om* day, in great good-humor, had 
slapped him on the shoulder and told him that he 
was about speedily to purchase a regiment ; when, by 
his great gods, Mr. Bro(*k should have a pair of colors. 
Perhaps this jU’omise occasioned his silence to Mrs. 
Catherine hitherto ; perhaps he never would have 
peached at all ; and pcu-liaps, tlierefore, this history 
would npver have been written, but for a small cir- 
cumstance which occurred at this period. 

What can you want witli that drunken old Cor- 
poral always about your quarters ?” said Mr. Trippet 
to the Count one day, as they sat over their wine, in 
the midst of a merry com])any, at the Captain’s 
rooms. 

‘‘What!” said he. “Old Brock? The old thief 
has be(*n morc^ useful to im* than many a betti'r man. 
He is brave in a row as a lion, as cunning in intrigue 
as a fox ; he can nose a dun at an inconceivable dis- 
tance, and scent out a pretty woman be she behind 
ever so many stone walls. If a gentleman wants a 
good rascal now, I can recommend him. I am going 
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to reform, you tnow, and must turn him out of my 
service.” 

And pretty Mrs. Cat ? ” 

Oh, curse pretty Mrs. Cat ! she may go too.” 

« And the brat ? ” 

Why, you have parishes, and what not, here in 
England. Egad ! if a gentleman were called upon to 
keep all his children, there would be no living ; no, 
stap my vitals ! Crcesus could n’t stand it.” 

“ Ko, indeed,” said Mr. Trippet : you are right ; 
aiid when a g(mtlema-n marries, he is bound in honor 
to give up sueii low connections as are useful when he 
is a baclielor.” 

Of course ; and give them up I will, when the 
swe(‘t Mrs. I)ri])])ing is mine. As for the girl, you 
can have luu-, Tom Trippet, if you take a fancy to 
her ; and as for the Corporal, he inay be handed over 
to my successor in Cutts’s : — for I will have a regh 
ment to myself, that’s poz ; and to take with me such 
a swindling, pim])iiig, thieving, brandy -faced rascal as 
this Brock will never do. Egad! he’s a disgrace to 
the service. As it is, I ’ve often a mind to have the 
superannuated vagabond drummed out of the corps.” 

Although tliis rhiim^ of Mr. Brock’s character and 
accomplishnumts was very just, it came perhaps with 
an ill grace i'roiu Count Gustavus Adolphus Maxi- 
milian, who had proiited by all his (pialities, and who 
certainly would never liave given this opinion of them 
had he known that the door of his dining-parlor was 
open, and that the gallant Corporal, who was in the 
passage, could hoar every syllable that fell from the 
li|)s of his commanding officer. We shall not say, 
after the fashion of the story-books, that Mr. Brock 
listened with a flashing eye and a distended nostril ; 
that his chest heaved tuniultuously, and that his hand 
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fell down mechanically to his side, where it played 
with the brass handle of his sword. Mr. Kean would 
have gone through most of these bodily exercises had 
he been acting the part of a villain enr.aged and dis- 
appointed like Corporal Brock; but that gentleman 
walked away without any gestures of any kind, and as 
gently as possible. “ He ’ll turn me out of the regi- 
ment, will he?” says he, quite pimio; and then 
added (con molta esjmssione), “ T ’ll do for him.” 

And it is to be remarked how generally, in cases of 
this nature, gentlemen stick to their word. 



CHAPTER III. 


IN WHICH A NARCOTIC IS ADMINISTERED, AND A 
GREAT DEAL OF GENTEEL SOCIETY DEPICTED. 

When the Corporal, who had retreated to the 
street-door immediately on hearing the above conver- 
sation, returned to the Captain’s lodgings and paid 
his respects to Mrs. Catherine, he found that lady in 
high good-humor. The Count had been with her, she 
said, along witli a friend of his, Mr. Trippet; had 
promised her twelve yai’ds of tlie lace she coveted so 
much ; had vowed that tin* child should liave as much 
more fora cloak; and liad not left her until he had 
sat with her for an hour, or more, over a bowl of 
punch, which he made on purpose for her. Mr. Triji- 
pet stay(‘(l too. A mighty pleasant man,” said she; 
‘^only not very wise, and semiiingly a good deal in 
liquor.” 

“ A good (leal indeed ! ” said the Corporal. He 
was so tipsy jnst now, that lie could hardly stand. 
He and his honor were talking to Nan Fantail in the 
market-pliUH* ; and she pulled Trippet’s wig off, for 
wanting to kiss her.” 

^^Tlie nasty fellow!” said Mrs. Cat, “to demean 
himself with such low people as Nan Fantail, indeed ! 
Why, ujK)!! my conscience now, Corporal, it was but 
an liour ago that Mr. Trippet swore lie. never saw 
such a pair of eyes as mine, and would like to cut 
the Caj)taia^s throat for the love of me. Nan Fantail 
indeed ! ” 
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Nan’s an honest girl, Madam Catherine, and was 
a great favorite of the Captain’s before some one else 
came in his way. No one can say a word against her 
— not a word.” 

^‘And pray, Cor])oral, who ever did?” said Mrs. 
Cat ratlu^r otfcnulcd. “ A nasty, angry slut ! I won- 
der what the men can see in her ? ” 

She has got a smart way with her, sure enough ; 
it’s what amuses the men, and — ” 

“And wlmi ? You don’t mean to say that my Max 
is fond of her said Mrs, Catherine, looking 

very fierce. 

“ Oh, no ; not at all : not of her ; — that is — ” 

“Not of her/ ” screamed she. “ Of whom, then ? ” 

“Oh, pslia! nonsens(i I Of you, my dear, to, be 
sure; who else sliould he care for? And, besides, 
what busiiu'ss is it of mine?” And Inu'ewith tlie 
Corporal b(‘gan whistling, as if he would have no 
more of the conversation. But Mrs. Cat was not to 
be satislic'd, — not she, and carried on her cross- 
(j^uestions. 

“ Why, look you,” said the Corporal, after parrying 
many of these, — Why, look you, 1 ’m an old fool, 
Catherine, and I mn:sf blab. That man has been the 
best friend I ever had, and so T was quiet; but I can’t 
keep it in any longer, — no, hang me if I can ! It ’s my 
belief h(‘ ’s acting like a rascal by you : he deceives 
you, Catherine; he ’s a scoundrel, Mrs. Hall, that’s 
the truth on ’t.” 

Catherine prayed him to tell all he knew; and he 
resumed. 

“He wants you otf his hands; he’s sick of you, and 
so brought Inu'c that fool Tom Trippet, who has taken 
a fancy to you. He has not the courage to turn you 
out of doors like a man ; though in-doors he can treat 
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you like a beast. But I T1 tell you what he ’ll do. In 
a mouth he will go to Coventry, or pretend to go there, 
on recruiting business. No such thing, Mrs. Hall: 
he ’s going on marriage business ; and he ’ll leave you 
without a farthing, to starve or to rot, for him. It’s 
all arranged, I tell you : in a month, you are to be 
starved into becoming Tom Trippet’s uiistress ; and 
his honor is to marry ri(*h Miss Dripping, the tvventy- 
thousaud-[)Ounder from London ; and to ])urchase a 
regiment ; — and to get old Brock <lrummed out of 
Cutts’s too,” said the Corporal, under his breath. But 
he might have spoken out, if he chose ; for the poor 
young woman had sunk on the ground in a real honest 
fit. 

I thought I sliould give it her,” said Mr. Brock, as 
he procured a glass of water ; and, lifting her on to a 
sofa, sprinkled the same over her. Hang it ! how 
pretty she is.” 

When Mrs. Catherine came to herstdf again, Brock^s 
tone with her was kind, and almost feeling. Nor did 
the poor wench herself indulge in any subsequent 
shiveriiigs and hysterics, such as usually follow the 
fainting-fits of persons of higher degree. She pressed 
him for further explanations, which he gave, and to 
which she listened with a great deal of calmness : nor 
did many tears, sobs, siglis, or exclamations of sorrow 
or anger escape from lier : only when the Corporal 
was taking his leave, and said to her ))oint-blank, — 

Well, Mrs. Catherine, and what do you intend to 
do?” she did not re})ly a word; but gave a look which 
made him exclaim, on leaving the room. — 

*^By heavens ! the woman means murder ! I would 
not be the Holofernes to lie by the side of such a 
Judith as that — not I ! ” And he went his way, im- 
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mersed in deep thought. When the Captain returned 
at night, she did nut speak to him; and when he swore 
at her for being sulky, she only said she had a head- 
ache, and was dreadfully ill : with wlii(di excuse Gus- 
tavus Adolphus seemed satisfied, and left her to 
herself. 

He saw her tlie next morning for a moment : he was 
going a-sliootiiig. 

Catherine had no friend, as is usual in tragedies and 
romances, — no mysterious soir(u*(\ss of her acquain- 
tance to whom slie could apply for poison, — so she 
went simply to the apothecaries, pretending at each 
that she had a dreadful toothache, and procuring from 
them as much laudanum as she thought would suit 
her purpose. 

When she went home again, she seemed almost gay. 
Mr. Brock complimented her upon the alteration in 
her a[)pearance ; and she was enabled to receive the 
Captain at his return from shooting in such a manner 
as made him remark that she had got rid of her sulks 
of the morning, and might su]) with them, if she chose 
to keep her good-humor. The supper was got ready, 
and tlie gentlemen had tlie punch-bowl when the cloth 
was cleared, — Mrs. ('atherine, with her delicate hands, 
preparing the liquor. 

It is useless to describe the conversation that took 
place, or to reckon the number of bowls that were 
emptied ; or to tell how Mr. Trippet, who was one of 
the guests, and declined to play at cards when some 
of the others began, chosen *to remain by Mrs. Cath- 
erine’s side, and make violent love to her. All this 
might be told, and the account, however faithful, 
would not be very pleasing. Ko, indeed! And here, 
though we are only in the third chapter of this his* 
tory, we feel almost sick of the characters that appear 
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in it, and tlie adventures which they are called upon 
to go through. But how can we help ourselves ? The 
public will hear of nothing hut rogues ; and the only 
way in which poor authors, who must live, can act 
honestly by the public and themselves, is to paint such 
thieves as they are : not dandy, poetical, rose-water 
thieves ; but real downright scoundrels, leading scoun- 
drelly lives, drunken, profligatt*, dissolute, low ; as 
scoundrels will be. They don’t ^^uote Plato, like Eu- 
gene Aram; or live like gentlemen, and sing the pleas- 
antest ballads in the world, like jolly Dick Turpin : 
or prate eternally about to KaXw, like that precious 
canting ]\laltnivers, whom w^e all of us have read about 
and pitied ; or die white-washed saints, like poor “ Biss 
Dadsy ” in “Oliver Twist.” No, my dear madam, you 
and your daughters have no right to admire and sym- 
pathize with any such persons, fictitious or real: you 
ought to be made cordially to detest, scorn, loathe, 
abhor, and abominate all })eople of this kidney. Men 
of genius like those whose works we have above al- 
luded to, Inive no business to make these characters 
int(Testing or agreeable ; to be feeding your morbid 
fancies, or indulging their own, with such monstrous 
food. For our ])arts, young ladies, we beg you to bot- 
tle up your tears, and not waste a single drop of them 
on any one of tlie luu’oes or heroines in this history : 
they are all rascals, (‘very soul of them, and behave 
“ as sich.” Kee]) your sympathy for those who de- 
serve it : don’t carry it, for preference, to the Old 
Bailey, and grow maudlin over the company assem- 
bled there. 

Just, then, have the kindness to fancy that the 
conversation which took place over the bowls of punch 
which Mrs. Catherine prepared, was such as might be 
expected to take place where the host was a dissolute, 
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dare-devil, libertine captain of dragoons, the guests 
for the most part of the same class, and the hostess a 
young woman originally from a country ale-house, and 
for the present mistress to the entertainer of the so- 
ciety. They talked, and they drank, and they grew 
tipsy ; and very little worth hearing occurred during 
the course of the whole evening. Mr. Brock oiliciated, 
half as the s<n*vant, half as the coin])anion of the so- 
ciety. Mr. Thomas Trippet made violent love to 
Mrs. Catherine, while her lord and master was play- 
ing at dicjo with the other gentlemen : and on this 
night, strange to say, the Captain's fortune seemed to 
desert him. The Warwickshire Squire, from whom 
he had won so much, had an amazing run of good 
luck. The Captain called perpetually for more drink, 
and higher stakes, and lost almost every throw. 
Three liundrt'd, four hundred, six hundred — all his 
winnings of the previous months were swallowed up 
in the course of a few hours. The Corporal looked 
on ; and, to do him justice, seemed very grave, as, 
sum by sum, th(‘ S(juir(‘ scor(‘d dowji tiie (k)unt’s 
losses on the pa])er before him. 

Most of the co]Ui)any had taken their hats and stag- 
gered off. The S(piire and Mr. Tri}>pet were the only 
two that remained, the latter still lingering by Mrs. 
Catherine’s sofa and talde; and as she, as we have 
stated, had be(m employed all the evening in mixing 
the liquor for the gaim\st(U’s, he was at the head- 
quarters of love and drink, and had swallowed so 
much of each as hardly to be able to speak. 

The dice went rattling on ; the candles were burn- 
ing dim, with great long wic.ks. Mr. Trippet could 
hardly see tin* Captain, and thought, as far as his 
muzzy reason would let him, that the (kqitain could 
not see him : so he rose from his chair as Avell as he 
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could, ^nd fell down on Mrs. Catherine's sofa. His 
eyes were fixed, his face was pale, his jaw hung down; 
and he flung out his arms and said, in a maudlin voice, 
^*Oh, you byoo-oo-oo-tifiie Cathrine, I must have a 
kick-kick-iss.’^ 

Beast ! ’’ said Mrs. Catherine, and pushed him 
away. Tlie drunken wretch fell off the sofa, and on 
to the floor, where he stayed ; and, after snorting out 
some unintelligible sounds, went to sleep. 

The dice wont rattling on ; the candles were burn- 
ing dim, with great long wicks. 

‘‘Seven’s the main,” cried the Count. “Four. 
Three to two against the caster.” 

“ Ponies,” said the Warwickshire Squire. 

Battle, rattle, rattle, rattle, clatter, wme. Clap, 
clap, clap, clap, eleven. Clutter, clutter, clutter, clut- 
ter : “ Seven it is,” says the Warwickshire Squire. 
“That makes eight hundred. Count.” 

“One throw for two hundred,” said the Count. 
“ r>ut stop ! Cat, give us some more punch.” 

Mrs. Cat came forward ; she looked a little pale, 
and her hand trembled somewhat. “ Here is the 
punch. Max,” said she. It was steaming hot, in a 
large glass. “Don’t drink it all,” said she; “leave 
me some.” 

“ How dark it is ! ” said the Count, eying it. 

“ It ’s the brandy,” says Cat. 

“Well, here goes! Squire, curse you! here’s your 
health, and bad luck to you ! ” and he gulped off more 
than half the liquor at a draught. But presently he 
put down the glass and cried, “ What infernal poison 
is this, Cat ?” 

“Poison!” said she. “It’s no poison. Give me 
the glass.” And she pledged Max, and drank a little 
of it, <‘’Tis good punch. Max, and pf my brewing; 
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I don^t think you will ever get any better.” And she 
went back to the sofa again, and sat down, and looked 
at the players. 

Mr. Brock looked at her white face and fixed eyes 
with a grim kind of curiosity. The Count sputtered, 
and cursed the horrid taste of the punch still ; but he 
presently took the box, and made his threatened 
throw. 

As befom', the Scpiiro beat him ; and having booked 
nis winnings, rose from table as well as he might, and 
besought Corporal Brock to lead him down stairs; 
which JNlr. Jirock did. 

The liquor liad evidently stupefied tin'. Count : he 
sat with his head between his hands, muttering wildly 
about ill-luck, seven’s tlie main, bad punch, and so 
on. The street-door banged to ; and the steps of 
Brock and the S(iuire were heard, until they could be 
heard no more. 

Max,” said she ; but he did not answer. Max,” 
said she again, laying her hand on his shoulder. 

‘X'urse you,” said that gentleman, ‘^keep off, and 
don’t be laying your paws upon me. Go to bed, you 

lade, or to , for what I care ; and give me first 

some more punch, — a gallon more punch, do you 
hear?” 

The gentleman, by the curses at the comn^eneement 
of this little speech, and the request contained at the 
end of it, showed that his losses vexed him, and that 
he was anxious to forget them temporarily. 

Oh, Max ! ” whimpered Mrs. Cat, you — don’t ~ 
want — any more punch ? ” 

Don’t ! Sha’n’t I be drunk in my own house, you 
cursed whimpering jade you ? Get out ! ” And with 
this the Captain proceeded to administer a blow upon 
Mrs. Catherine’s cheek. 
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Contrary to her custom, she did not avenge it, or 
seek to do so, as on the many former occasions when 
disputes of this nature had arisen between the Count 
and her; but now Mrs. Catherine fell on lier knees, 
and clasping her hands, and looking pitifully in the 
Count^s face, cried, “ Oli, Count, forgive me, forgive 
me ! 

‘^Forgive you! What for? Because 1 slaj)i)ed 
your face ? Ha, ha I 1 ’ll forgive you again, if you 
don’t mind.” 

“ Oh, no, no, no ! ” said she, wringing hvr hands. 

‘Mt isn’t tliat. Max, dear Max, will you forgive 
me ? It is n’t the blow — I don’t mind that : it ’s — ” 
Jt ’s wliat, you — maudlin fool ? ” 

‘‘ It 's tIiG jjiuidi ! ” 

The (!ount, who was more than half-seas-over, here 
assumed an air of mueli tipsy gravity. “ The punch ! 
No, 1 never will forgive you that last glass of ])unch. 
Of all the foul, beastly drinks I ever tasted, that was 
the worst. No, I never will forgive you that [lunch,’^ 
Oh, it is n’t that, it is n’t that : ” said she. 

‘‘ 1 tell you it is that, 30 U ! That punch, I say 

that punch was no betb'T than paw — aw — oison.'^ 
And here the Count’s head sank back, and he fell to 
snore. 

** It was poison ! ” said she. 

What!^^ screamed he, waking up at once, and 
spurning her away from him. ‘‘What, you infernal 
murderess, have you killed me ? ” 

“ Oh, Max ! — don’t kill me, Max ! It was lauda- 
num — indeed it was. You were going to be married, 
and I was furious, and I went and got — ” 

“Hold your tongue, you fiend,” roared out the 
Count ; and with more presence of mind than polite-, 
ness, he flung the remainder of the liquor (and, indeed. 
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the glass with it) at the head of Mrs. Catherine. But 
the poisoned chalice missed its mark, and fell right 
on the nose of Mr. Tom Tripx)et, who was left asleep 
and unobserved under the table. 

Bleeding, staggering, swearing, indeed a ghastly 
sight, up sprung Mr. Trippet, and dr(»w his rapier. 
^‘Conie on,” says he; “never say die! What’s the 
row ? 1 hn ready for a doz(‘n of you.” And he made 
many blind and furious passes about the room. 

“ Curse you, we ’ll die together I ” sliouted the 
Count, as he too pulled out his toleilo, and sprung at 
Mrs. Catherine. 

“ Help ! murder ! thieves ! ” shrieked she. “ Save 
me, Mr. Trip[)et, save me ! ” and she ])laced that gen- 
tleman between herself and the Count, and then 
made for the door of the bedroom, and gained it, and 
bolted it. 

“Out of the way, Trippet,” roared the Count — 
“ out of the way, you drunken beast ! I T1 murder her, 
I will — I T1 have the dcviTs life.” And here he gave 
a swinging cut at Mr. Trippet’s sword : it sent the 
weapon whirling clean out of his hand, and through a 
window into the street. 

“Take my life, then,” said Mr. Trippet: “I’m 
drunk, but L hu a man, and, damme ! will never say 
die.” 

“ 1 don’t want your life, you stupid fool. Hark 
you, Trippet, wake and be sober, if you can. 
That woman has heard of my marriage with Miss 
Dripping.” 

“Twenty thousand pound,” ejaculated Trippet. 

“ She has been jealous, 1 tell you, and poisoned us. 
She has put laudanum into the punch.” 

“What, in my punch ? ” said Trippet, growing quite 
sober, and losing his courage, “ 0 Lord ! 0 Lord ! ” 
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Don’t stand howling there but run for a doctor ; 
’tis our only chance.” And away ran Mr. Trippet, as 
if the deuce were at his heels. 

The Count had forgotten his murderous intentions 
regarding his mistress, or had deferred them at least, 
under the consciousness of his own pressing danger. 
And it must be said, in the praise of a man who had 
fouglit for- and against Marlborough and Tallard, that 
his courage in this trying and novel predicament 
never for a moment deserted him, but that he showed 
the greatest daring, as well as ingenuity, in meeting 
and averting the danger. He hew to the side-board, 
where were the relics of a supper, and seizing the 
mustard and salt ])ots, and a bottle of oil, he emptied 
them all into a jug, into which he further poured a 
vast quantity of hot water. This pleasing mixture he 
then, without a moment’s hesitation, placed to his lips, 
and swallowed as nuudi of it as nature would allow 
him. But when ht^ had imbibed about a quart, the 
anticipated eht‘ct was produced, and he was enabled, 
by the power of this ingenious extemiioraneous emetic, 
to get rid of much of the poison which Mrs. Catherine 
had administered to him. 

He was employed in these efforts when the doctor 
entered, along with Mr. Brock and Mr. Trippet ; who 
was not a little pleased to hear that the poisoned 
punch had not in all probability been given to him. 
He was recommended to take some of the Count’s 
mixture, as a precautionary measure ; but this he re- 
fused, and retired home, leaving the Count under 
‘Charge of the physician and his faithful corporal. 

It is not necessary to say what further remedies 
were employed by them to restore the Captain to 
health ; but after some time the doctor, pronouncing 
that the danger was, he lioped, averted, recommended 
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that his patient should be put to bed, and that some- 
body should sit by him ; which Brock promised to do. 

That she-devil will murder me, if you don%’^ 
gasped the poor Oouiit. You must turn her out of 
the bedroom ; or break open the door, if she refuses 
to let you in.” 

^And this stop was found to be necessary ; for, after 
shouting many times, and in vain, Mr. Brock found 
a small iron bai’ (indeed he had the instrument for 
many days in his pocket), and forced the lock. The 
room was ^ empty, the window was open: the pretty 
barmaid of the ‘‘Bugle” had fled. 

“ The chest,” said the Count — “ is the chest 
safe ? ” 

The Cor])oral flew to the bed, under which it was 
screwed, and looked, and said, it is safe, thank 
Heaven ! ” The window was (dosed. The Captain, 
who was too weak to stand without help, was un- 
dress(‘d and jmt to bed. The Corporal sat down by 
his side; slumber stole over the eyes of the patient; 
and his wakeful nurse marked with satisfaction the 
progress of the beneflcent restorer of health. 

When the Captain awoke, as he did some time after- 
wards, he found, very much to his surprise, that a gag 
had been jdaced in his mouth, and that the Corporal 
was in the act of wheeling his bed to another part 
of the room. H(^ attempted to move, and gave utter- 
ance to such unintelligible sounds as could issue 
through a silk handk(U'chi(T. 

‘‘ If your honor stirs or cries out in the least, I will 
cut your honor’s throat,” said the Corporal. 

And then, having recourse to his iron bar (the 
reader will now see why he was provided with such 
an implement, for he had bf*en meditating this coup 
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for some days), lie proceeded first to attempt to burst 
the lock of the little iron chest in which the Count 
kept his treasure, and failing in this, to unscrew 
it from the ground; which operation he performed 
satisfactorily. 

^^You see, Count,” said he, calmly, ‘^when rogues 
fall out, there ’s the deuce to pay. You ’ll have me 
drummed out of the regiment, will you ? I ’m going 
to leave it of my own accord, look you, and to live 
like a gentleman for the rest of my days. Schlafen 
sie wohlf noble Captain : bon repos. The Squire will 
be with you pretty early in the morning, to ask for 
the money you owe him.” 

With these sarcastic observations Mr. Brock de- 
parted; not by the window, as Mrs. Catherine had 
done, but by the door, quietly, and so into the street. 
And when, the next morning, the doctor came to visit 
his patient, he brought with him a story how, at the 
dead of night, Mr. Brock had roused the ostler at 
the stables where the Captain’s horses were kept — 
had told him that Mrs. Catherine had poisoned the 
Count, and had run off witli a thousand pounds ; and 
how he and all lovers of justice ought to scour the 
country in pursuit of* the criminal. For this end Mr. 
Brock mounted the Count’s best horse — that very 
animal on which he had carried away Mrs. Catherine : 
and thus, on a single night. Count Maximilian had 
lost his mistress, his money, his horse, his corporal, 
and was very near losing his life. 



CHAPTER IV. 


IN WHICH MRS. CATHERINE BECOMES AN HONEST 
WOMAN AGAIN. 

In this woful plight, moneyless, wifeless, horseless, 
corporalless, with a gag in his mouth and a rope 
round his body, are we compelled to leave the gallant 
Galgenstein, until his friends and the progress of this 
history shall deliver him from his durance. Mr. 
Brock’s adventures on the Captain’s horse must like- 
wise be pretermitted ; for it is our business to follow 
Mrs. Catherine through the window by which she 
made her escape, and among the various chances that 
befell her. 

She had one cause to congratulate herself, — that 
she had not her baby at her back ; for the infant was 
safely housed under the care of a nurse, to whom the 
Captain was answerable. Beyond this her prospects 
were but dismal : no home to fly to, but a few shil- 
lings in her pocket, and a whole heap of injuries and 
dark revengeful thoughts in her bosom : it was a sad 
task to her to look either backwards or forwards. 
Whither was she to fly ? How to live ? What good 
chance was to befriend her ? There was an angel 
watching over the steps of Mrs. Cat — not a good one, 
J think, but one of those fronrthat aniiamable place, 
who have their many subjects here on earth, and 
often are pleased to extricate them from worse 
perplexities. 
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Mrs. Cat, now, had not committed murder, but as 
bad as murder ; and as she felt not the smallest repen- 
tance in her heart — as she had, in the course of her 
life and connection with the Captain, performed and 
gloried in a number of wicked coquetries, idlenesses, 
vanities, lies, fits of anger, slanders, foul abuses, and 
what not — she was fairly bound over to this dark 
angel wlioni we have alluded to ; and he dealt with 
her, and aided her, as one of his own children. 

I do not mean to say that, in this strait, he ap- 
peared to her in the likeness of a gentleman in black, 
and made her sign her name in blood to a document 
conveying over to him her soul, in exchange for cer- 
tain conditions to be performed by him. Such dia- 
bolical bargains have always appeared to me unworthy 
of the astute personage who is supposed to be one of 
the parties to them ; and who would scarcely be fool 
enougli to pay dearly for that which he can have in a 
few years for nothing. It is not, then, to be sup- 
posed that a demon of darkness appeared to Mrs. 
Cat, and led her into a flaming chariot, harnessed by 
dragons, and careering through air at the rate of a 
thousand leagues a minute, such thing : the vehi- 
cle that was sent to aid her was one of a much more 
vulgar description. 

The Liverpool carryvan,” then, which in the year 
170G used to perform the journey between London 
and that place in ten days, left Birmingham about an 
hour after Mrs. Catherine had quitted that town ; and 
as she sat wee})ing on a hillside, and plunged in bitter 
meditation, the lumbering, jingling vehicle overtook 
her. The coachman was marching by the side of his* 
horses, and encouraging them to maintain their pace 
of two aniles an hour; the passengers had some of 
them left the yehicle^ in ordejr to walk up the hill ,• 
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and the carriage had arrived at the top of it, and, 
meditating a brisk trot down the declivity, waited 
there until the lagging passengers should arrive: 
when Jehu, easting a good-natured glance upon Mrs. 
Catherine, asked the pretty maid whence she was 
come, and whether she would like a ride in his car- 
riage. To the latt<u* of which questions Mrs. Cath- 
erine replied truly yes; to the former, her answer 
was that she had come from Stratford : whereas, as we 
very well know, she had lately quitted Birmingham. 

“ Hast thee seen a ^voman pass this way, on a black 
horse, with a large bag of goold over the saddle ? ** 
said Jehu, preparing to mount upon the roof of his 
coach. 

‘*^No, indeed,’’ said Mrs. Cat. 

‘‘Nor a trooper on another horse after her — no? 
Well, there be a mortal row down Birmingham way 
about sich a one. She have killed, they say, nine 
gentlemen at supper, and have strangled a German 
prince in bed. She have robbed him of twenty thou^ 
sand guineas, and have rode away on a black horse.” 

“That can’t be 1,” s|iid Mrs. Cat, naively; “for I 
have but three shillings and a groat.” 

“ No, it can’t be thee, truly, for where ’s your bag 
of goold ? and, besides, thee hast got too pretty a face 
to do such wicked things as to kill nine gentlemen 
and strangle a German prince.” 

“Law, coachman,” said Mrs. Cat, blushing archly 
— “ Law, coachman, do you think so ? ” The girl 
would have been pleased with a compliment even oh 
her way to be hanged ; and the parley ended by Mrs. 
IPatherine stepping into the carriage, where there was 
room for eight people at least, and where two or three 
individuals had already taken their places. 

For these Mrs. Catherine had in the first place to 
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make a story, which she did ; and a very glib one for 
a person of her years and education. Being asked 
whither she was bound, and how she came to be alone 
of a morning sitting by a roadside, she invented a neat 
history suitable to the occasion, which elicited much 
interest from her fellow-passengers ; one in particular, 
a young man, who had caught a glimpse of lier face 
under her hood, was very tender in his attentions to 
her. 

But whether it was that she had been too much fa- 
tigued by the' occurrences of the past day and sleep- 
less night, or whether the little laudanum which she 
had drunk a few hours previously now began to act 
upon her, certain it is that Mrs. Cat now suddenly 
grew sick, feverish, and extraordinarily sleepy; and 
in this state she continued for many hours, to the pity 
of all her fellow-travellers. At length the carry- 
van” reached the inn, where horses and passengers 
were accustoiiied to rest for a few hours, and to dine; 
and Mrs. Catherine was somewhat awakened by the 
stir of the passengers, and the friendly voice of the 
inn-servant welcoming them to dinner. The gentle- 
man Avho had been smitten by her beauty now urged 
her very politely to descend ; which, taking the pro- 
tection of his arm, she accordingly did. 

He made some very gallant speeches to her as she 
stepped out ; and she must have been very much oc- 
cupied by them, or rapt up in her own thoughts, or 
Stupefied by sleep, fever, and opium, for she did not 
&ke any heed of the place into which she was going : 
which had she done, she would probably have pre- 
ferred remaining in the coach, dinnerless and ill In# 
deed, the inn into Avhich she was about to make her 
entrance was no other than the Bugle,” from which 
she set forth at the commeno^ment of this history ; 
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and which tlien, as now, was kept by her relative, the 
thrifty Mrs. Score. That good landlady, seeing a lady, 
in a smart hood and cloak, leaning, as if faint, upon 
the arm of a gentleman of good appearance, concluded 
them to be man and wife, and folks of quality too ; 
and with much discrimination, as well as sympathy, 
led them through the public kitchen to her own pri- 
vate parlor, or bar, where she handed the lady an 
arm-chair, and asked what she would like to drink. 
By this time and indeed at the very moment she 
heard her aunt’s voice, Mrs. Catherine was aware of 
her situation; and when her companion retired, and 
the landlady with much officiousness insisted on re- 
moving her hood, she was quite prepared for the 
screech of surprise which Mrs. Score gave on drop- 
ping it, exclaiming, ‘^Why, law bless us, it^s our 
Catherine ! ” 

I am very ill, and tired. Aunt,’’ said Cat ; “ and 
would give the world for a few hours’ sleep.” 

few hours and welcome, my love, and a sack- 
posset too. You do look sadly tired and poorly, sure 
enough. Ah, Cat, Cat ! you great ladies are sad rakes, 
I do believe. I \yager now, that with all your balls, 
and carriages, and fine clothes, you are neither so 
happy nor so well as when you lived with your poor 
old aunt, who used to love you so.” And with these 
gentle words, and an embrace or two, which Mrs. 
Catherine wondered at, and permitted, she was con- 
ducted to that very bed which the Count had occupied 
a year previously, and undressed, and laid in it, and 
affectionately tucked 1113, by her aunt, who marvelled 
^i,t the fineness of her clothes, as she removed them 
piece by piece ; and when she saw that in Mrs. Cathe- 
rine’s pocket there was only the sum of three-and-four- 
pence, said, archly, There was no need of money, for 
the Captain took care of that.” 
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Mrs. Cat did not undeceive her; and deceived Mrs. 
Score certainly was, — for she imagined the well- 
dressed gentleman who led Cat from the carriage was 
no other than the Count ; and, as she had heard, from 
time to time, exaggerated reports of the splendor of 
the establishment whicdi he kept up, she wjis induced 
to look upon Inn* niecie with the very highest respect, 
and to treat her as if she were a line lady. And so 
she Is a fine lady,’^ Mrs. Score had said months ago, 
when some of these, llatttndng stories reached her, and 
she had overcome her first fury at Catherine's elope- 
ment. “ The girl was very cruel to leave me ; but we 
must recollect tliat she is as good as married to a 
nobleman, and must all forget and forgive, you 
know.^^ 

This speech had been made to Dr. Dobbs, who was 
in the habit of taking a pipe and a tankard at the 
Bugle,” and it luid been roundly reprobated by the 
worthy divine : who told Mrs, Score that the crime of 
Catherine was only the more heinous, if it had been 
committed from interested motives; and protested 
that, were she a princess, he would never speak to her 
again. Mrs. 8core thought and pronounced the Doc- 
tor’s opinion to be very bigoted ; indeed, she was one 
of those persons who have a marvellous respect for 
prosperity, and a corresponding scorn for ill-fortune. 
When, therefore, she returned to the public room, she 
went graciously to the gentleman who had led Mrs. 
Catherine from the carriage, and with a knowing 
ctirtsy welcomed him to the Bugle;” told him that 
his lady would not come to dinner, but bade her say, 
with her best love to his lordship, that the ride had 
fatigued her, and that she would lie in bed for an hour 
or two. 

This speech was received with much wonder by his 
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lordship ; who was, indeed, no other than a Liverpool 
tailor going to London to learn fashions; but he 
only smiled, and did not undeceive the landlady, 
who herself went off, smilingly, to bustle about 
dinner. 

The two or three hours allotted to that meal by the 
liberal coachmasters of those days passed away, and 
Mr, Coachman, declaring that his horses were now 
rested enough, and that they had twelve miles to 
ride, put the steeds to, and summoned the passengers. 
Mrs. Score, who had seen with much satisfaction 
that her niece was really ill, and her fever more 
violent, and hoped to have her for many days an 
inmate in her house, now came forward, and casting 
upon the Liverpool tailor a look of profound but 
respectful melancholy, said, My lord (for I recollect 
your lordship quite well}, the lady up stairs is so ill, 
that it would be a sin to move her : liad I not better 
tell coachman to take down your lordsliip’s trunks, 
and the lady’s, and make you a bed in the next 
room ? ” 

Very much to her surprise, this proposition was re- 
ceived with a roar of laughter. Madam,” said the 
person addressed, I hn not a lord, but a tailor and 
draper ; and as for that young woman, before to-day 
T never set eyes on her.” 

^‘What!^^ screamed out Mrs. Score. ^^Are not 
you the Count ? Do you mean to say that you a’n’t 
Cat’s — ? I>o you mean to say that you did n’t 
order her bed, and -that you won’t pay tliis here little 
bill ? ” And with this she produced a document, by 
which the Count's lady was made her debtor in a sum 
of half a guinea. 

Th^se passionate words excited more and more 
laughter.. 
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Pay it, my lord,’^ said the coachman ; and then 
come along, for time presses.” Oar respects to her 
ladyship,” said one passenger. ^‘Tell her my lord 
can’t wait,” said another ; and with much merriment 
one and all quitted the hotel, entered the coach, and 
rattled off. 

Dumb — pale with terror and rage — bill in hand, 
Mrs. Score had followed the, company ; but when the 
coach disajipeared her senses returned. Back she 
flew into the inn, overturning the hostler, not deign- 
ing to answer Dr. Dobbs (who, from behind soft 
tobacco-fumes, mildly asked the reason of her dis- 
turbance), and, bounding up stairs like a fury, she 
rushed into tlie room where Catherine lay. 

Well, Madam ! ” said she, in her highest key, do 
you mean that you have come into this here house to 
swindle me ? Do you dare for to come with your airs 
here, and call yourself a nobleman’s lady, and sleep in 
the best bed, when you ’re no better nor a common 
trainper ? I ’ll thank you. Ma’am, to get out. Ma’am. 
I ’ll have no sick paupers in tliis house, Ma’am. You 
know your way to the workhouse, Ma’am, and there 
I ’ll trouble you for to go.” And here Mrs. Score pro- 
ceeded quickly to pull off the bedclothes ; and poor 
Cat arose, shivering with fright and fever. 

She had no* spirit to answer, as she would have 
done the day before, when an oath from any human 
being would have brought half a dozen from her in 
return ; or a knife, or a plate, or a leg of mutton, if 
such had been to her hand. She had no spirit left 
for such repartees ; but in reply to the above words 
of Mrs. Score, and a great many more of the same 
kind — which are not necessary for our history, but 
which that lady uttered with inconceivable shrillness 
and volubility, the poor wench could say little, 
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only 8ob and shiver, and gather up the clothes again 
crying, Oh, Aunt, don’t speak unkind to me ! I ’m 
very unhappy, and very ill ! ” 

111, you strumpet ! ill, be hanged ! Ill is as ill 
does ; and if you are ill, it ’s only what you merit. 
Get out ! dress yourself — tramp ! Get to the work- 
house, and don’t eoine to cheat me any more ! Dress 
yourself — do you hear ? Satin petticoat forsootli, 
and lace to her smock ! ” 

Poor, wretched, chattering, burning, shivering, 
Catherine huddled on her clothes as well as she 
might : she seenuHl hardly to know or see what she 
was doing, and xlid not reply a single word to the 
many that the landlady let fall. Cat tottered down 
the narrow stairs, and through the kitchen, and to 
the door ; whicdi she caught hold of, and paused 
awhile, and looked into Mrs. Score’s face, as for one 
more chance. G(‘t out, you nasty trull ! ” said that 
lady, sternly, with arms akimbo ; and ])oor Catherine, 
with a most pitc^ous scream and outgush of tears, let 
go of the door-post and staggered away into the road. 


« Whyi no — yes — no — it is poor Catherine Hall, 
as I live ! ” said somebody starting up, shoving aside 
Mrs. Scor<^ very rudely, and running into the road, 
wig off and ])i})e in liand. It was honest Dr. Dobbs ; 
and the result of his interview with Mrs. Cat was, 
that he gave up forever smoking his pipe at the 
Bugle ; ” and that she lay sick of a fever for some 
weeks in his house. 

Over this part of Mrs. Cat’s history we shall be as 
brief as possible ; for, to tell the truth, nothing im- 
moral occurred during her whole stay at the good 
Doctor’s house ; and we are not going to insult the 
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reader by offering him silly pictures of piety, cheer- 
fulness, good sense, and simplicity ; which are milk- 
and-water virtues after all, and have no relish with 
them like a good strong vice, highly peppered. 
Well, to be short: Dr. Dobbs, though a profound 
theologian, was a very simple gentleman ; and be- 
fore^Mrs. Cat had been a month in the house, he had 
learned to look upon her as one of the most injui*ed 
and repentant chara(*.ters in the world ; and had, with 
Mrs. Dobbs, resolved many plans for the future wel- 
fare of the young Magdalen. She was but sixteen, 
my love, recollect,” said the Doctor ; she was car- 
ried off, not by her own wish either. The Count 
swore he would marry her ; and, though she did not 
leave him until that monster tried to poison her, yet 
think wha.t a fine Christian spirit the poor girl has 
shown ! she forgives him as heartily — more heartily, 
I am sure, than I do Mrs. Score for turning her adrift 
in that wicked way.” The reader will perceive some 
difference in the Doctor^s statement and ours, which 
we assure him is the true one ; but the fact is, the 
honest rector had had his tale from Mrs. Cat, and it 
was not ill his nature to doubt, if she had told him a 
history ten times more wonderful. 

The reverend gtintleman and his wife then laid their 
heads together; and, recollecting something of John 
Hayeses former attachment to Mrs. Cat, thought that 
it might be advantageously renewed, should Hayes 
be still constant. Having very adroitly sounded 
Catherine (so adroitly, indeed, as to ask her whether 
she would like4o marry John Hayes ? ”), that young 
woman had replied, ^‘No. She had loved John 
Hayes — he had been her early, on ly love ; but: she 
was fallen now, and not good enough for him.” And 
this made the Dobbs family admire her more and 
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more, and cast about for means to bring the marriage 
to pass. 

Hayes was away from the village when Mrs. Cat 
had arrived there ; but he did not fail to hear of her 
illness, and hoAV her aunt had deserted her, and the 
good Doctor taken her in. The worthy Doctor him* 
self met Mr. Hayes on the green; and, telling Jiim 
that some repairs were wanting in his kitchen, begged 
him to step in and examine them. Hayes first said 
no, plump, and then no, gently ; and then pished, 
and then pslia’d ; and then, trembling very much, 
went in ; and there sat Mrs. Catherine, trembling 
very much too. 

What i)assed between them ? If your ladyship is 
anxious to know, think of that morning when Sir 
John himself popped the question. Could there be 
anything more stupid than the conversation which 
took place ? Buell stuff is not worth repeating ; no, 
not when uttered by people in the very genteelest 
of company ; as for the amorous dialogue of a car- 
penter and an ex-barmaid, it is worse still. Suffice 
it to say, that Mr. Hayes, who had had a year to re- 
cover from his passion, and had, to all appearances, 
quelled it, was over head and ears again the very 
moment he saw Mrs. Cat, and had all his work to do 
again. 

Whether the Doctor knew what was going on, I 
can't say ; but tliis matter is certain, that every even- 
ing Hayes was now in the rectory kitchen, or else 
walking abroad witli Mrs. Catherine : and whether 
she ran away with liim, or he with her, I shall not 
make it my business to inquire ; but certainly at the 
end of three months (which must be crowded up into 
this one little sentence), another elopement took place 
in the village. should have prevented it, cer* 
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tainly,” said Dr. Dobbs — whereat his wife smiled ; 

but the young people kept the matter a secret from 
me.’^ And so he would, had he known it ; but though 
Mrs. Dobbs had made several attempts to acquaint 
him with the precise hour and method of the intended 
elopement lie peremptorily ordered her to hold her 
tongue. The fact is, that the matter had been dis- 
cussed by the rec.tor^s lady many times. Young 
Hayes/^ would she say, has a pretty little fortune 
and trade of his own ; he is an only son, and may 
marry as he likes ; and though not specially hand- 
some, generous, or amiable, has an undeniable love for 
Cat (who, you know, must not be particular), and the 
sooner she marries him, I think, the better. They 
can’t be married at our church, you know, and — 

Well,” said the Doctor, ‘‘ if they are married else- 
where, I can’t help it, and know nothing about it, 
look you.” And ui>on this hint the elopement took 
place : which, indeed, was peaceably performed early 
one Sunday morning about a month after ; Mrs. Hall 
getting behind Mr. Hayes on a pillion, and all the 
cliildrfui of the parsonage giggling behind the window- 
blinds to see the pair go off. 

During this month Mr. Hayes had caused the banns 
to be published at the town of Worcester; judging 
rightly that in a great town they would cause no such 
remark os in a solitary village, and thither he con- 
ducted his lady. 0 ill-starred John Hayes I whither 
do the dark fates lead you ? 0 foolish Dr. Dobbs, 
to forget that young people ought to honor their 
parents, and to yield to silly Mrs. Dobbs’s ardent pro- 
pensity for making matches ! 

The London Gazette” of the 1st April, 1706, 
contains a proclamation by the Queen for putting 
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into execution an Act of l^arliament for the enoour* 
ageinent and increase of seamen, and for the better 
and speedier manning of her Majesly^s fleet, which 
authorizes all justices to issue warrants to constableSi 
petty constables, liead-boroughs, and tithing-juen, to 
enter, and if need be, to break open the doors of any 
houses where they shall believe deserting seamen tO 
be ; and for the iurther incr(‘as(‘ and en(*ouragement 
of the navy, to take able-bodied landsmen when sea- 
men fail. This act, wliieh o(*eupies four columns of 
the “ Gazette,” and another of similar length and 
meaning for pressing men into the ai my, yeed not be 
quoted at length here ; but c«nised a mighty stir 
throughout th(‘ kingdom at the time when it was In 
force. 

As one has seen or heard, after the march of a 
great army, a number of rogues and loose characters 
bring up the rear j in like manner, at the tail of a 
great measure ot State, follow many roguish personal 
interests, which are protected by the main body. 
The great measure of Keform, for instance, carried 
along with it much j)rivate jobbing and swindling — 
as could be shown were we not inclined to deal mildly 
with tlie Whigs ; and this Enlistment Act, which, in 
order to maintain the British glories in Flanders, 
dealt most cruelly with the British people in England 
(it is not the first time that a man has been pinched 
at home to make a fine appearance abroad), cn*ated a 
great company of rascals and informers throughout 
the land, who lived upon it; or upon extortion from 
those who were subject to it, or not being subject to 
it were frightened into the belief that they were. 

Whoq Mr. Hayes and his lady had gone through 
the marriage ceremony at Worcester, the former, con- 
cluding that at such a place lodging and food might 
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be procured at a cheaper rate, looked about carefully 
for the meanest public-house in the town, where he 
might deposit his bride. 

In the kitchen of this inn, a party of men Were 
drinking ; and, as Mrs. Hayes declined, with a proper 
sense of her superiority, to eat in company with such 
low fellows, the landlady showed her and her husband 
to an inner apartment, where they might be served 
in private. 

The kitchen party seemed, indeed, not such as a 
lady would choose to join. There was one huge 
lanky fellow, that looked like a soldier, and had a 
halberd; another was habited in a sailor’s costume, 
with a fascinating patch over one eye ; and a third, 
who seemed the leader of the gang, \^as a stout man 
in a sailor’s frock and a horseman’s jack-boots, whom 
one might fancy, if he were anything, to be a horse- 
marine. 

Of one of these worthies, Mrs. Hayes thought she 
knew the figure and voice; and she found her con- 
jectures were true, when, all of a sudden, three peo- 
ple, without with your leave ” or by your leave,” 
burst into the room, into wdiich she and her spouse 
had retired. At tlnnr head was no other than her old 
friend, Mr, Peter Brock ; he had his sword drawn, 
and his finger to his lips, enjoining silence, as it were, 
to Mrs. Catherine. He with the patch on his eye 
seized incontinently on Mr. Hayes ; the tall man with 
the halberd kept the door; two or three heroes sup- 
ported the one-ey<id man; who, with a loud voice, 
exclaimed, Down with your arms — no rbsistance t 
you are my prisoner, in the Queen’s name!” 

And here, at this lock, we shall leave the whole 
company until the next chai)ter ; which may possibly 
explain what they were. 
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CONTAINS MR. brook’s AUT()BI()ORAl*llY, AND 
OTIIKR MATTKR. 

“You don’t sure believe these men?” said Mrs. 
Hayes, as soon as the first alarm caused by tin', irrup- 
tion of Mr. Frock and his companions had subsided, 
“ These are no magistrate’s men : it is but a trick to 
rob you of your money, Jolin.” 

“ 1 will never give up a farthing of it ! ” screamed 
Hayes. 

“Yonder fellow,” (*.(mtinued Mrs. Catherine, “£ 
know, for all his drawn sword and fierce looks ; his 
name is — ” 

“ Wood, Madam, at your service ! ” said Mr. Brock. 
“I am follower to Mr. Justice Gobble, of this town : 
a’n’t I, Tim ? ” said Mr. Brock to the tall halberd- 
man who Avas keeping the door. 

“Yes, indeed,” said Tim, archly; “we’re all fol- 
lowers of his honor. Justice Gobble.” 

“Certainly I” said the one-eyed man. 

“Of course I ” cried the man in the nightcap. 

“ i su})pose. Madam, you ’re satisfied now ? ” con- 
tinued Mr. Brock a. Wood. “You can’t deny the 
testimony of gentlemen like these ; and our commis- 
sion is toii|_)prehend all able-bodied male persons who 
can give no good account of themselves, and enroll them 
in the service of her Majesty. Look at this Mr. 
Hayes” (who stood trembling in his shoes.) “Can 
there be a bolder, properer, straighter gentleman ? 
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We ^11 have him for a grenadier before the day^s 
over ! ” 

^^Take heart, John — don^t be frightened. Psha! 
I tell you I know the man,” cried out Mrs. Hayes : 
^^he is only here to extort money.” 

^^Oh, for that matter, 1 do think I recollect the 
lady. Let me see ? where was it ? At Birmingham, 
I think, — ay, at Birmingham, — about the time when 
they tried to murder Count Gal — ” 

Oh, sir ! ” here cried Madam Hayes, dropping her 
voice at once from a tone of scorn to one of gentlest 
entreaty, “ what is it you want witli my husband ? I 
know not, indeed, if ever I saw you before. For what 
do you seize him ? How much will you take to re- 
lease him, and let us go ? Name the sum ; he is rich, 
and — ” 

Rich^ Catherine ! ” cried Hayes. Rich — 0 
heavens ! Sir, L have nothing but my hands to sup- 
port me ; I am a poor carpenter, sir, working under 
my father ! ” 

“ He can giv(^ twenty guineas to be free ; I know 
he can!” said Mrs. Cat. 

‘‘I have but a guinea to carry me home,” sighed 
out Hayes. 

“But you have twenty at home, John,” said his 
wife. “Give tliese brave gentlemen a writing to 
your mother, and she will pay ; and you will let us 
free then, gentlemen — won^t you?” 

“When the money paid, yes,” said the leader, 
Mr. Brock. 

“Oh, in course,” echoed the tall man with the 
halberd. “ What ^s a thrifling detintion, my dear ? ” 
continued he, addressing Hayes. “We T1 amuse you 
in your absence, and drink to the health of your 
pretty wife here,” 
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This promise, to do the halberdier justice, he ful 
filled. He called upon the landlady to produce the 
desired liquor ; and when Mr. Hayes flung himself at 
that lady’s feet, demanding succor from her, and ask- 
ing whether there was no law in the land — 

‘‘There’s no law at the ‘Three Hooks’ except 
this ! ” said Mr. Brock in reply, holding up a horse- 
pistol. To which the hostess, grinning, assented, and 
silently went her way. 

After some further solicitations, John Hayes drew 
out the necessary letter to his father, stating that he 
was pressed, and would not be set free under a sum of 
twenty guineas ; and that it would be of no use to de- 
tain the bearer of the letter, inasmuch as the gentle- 
men who had ])ossession of him vowed that they 
would murder him should any harm befall their com- 
rade. As a further proof of the authenticity of the 
letter, a token was added: a ring that Hayes wore, 
and that his motlier had given him. 

The missives were, after some consultation, in- 
trusted to the care of the tall halberdier, who seemed 
to rank as second in command of the forces that 
marched under Corporal Brock. This gentleman 
was called indifferently Ensign, Mr., or even Cap- 
tain Macshane ; his intimates occasionally in sport 
called him Nosey, from the prominence of that feature 
in his countenance; or Spindleshins, for the very 
reason which brought on the first Edward a similar 
nickname. Mr. Macshane then quitted Worcester, 
mounted on Hayes’s horse ; leaving all parties at the 
“ Three Books ” not a little anxious for his return. 

This was not to be expected until the next morning ; 
and a weary nuit de noces did Mr. Hayes pass. Dinnei^ 
was served, and, according to promise, Mr. Brock ahd 
bis two friends enjoyed the meal along with the 
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bride and bridegroom. Punch followed, and this was 
taken in company; then came supper. Mr. Brock 
alone partook of this, the other two gentlemen prefer- 
ring the society of their pipes and the landlady in 
the kitchen. 

^‘It is a sorry entertainment I confess,” said the 
ex-corporal, ‘^and a dismal way for a gentleman to 
spend his bridal night ; but somebody must stay with 
you, my dears : for who knows but you might take a 
fancy to scream out of window, and then there would 
be murder, and the deuce and all to pay ? One of us 
must stay, and my friends love a pipe, so you insist 
put up with my company until we can relieve guard.” 

The reader will not, of course, expect that three 
people who were to pass the night, however unwill- 
ingly, together in an inn-room, should sit there dumb 
and moody, and without any personal communication ; 
on the contrary, Mr. Brock, as an old soldier, enter- 
tained his prisoners with the utmost courtesy, and 
did all that lay in his power, by the help of liquor 
and conversation, to render their durance tolerable. 
On the bridegroom his attentions were a good deal 
thrown away : Mr. Hayes consented to drink copiously, 
but could not be made to talk much; and, in fact, the 
fright of the seizure, the fate hanging over him 
should his parents refuse a ransom, and the tremen- 
dous outlay of money which would take place should 
they accede to it, weighed altogether on his mind so 
much as utterly to unman it. 

As for Mrs. Cat, I don’t think she was at all sorry 
in her heart to see the old Corporal : for he had been 
a friend of old times — dear times to her ; she had 
had from him, too, and felt for him not a little kind- 
ness; and there was really a very tender, innocent 
friendship subsisting between this pair of rascals, 
who relished much a night’s conversation together. 
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The Corporal, after treating his prisoners to punch 
in great quantities, proposed the amusement of ca^ds ; 
over which Mr, Hayes had not been occupied more 
than an hour, when he found himself sq excessively 
sleepy as to be persuaded to fling himself down on 
the bed, dressed as he was, and there to snore away 
until morning. 

Mrs. Catherine had no inclination for sleep : and 
the Corporal, ecpially wakeful, plied incessantly the 
bottle, and held with her a great deal of conversation. 
The sleep, which was equivalent to the absence of 
JohU' Hayes, took all restraint from their talk. She 
explained to Brock the circumstances of her marriage, 
which we have already described j they wondered 
at the chance which had brought them together i|t 
the Three Rooks : ” nor did Brock at all hesitate to 
tell her at once that his calling was quite illegal, and 
that his intention was simply to extort money. The 
worthy Corporal had not the slightest shame regard- 
ing his own profession, and cut many jokes with Mrs, 
Cat about her late one : her attempt to murder the 
Count, and her future prospects as a wife. 

4nd here, having brought him upon the scene 
again, we may as well shortly narrate some of the 
principal circumstances which befell him after his 
sudden departure from Birmingham; and which he 
narrated with much candor to Mrs. Catherine. 

He rode the Captain’s horse to Oxford (having ex* 
changed his military dress for a civil costume on the 
road), and at Oxford he disposed of George of Den- 
mark/’ a g?eat bargain, to one of the heads of col- 
leges. As spon as Mf- Bropk, who took op himself 
the etyle aud title of Captain Wood, had sufficiently 
examiued the curiosities of the university, he pro- 
ceeded at onoe to the capital: the^qnly place for a 
gentleman of his fortune and figure. ' 
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Here Jie resvd, with a great deal qf philpsopbipal 
iiidiffe|*0nce, in the Daily Post,” the “ Couraot,” the 

Obseryator,” the “ Gazette,” 2^ni the chief journals 
of those days, which he made a point of examining 
at Button^S and Will’s,” an accurate description 
of hia person, his clothes, and the horse be rpde, and 
a promise of fifty guineas’ reward to any person who 
would give an account of him (so that he might be 
captured) to Captain Count Galgenstein at Birming- 
ham, tp Mr. Murfey at the Golden Ball ” in the 
Savoy, or Mr, Bates at the Blew Anchor ” in Picka- 
diUy. But Captain Wood in an enormous full-bot- 
tomed j)eriwig that cost him sixty pounds,^ with high 
red heels to his shoes, a silver sword, and a gold 
snuff-box, and a large wound (obtained, he said, at 
the siege of Barcelona), which disfigured much of his 
countenance, and caused him to cover one eye, was 
in small danger, be thought, of being mistaken fpr 
Corporal Brock, the deserter of Cutts’s ; and strutted 
along the Mall with as grave an air as the very best 
nobleman who appeared there. He was generally, 
indeed, voted to be very good company ; and ns bis 
expenses were unlimited few convent candle- 
sticks, my dear,” he used tp whisper, ^‘melt into a 
vast number of doubloons ”), he commanded as good 
spcipty as he chose to ask for 5 and it was speedily 
known as a fact throughout town, that Captain Woo^ 
who had served under bis majesty Charles flj, pf 
Spain, had carried off the diamond petticoat of our 
Bady of Compostella, and lived upon the proceeds of 
the fraud. People were good Protestants in those 
days, and many a one longed to have been his partner 
in the pious plunder. 

^ la the ingeuious contemporary history of Moll Flanders, 4 
perfwig mentioned as costing that sum. 
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All surmises concerning his wealth, Captain Wood, 
with much discretion, encouraged. He contradicted 
no report, but wa$ quite ready to confirm all 3 and 
when two different rumors were positively put to 
him, he used to laugh, and say, My dear sir, I dotf t 
make the stories ; but I ’in not called upon to deny 
them 5 and I give you fair warning, that I shall as- 
sent to every one of them ; so you may believe them 
or not, as you please.” And so he had the reputation 
of being a gentleman, not only wealthy, but discreet. 
In truth, it was almost a pity that worthy Brock had 
not been a gentleman born ; in which case, doubtless, 
he Would have lived and died as became his station ; 
for he spent his money like a gentleman, he l<|ved 
women like a gentleman, he would fight like a 
man, he gambled and got drunk like a gentleman. 
What did he want else ? Only a matter of six de- 
scents, a little money, and an estate, to render him 
the equal of St. John or Harley. “Ah, those were 
merry days!” would Mr. Brock say, — for he loved, 
in a good old age, to recount the story of his London 
fashionable campaign; ~ “and when I think how 
near I was to become a great man, and to die perhaps 
a general, I can’t but marvel at the wicked obstinacy 
of my ill luck.” 

“ I will tell you what I did, my dear ; I had lodg- 
ings in Piccadilly, as if I were a lord; I had two 
large periwigs, and three suits of laced clothes ; X 
kept a little black dressed out like a Turk ; I walked 
daily in the Mall ; I dined at the politest ordinary in 
Covent Garden ; I frequented the best of coffee- 
houses, and knew all the pretty fellows of the town j 
I cracked a bottle with Mr. Addison, and lent many 
a piece to Dick Steele (a sad debauched rogue, my 
dear) ; and, above all, I ’ll tell you what I did — the 
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noblest stroke that sure ever a gentleman performed 
in my situation. 

*<One day, going into ^Will’s/ I saw a crowd of 
gentlemen gathered together, and heard one of them 
say, ^ Cax)tain Wood ! I don’t know the man ; but 
there was a Cax)tain Wood in Southwell’s regiment.’ 
Egad, it was my Lord Peterborough himself who was 
talking about me ! So, putting off my hat, T made a 
most gracious conge to iny lord, and said I knew him^ 
and rode behind him at Barcelona on our entry into 
that town. 

‘hlo doubt you did, Captain Wood,’ says my lord, 
taking my hand; ^and no doubt you know me: for 
many more know Tom Pool, than Tom Fool knows.^ 
And with this, at which all of us laughed, my lord 
called for a bottle, and he and I sat down and drank 
it together. 

‘‘Well, he was in disgrace, as you know, but he 
grew mighty fond of me, and — would you believe 
it ? — nothing would satisfy him but presenting me at 
Court! Yes, to her sacred Majesty the Queen, and 
my Lady Marlborough, who was in high feather. 
Ay, truly, the sentinels on duty used to salute me as 
if I wer(j Corporal »1 ohn himself ! I was in the high 
road to fortune. Charley Mordaunt used to call me 
Jack, and drink canary at my chambers ; I used to 
make one at my Lord Treasurer’s levee ; I had even 
got Mr. Army-Secretary Walpole to take a hundred 
guineas in a compliment ; and he had promised me a 
majority: when bad luck turned, and all my fine 
hopes were overthrown in a twinkling. 

“ You see, my dear, that after we had left that 
gaby, Gralgenstein, — ha, ha, — with a gag in his 
mouth, and twopence-halfpenny in his pocket, the 
honest Count was in the sorriest plight in the world ; 
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bWiiig money here and there to tradesmen, a cool 
thousand to the Warwickshire Squire . and all this on 
eighty polinds a year ! Well, for a little time the 
tradesmen held their hands; while the jolly Count 
moved heaven and earth to catch hold of his dear 
Corporal and his dear money-bags over again, and 
placarded every town from London to Liverpool with 
descriptions of my pretty person. The bird was 
flown, however, — the money clean gone, — and when 
there was no hope of regaining it, what did the cred- 
itors do but clap my gay gentleman into Slirewsbury 
jail : where 1 wish he had rotted, for my part. 

‘^But no such luck for honest Peter Brock, or 
Captain Wood, as he was in those days. One blessed 
Monday 1 went to wait on Mr. Secretary, and he 
squeezed my hand and whispered to me that I was to 
be Major of a regiment in Virginia — the very thing : 
for you see, my dear, 1 did nT care about joining my 
Lord Duke in Flanders ; being pretty well known to 
the army there. The Secretary squeezed my hand 
(it had a fifty-.pound bill in it) and wished me joy, 
and called me Major, and bowed me out of his closet 
into the ante-room ; aiid, as gay as may be, I went off 
to the * Tilt-yard Colf(^e-hoUse ’ in Whitehall, Which 
Is much frequentt'd by geiitlcmen of our profession, 
where I bragged iiot a little of my good luck. 

Amongst the company >vere several of my ac- 
quaintance, and amongst them a gentleman I did not 
much care to see, look yoU ! I saW a uniform that I 
knew — red and yellow facings — CUtts’s my dear; 
and the wearer of this was no other than his 
Excellency Gustavus Adolphus Maximilian, whom we 
all know of ! 

He stared me full Itt the face, right into my eye 
(Pother one Was patched you know); and after 
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standing stock-still with his moiith open, gave a step 
back, and then a step forward and then screeched 
out, ^ It ’s Brock ! ’ 

‘ I beg your pardon, sir,’ says I : ^ did you speak 
to me ? ’ 

“ ^ 1 ’ll swear it ’s Brock,’ cries Gral, as soon as he 
hears my voice, and laid hold of my cuff (a pretty bit 
of mechlin as ever you saw, by the way). 

“ ^ Sirrah ! ’ says I, drawing it back, and giving my 
lord a little touch of the fist (just at the last button 
of the waistcoat, my dear, — a rare place if you wish 
to prevent a man from speaking too much : it sent 
him reeling to tlie other (*nd of the room). ^ liuftian ! ’ 
says I. ‘ Dog ! ’ says I. ‘ Insolent pupi^y and cox- 
comb ! what do you mean by laying your hand on 
me ? ’ 

Faith, Major, you giv him his hillyful,^ roared 
out a long Irish unattached ensign that I had treated 
with many a glass of f^antz at the tavern. And so, 
indeed, I had; for the wretch could not speak for 
some minutes, and all the officers stood laughing at 
him, as he writhed and wriggled hideously. 

^ Gentlemen, this is a monstrous scandal,’ says 
one officer. ‘ Men of rank and honor at fists like a 
parcel of carters ! ’ 

“ ‘ Men of honor ! ’ says the Count, who had fetched 
up his breath by tliis time. (I made for the door, but 
Macshane held me and said, ‘ Major, you are not go- 
ing to shirk him, sure ? ’ Whereupon I gripped his 
hand and vowed I would have the dog’s life.) • 

‘ Men of honor ! ’ Says the Count. ‘ I tell you the 
man is a deserter, a thief, and a swindler ! He was 
ihy corporal, and ran away with a thou — ’ 

‘ Dog, you he ! ’ I roared out, and made another 
cut at him with my cane ; but the gentlemen rushed 
between us. 
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‘‘ ‘ 0 bluthanowiis ! ’ says honest Maeshaue. ‘ the 
lying scounthrel this fellow is ! Geiitleineii, 1 swear 
be me honor that Captain Wood was wounded at 
Barcelona; and that I saw him there; and that he 
and I ran away together at the battle of Aliminza., and 
bad luck to us.’ 

‘^You see, my dear, tliat these Trish have the 
strongest imaginations in the world : a-iul that I had 
actually persuaded poor Mac that he and I were 
friends in S[)ain. Everybody knew Mac, who was a 
character in his way, and l)elit?ve(l him. 

“ ‘ Strike a gentleman ! ’ says 1. ^ I ’ll have your 

blood, I will.’ 

‘ This instant,’ says the Count, who was boiling 
with fury; ‘and wln^re you like.’ 

“ ‘ Montague House,’ says I. ‘ Good,’ says he. 
And off we went. In good time too, for the con- 
stables came in at the thought of such a disturbance, 
and wanted to take us in charge. 

“But the gentlemen present, being military men, 
would not hear of this. Out came Mac’s rapier, and 
that of half a dozen others ; and the constables were 
then told to do their duty if they liked, or to take a 
crown-piece and leave us to ourselves. Off they 
went; and presently, in a couple of coaches, the 
Count and his friends, I and mine, drove off to the 
fields behind ^Montague House. Oh, that vile coffee- 
house I why did T enter it ? 

“ We came to the ground. Honest Maeshane was 
my second, and much disappointed because the sec- 
ond on the other side would not make a fight of it, 
and exchange a few passes with him ; but he was an 
old major, a cool old hand, as brave as steel, and no 
fool. Well, the swords fire measured, Galgenstein 
strips off his doublet, and I my handsome out-velvet 
in like fashion. Galgenstein flings off his hat, and I 



CATHKKINE: A STORY. 


93 


handed mine over — the lace on it cost me twenty 
pounds. I long(3d to be at him, for — curse him! — 
I hate liim, and know that he has no chance with me 
at sword’s-])lay. 

‘ You ’ll not fight in that periwig, sure ? ’ says 
Maeslnane. ‘ Of eours(*. not,’ says F, and took it off. 

“JVFay all barbers be roasbal in flames; may all 
periwigs, bobwigs, serattdiwigs, and llamillies cocks, 
frizzle in purgatory from tins day forth to the end of 
time ! Mine was the ruin of me : what might I not 
have been now but for that wig ? 

1 gave it over to Ensign Macshane, and with it 
went what 1 had (piite forgotten, the large patch 
which 1 wore over one eye, whi(*h ]mppe.d out tierce, 
staring, and lively as was ever any eye in the world. 

‘ Come on ! ’ says I, and made a lunge at my 
Count; but he sprang back (the dog was as active 
as a hare, and kn(‘w, from old times, that I was his 
master with the small-sword), and his second, won- 
dering, struck up my blade. 

‘ I will not fight that man,’ says he, looking 
mighty pale. * i swear upon my honor that his 
name is Peter Brock : he was for two years my cor- 
poral, and deserted, running away witli a thousand 
pounds of my moneys. Look at the fellow ! what is 
the matter with his eye ? why did he wear a patch 
over it ? But stop ! ’ says he. ‘ I have more proof. 
Hand me my po(5ket-book.’ And from it, sure enough 
he produced the infernal proclamation announcing my 
desertion ! ‘ See if the fellow has a scar across his 

left ear I (and I can’t say, my dear, but what I have ; 
it was done by a cursed Dutchman at the Boyne), 
^ Tell me if he has not got C. R. in blue upon his 
right arm* (and there it is sure enough). ‘Yonder 
swaggering Irishman may be his accomplice for what 
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I ktiow; but T will have no dealings with Mr. Brock, 
save with a Constable for a second.’ 

‘ This is an odtl story, Captain Wood,’ said the 
old Major, who acted for the Count. 

‘ A scoUiithrelly falsehood regarding me and my 
friend!’ shouted out Mr. Macshanc; ‘and the Count 
shall answer for it.’ 

“ ‘ Stop, stop,’ says the Major. ‘ Ca])tain Wood is 
too gallant a genthunan, 1 am sure, not to satisfy the 
Count ; and will show ns that he has no such mark 
on his arm as only private soldiers put there.’ 

“ ‘ Captain Wood,’ says I, ‘ will do no such thing, 
Major. I ’ll fight that scoundtcd (lalgenstein, or you, 
or any of you, like a man of honor ; but I won’t sub- 
mit to be searcluMl like a thief! ’ 

“‘No, in eoorse,’ said Macshane. 

“ ‘ I must take my- man off the ground,’ says the 

Major. 

“ ‘Well, take him, sir,’ says I, in a rage, ‘and just 
let me have the pleasure of telling him that he 's a 
coward and a liar; and that my lodgings are in Pic- 
cadilly, where, if ever he finds courage to meet me, 
he may hear of me ! ’ 

“ ‘ Faugh ! I shpit on ye all,’ cries my gallant ally 
Macshane. And sure enough he kept his word, or 
all but — suiting the action to it al any rate. 

“And so we gather(*d u]) our clothes, and went 
back in our separate coacdies, and no blood spilt. 

‘‘ ‘ And is it thrue now,’ said Mr. Macshane, when 
We wCte alone — ‘is it thrue now, all these divvies 
have been saying ? ’ 

“ ‘ Flnsigii/ says I, ‘ you ’re a man of the world ? ’ 

“ ‘ ’Deed and I am, and Insign these twenty-two 
years,’ ^ • 

“ * perhaps you ’d like a few pieces ?’ says 1. 



CATIIEKINE: A STORY. 


95 


“‘Faith and 1 should; for, to tell you the secred 
thrut, I ’ve not tasted mate these four days.^ 

“ ‘ Well then, Ensign, it is true,’ says I ; ‘ and as 
for meat, you shall have some at the first cook-shop.’ 
I bade the coach stop until he bought a plateful, 
which he ate in the carriage, for ray time was pre- 
cious. I just told him the whole story: at which he 
laughed, and swore that it was the best piece of f/en- 
eralshlj) he ever heard on. When his belly was full, 
I took out a couple of guineas and gave them to him. 
Mr. Macsliane began to cry at this, and kissed me, 
and swore he never would desert me : as, indeed, my 
dear, I don’t think he will ; for we have been the best 
of friends ever since, and he the only man I ever 
could trust, 1 think. 

“I don’t know what put it into my head, but I had 
a scent of some mischief in the wind ; so stopped the 
coach a little before I got home, and, turning into a 
tavern, begged ]Ma(‘shane to go before me to my lodg- 
ing, and see if the coast was clear ; which he did ; 
and caiiie back to me as j)ale as death, saying that 
the house was full of constables. The cursed quarrel 
at the Tilt-yard had, 1 su])pose, set the beaks upon 
me; and a ])retty sweep they made of it. Ah, my 
dear! five hundred 2 )Ounds in money, five suits of 
laced clothes, three periwigs, besides laced shirts, 
swords, canes, and snuff-boxes ; and all to go back 
to that scoumh’el Count. 

“Tt was all over with me, I saw — no more being 
a gentleman for me ; and if I remained to be caught, 
only a choice between Tyburn and a file of grenadiers. 
My love, under such circumstances, a gentleman can’t 
be particular, and must be prompt : the livery-stable 
was hard by where 1 used to hire my coach to go to 
Court, — ha ! ha ! — and was known as a man of sub- 
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stance. Thither I went immediately. ^Mr. Warm- 
inash/ says I, ‘ my gallant friend here and I have a 
mind for a ride and a su})].)er at Twickenham, so you 
must lend us a pair of your best horses.^ Which he 
did ill a twinkling, and olf we rode. 

‘‘We did not go into the Park, but turned off and 
cantered smartly up towards Kilburn ; and, when we 
got into the country, galloped as if the devil were at 
our heels. HI ess you,, my love, it was all done in a 
minute : and tlie Ensign and I found ourselves regu- 
lar knights of the road, before we knew where we 
w^ere almost. Only think of our finding you and 
your new husband at the ‘ Three Rooks ! ’ There ’s 
not a greater fence than the landlady in all the 
country. It was she ^ that put us on seizing your 
husband, and introduced us to the other two gentle- 
men, whose names I don’t know any more than the 
dead.” 

“ And what became of the horses ? ” said Mrs. Cath- 
erine to Mr. Hrock, when his tale was finished. 

“ Rips, madam,” said he ; mere rips. We sold 
them at Stourbridge fair, and got but thirteen 
guineas for the two.” 

^^And — and — the Count, Max; where is he, 
Brock?” sighed she. 

^^Whew!” whistled Mr. Brock. “What, hanker- 
ing after him still ? My dear, he is oft' to Flanders 
with his regiment ; and I make no doubt, there have 
been twenty Countesses of Galgenstein since your 
time.” 

“I don’t believe any such thing, sir,” said Mrs. 
Catherine, starting up very angrily. 

“If you did, I suppose you’d laudanum him; 
would n’t you ? ” 
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Leave the room, fellow,” said the lady. But she 
recollected herself speedily again ; and, clasping her 
hands and looking very wretched at Brock, at the 
ceiling, at the floor, at her husband (from whom she 
violently turned away her head), she began to cry 
piteously; to which tears the Corporal set up a 
gentle accompaniment of whistling, as they trickled 
one after another down her nose. 

I don’t think th(‘y were tears of repentance; but 
of regret for the time when she had her first love, 
and her fine clothes, and her white hat and blue 
feather. Of the two, the Corporal’s whistle was 
much more innocent than the girl’s sobbing : he was 
a rogue ; but a good-natured old fellow, when his 
humor was not crossed. Surely our novel-writers 
make a great mistake in divesting their rascals of all 
gentle human qualities; they have such — and the 
only sad point to think of is, in all private concerns 
of life, abstract feelings, and dealings with friends, 
and so on, how dreadfully like a rascal is to an honest 
man. The man who murdered the Italian boy, set 
him first to play with his children whom he loved, 
and who doubtless deplored his loss. 



CHAPTER VI. 


THE ADVENTURES OF THE AMBASSADOR, MR. 

MACSllANE. 

If we liacl not been obliged to follow history in all 
respects, it is probable that we should have left out 
the last adventure of Mrs. (laiherine and her husband, 
at the inn at Worcester, altogether ; for, in truth, very 
little came of it, and it is not very romantic or strik- 
ing. But we are bound to stick (ilosely, above all, by 
THK TRUTH — the truth, though it be not particularly 
pleasaut to r(‘a(l of or to tell. As anybody may read 
in the ‘^Newgate Calendar,” Mr. and Mrs. Hayes 
were taken at an inn at Worcester; were confined 
there; wer(‘ svwndled by ]Kn’sons who pretended to 
impress the bridegroom for military service. What is 
one to do aft(u* that ? Had Ave been writing novels 
instead of authentu* histories, we might have carried 
them anywhere else w(‘ chose: anfi wo had a great 
mind to make Hayes ])hilosophizing with Bolingbroke, 
like a certain Devenmx; .and Mrs. Catherine maitresse 
en tifre to Mr. Alexander Pope, Doctor Sacheverel, 
Sir John llead(* the oculist. Dean Swift, or Marshal 
Pallard; as the very commonest romancer would 
under such circumstances. But alas and alas ! truth 
must be s])oken, whatever else is in the wind; and 
the excellent “IS'ewgate Calendar,” which contains 
the biographies and thanatographies of Ilayes and his 
wife, do(‘S not say a word of their connections with 
any of the leading literary or military heroes of the 
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time of her Majesty Queen Anne. The Calendar ” 
says, in so luany words, that Hayes was obliged to 
send to his father in Warwickshire for money to get 
him oi;t of the S(;rape, and that the old gentleman 
came down to his aid. By this truth must we stick ; 
and not for the sake of the most brilliant episode, — 
no, not for a bribe of twenty extra guineas per sheet, 
would we dej)art from it. 

Mr. Jlrock’s account of his adventure in London has 
given tlio r(‘ful(n* some short notice of his friend, Mr. 
Macshanf‘. Neither the wits nor the principles of 
that worthy Bnsign were particidarly firm : for drink, 
poverty, and a (track on the skull at the battle of 
Steenkirk had served to injure the former; and the 
Ensign was not in his best clays possessed of any 
share of tin? latter. He had ideally, at one period, 
held such a rank in the army, but pawned his half- 
pay for drink and ])lay ; and for many years past had 
lived, one of tin? liundred thousand miracles of our 
city, upon nothing that anybody kne^^ of, or of which 
he himself could give any account. Who has not 
a catalogue of these? nmu in his list? who can tell 
whence conn's the occasional clean shirt, who supplies 
the continual means of drunkenness, who wards off the 
(lailydmpeinling staiwation ? Their life is a wonder 
from day to day : their br(?akfast a wonder; their din- 
ner a miracih? ; their bed an interposition of Provi- 
dence. Jf you aiul I, my thnir sir, want a shilling 
to-morrow, who will give it ns? Will our butchers 
give us mutton-(!h()ps ? will our laundresses clothe us 
in clean linen? — not a bone or a rag. Standing as 
we do (may it be ever so) somewhat removed from 
'vvant,^ is there one of us who does not shudder at the 

1 The author, it must be remembered, has his lodgings and food 
provided for him by the govoruipeut of his country. 
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thought of descending into the lists to combat with it 
and expect anything but to be utterly crushed in the 
encounter ? 

Not a bit of it, my dear sir. It takes much more 
than you think for to starve a man. Starvation is 
very little when yoxi arc used to it. Some people I 
know, even, wlio live on it quite comfortably, and 
make their daily bread by it. It had been our friend 
Maeshane’s sole profession for many years ; and he 
did not fail to driiw from it such a livelihood as was 
sufficient, and pe.rhaps too good, for him. He man- 
aged to dine u])oii it a certain or rather uncertain 
number of days in the week, to sleep somewhere, and 
to get drunk at least three hundred times a year. He 
was known to one or two noblemen who occasionally 
helped him with a few pieces, and whom he helped in 
turn — never mind how. He had other acquaintances 
whom he })estered undauntedly ; and from whom ho 
occasionally extracted a dinner, or a crown, or may- 
hap, by mistake, a gold-headed cane, which found its 
way to the jjawnbroker’s. When Hush of cash, he 
would appear at the coffee-house ; when low in funds, 
the deuce knows into what mystic ^aves and dens he 
slunk for food and lodging. He was perfectly ready 
with his sword, and when sober, or, better still, a very 
little tipsy, was a complete master of it ; in the art of 
boasting and lying he had hardly any equals ; in shoes 
he stood six feet live inches; and here is ‘his complete 
signalement. It was a fact that he had been in Spain 
as a volunteer, where he had shown some gallantry, had 
had a brain-fever, and was sent home to starve as before. 

Mr. Macshane had, however, like Mr. Conrad, the 
Corsair, one virtue in the midst of a thousand crimes, 
— he was faithful to his employer for the time being: 
and a story is told of him which may or may not be 
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to his credit, viz., that being hired on one occasion by 
a certain lord to inflict a punishment upon a roturler 
who had crossed his lordship in his amours, he, Mac- 
shaiie, did actually refuse from the person to be be- 
labored, and who entreated his forbearance, a largiir 
sum of money than the nobleman gave him for the 
beating; which lie performed punctually, as bound 
in honor and friendship. Tliis tale would the En- 
sign himself relate, with much self-satisfaction ; and 
when, after the sudden flight from London, he and 
Brock took to their roving occupation, he clu'erfully 
submitted to the latter as his commanding officer, 
called him always Major, and, bating blunders and 
drunkenness, was perfectly true to his leader. He 
had a notion — and, indeed, I don’t know that it was 
a wrong one — that his iirofession was now, as before, 
strictly military, and according to the rules of honor. 
Bobbing he called jilunderiiig the enemy; and hang- 
ing was, in his idea., a dastardly and cruel advantage 
that the latter took, and that called for the sternest 
reprisals. 

The other geutlenien concerned were strangers to 
Mr. Brock, who fe\t little inclined to trust either of 
them ui)Qn such a message, or with such a large sum 
to bring back. They had, strange to say, a similar 
mistrust on their side; but Mr. Brock lugged out five 
guineas, which he placed in the landlady's hand as 
security for his comrade’s return ; and Ensign Mac- 
siiane, being mounted on poor flayes’s own horse, set 
off to visit the paremts of that unhappy young man. 
It was a gallant sight to behold our thieves’ ambassa- 
dor, in a faded sky-blue suit with orange facings, in 
a pair of huge jack-boots unconscious of blacking, 
with a mighty basket-hilted sword by his side, and 
a little shabby beaver cocked over a large tow-peri 
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wigj ride out from the inn of the “ Three Rooks ” on 
his mission to Hayes’s paternal village. 

It was eigliteen miles distant from Worcester ; but 
Mr. Macshane perlbrinod the distance in safety, and 
in sobriety moreoviT (for such had been his instruc- 
tions), and had no dilliculty in discovering the house 
of old Hayes : towards wliich, ind(‘ed, John’s horse 
trotted incontinently. Mrs. Hayes, wJio was knitting 
at the house-door, was not a little surprised at the 
appearance of the well-known gray gelding, and of 
the stranger mounted upon it. 

Flinging himself off the steed with much agility, 
Mr. Macshane, as soon as his feet reached the ground, 
brought them rapidly together, in order to make a 
profound and elegant bow to Mrs. Hayes ; and slap- 
ping his greasy beaver against his heart, and poking 
his periwig almost into the nose of the old lady, de- 
manded whetlier he had the ^^shooprame honor oT 
adthressing Misthriss Hees?” 

Having been answered in the affirmative, he then 
proceed(?d to ask whether there was a blackguard boy 
in the house who would take “ the horse to the stee- 
ble ; ” whether “ lie could have a dthrink of small-beer 
or biitlnn’inilk, being, faith, uncommon dthryj”and 
whether, finally, “ he could be feevored with a few 
minutes’ private conversation with her and Mr. Hees, 
on a matther of consitherabh* imjiartance ? ” All 
these preliminaries were to be complied wdth before 
Mr. Macshane w^ould enter at all into tlie subject of 
his visit, Tlie horse and man w^ere cared for; Mr. 
Hayes was called in; and not a little anxious did 
Mrs. Hayes grow, in the meanwhile, with regard to 
the fate of her darling son. Where is he ? How* 
is he ? Is he dead ? ” said the old lady, 0 yes, 
I ’m sure he ’s dead ! ” 
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Indeed, Madam, and you ’re misteeken intirely ; 
the young man is perfectly well in health.” 

Oh, praised be Heaven ! ” 

^^But mighty cast down in sperrits. To misfor- 
tunes, Madam, look you, the best of us are subject ; 
and a trifling one has fell upon your son.” 

And herewith Mr. Macshane produced a letter in 
the handwriting of young Hayes, of which we have 
had the good luck to procure a copy. It ran thus : — 

“ Honored Father and IMother, — The bearer of this is 
a kind genii euian, who has left me in a great deal of trouble. 
Yesterday, at this towne, I fell in with some gentlemen of the 
Queene’s scrvas ; after drinking with whom, I accepted her 
Majesty’s mony to enliste. Repenting thereof, I did endeavor 
to escape ; and, in so doing, had the misfortune to strike my 
superior officer, whereby 1 made myself liable to Death, accord- 
ing to the rules of warr. Tf, however, T pay twenty ginnys, 
all will be vvel. You must give the same to the barer, els I 
shall be shott without fail on Tewsday morning. And so no 
more from your loving son, 

John Hayes. 

** From my prison at IhusTOL, 
this iiiihap})y Monday.” 

When Mrs. Hayes read this pathetic missive, its 
success with her was complete, and she was for going 
immediately to the ciijjboard, and producing the 
money necessary for her darling son’s reh^ase. But 
the carpenter Hayes was much more suspicious. “ I 
don’t know you, sir,” said he to the ambassador. 

Do you doubt my honor, sir ? ” said the Ensign, 
very fiercely. 

^^Why, sir,” replied Mr. Hayes, know little 
about it one way or other, but shall take it for 
granted, if you will explain a little more of this 
business.” 
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I sildom coiidesciiid to expleaii/’ said Mr. Mac- 
shane, ^‘for it ’s not the custom in my rank 4 but I ^11 
exjdeaii anytliing in reason.’^ 

Pray, will you tell me in Avhat regiment my son 
is enlisted ? ” 

“ In coorse. In Colonel Wood’s fut, my dear ; and 
a gallant corps it is as any in the army.’’ 

And you left him ? ” 

On nui soul, only three hours ago, having rid like 
a horse-joekey ever since ; as in the sacred cause of 
humanity, curse me, every man should.” 

As Hayes’s house was seventy miles from Bristol, 
the old gentleman thought this was marvellous quick 
riding, and so cut the conversation short. “ You 
have said quite enough, sir,” said lu^, to show me 
there is some roguery in the matter, and that the 
whole story is false from beginning to end.” 

At this abrupt charge the Ensign looked some- 
what puzzled, and then spoke with much gravity. 
‘^Eoguery,” said he, ^^Misthiir Hees, is a sthrong 
term ; and which, in consideration of my friendship 
for your family, 1 shall pass over. You doubt your 
son’s honor, as th(u*e wrote by him in black and 
white ? ” 

You have forced him to write,” said Mr. Hayes. 
‘‘The sly old divvle’s right,” muttered Mr. Mac- 
shane, asi(le. “ Well, sir, to make a clean breast of 
it, he has been forced to write it. The story about 
the enlistment is a pretty fib, if you will, from be- 
ginning to end. And what then, my dear ? Do you 
think your son’s any better off for that ? ” 

“ Oh, where is he ? ” screamed Mrs. Hayes, plump- 
ing down on her knees. “ We will give him the 
money, won’t we, John ? ” 

“ I know you will. Madam, when I tell you where 
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he is. He is in the hands of some gentlemen of my 
acquaintance, who are at war with the present gov- 
ernment, and no more care about cutting a man^s 
tliroat than they do a chicken’s. He is a prisoner, 
Madam, of our sword and spear. If you choose to 
ransom him, well and good; if not, peace be with 
him ! for never more shall you see him.” 

“ And how do I know you won’t come back to-mor- 
row for more money ? ” asked Mr. Hayes. 

Sir, you have my honor ; and T ’d as lieve break 
my neck as my word,” said Mr. Macshane, gravely. 

Twenty guineas is the bargain. Take ten minutes 
to talk of it — take it then, or leave it ; it ’s all the 
same to me, my dear.” And it must bo said of our 
friend the Ensign, that he meant every word he said, 
and that he considered the embassy on which he had 
come as perfectly honorable and regular. 

And pray, what prevents us,” said Mr. Hayes, 
starting up in a rage, ‘^from taking hold of you, as a 
surety for him ? ” 

‘‘You wouldn’t fire on a flag of truce, would ye, 
you dishonorable ould civilian ? ” replied Mr. Mac- 
shane. “ Resides,” says he, “ there ’s more reasons 
to prevent you : the first is this,” pointing to his 
sword; “here are two more” — and these were pis- 
tols ; “ and the last and the best of all is, that you, 
might hang me and dthraw me and quarther me, and 
yet never see so much as the tip of your son’s nose 
again. Look you, sir, we run mighty risks in our 
Ijrofession — it’s not all play, I can tell you. We’re 
obliged to be punctual, too, or it ’s all up with the 
thrade. * If I promise that your son will die as sure 
as fate to-morrow morning, unless I return home safe, 
our people rrnst keep my promise ; or else what 
chance is there for me ? You would be down upon 



106 


CATHERINE: A STORY. 


me in a moment with a posse of constables, and have 
me swinging before Warwi(!k jail. Pooh, my dear ! 
you never would sacrifice a darling boy like John 
Hayes, let alou(3 his lady, for the sake of my long 
carcass. One or two of our gentlemen have been 
taken that wfiy alrea-dy, because parents and guardians 
would not believe thein.’^ 

^^And what herarm of the poor children?'^ said Mrs. 
Haytjs, who began to pc'rc.eive the gist of the argu- 
ment, and to gi*o\v dreadfully frighten(‘d. 

Don’t let ’s talk of tlnun, ina-am : humanity shud- 
th(jrs at the thought ! ’’ And herewith Mr. Macsliane 
drcAV his finger ac'voss his throat, in such a dreadful 
way as to make the two parents tremble. It’s the 
way of war. Madam, look you. The service 1 have 
the honor to belong to is not paid by the Queen ; and 
so wo ’re obliged to make our prisoners pay, according 
to established military practice.” 

No lawyer could have argued his case better than 
Mr. Macsliane so far; and he completely siuiceeded in 
convineiug Mr. and Mrs. Hayes of the necessity of 
ransoming their .son. Promising that the young man 
should be restored to them next morning along with 
his beautiful lady, h(i courteously took haive of the 
old couple, and made the best of his way back to 
"VYorcester again. The elder Hayes wondered who 
the lady could be of whom the ambassador had 
spoken, for their son’s elopement was altogether un- 
known to tlnmi j but anger or doubt about this subject 
was overwhelmed by their fears for their darling 
John’s safety. Away rode the gallant Maeshane 
with the money necessary to effect this ; and it must 
be mentioned, as highly to his credit, that he never 
once thought of appropriating the sum to himself, or 
of deserting his comrades in any way. 
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His ride from Worcester had been a long one. He 
had left tliat city at noon, but before his return 
thither the sun had gone down ; and the landscape, 
which had been dressed like a prodigal, in purple and 
gold, now appeared like a Quaker, in dusky gray ; and 
the trees by the roadside grew black as undertakers 
or physicians, and, bending their solemn heads to 
each other, whisperc'd ominously among themselves; 
and the mists liung on the common ; and the cottage 
lights wont out one by one ; and the earth and heaven 
grew black, but for some twinkling useless stars, 
which freckhal tin', ebon countenance of the latter; 
and the air grew (*older ; and about two o’clock the 
moon appearc'd, a dismal, pale-faced rake, walking 
solitary tlirougli the deserted sky; and about four, 
mayhap, the Dawn (wretcdied ’prentice-boy!) opened 
in the east tin* shutters of the Day : — in other’ words, 
more than a do/eii hours liatl passed. Corporal 
Brock had been reliev(*d by Mr. Eedcap, the latter by 
Mr. Sicklop, tie' one-eyed gentleman; Mrs. John 
Hayes, in spite of her sorrows and bashfulness, had 
followed the example of her husband, and fallen 
asleep by his side — sle2)t fgr many hours — and 
awakened still under the guardianship of Mr. Brock’s 
troop ; and all parties began anxiously to expect the 
return of the ambassador, Mr. Maeshane. 

That officer, who had performed the first part of 
his journey with such distinguished prudence and 
success, found the night, on his journey homewards, 
Avas growing miglity cold and dark ; and as he was 
thirsty and hungry, had money in his purse, and saw 
no cause to hurry, he determined to take refuge at an 
ale-house for the night, and to make for Worcester by 
dawn the next morning. He accordingly alighted at 
the first inn on his road, consigned his horse to the 
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stable, and, entering the kitchen, called for the best 
liquor in the house. 

A small company was assembled at tln^ inn, among 
whom Mr. Maesluiue took his ])lace with a great deal 
of dignity; and liaving a considerable sum of money 
in his pO(*ket, ielt a miglity c(Mitenipt for his society, 
and soon let tJnmi know the (contempt lie felt for 
them. After a third liagon of ale, he discovered that 
the li(]uor was sour, and emptied, with much sjdutter- 
ing and grimaces, tlit‘ remainder of the beer into the 
tire. This iirocess so olf ended the parson of the 
parish (who in those good old times did not disdain to 
take the post of honor in tlie chimney-nook), that he 
left his connu*, looking wrathfully at the offender ; 
who without any more ado instantly occupied it. It 
was a fine thing to hear the jingling of the twenty 
pieces in his pocket, the oaths which he distributed 
between the landlord, the guests, and the liquor — to 
remark the sprawl of his mighty jack-boots, before 
the sweep of wliich the timid guests edged further and 
further away; and the languishing leers whiidi he 
cast on tin* landlady, as with wide-spread arms he 
attempted to seize ii])on her. 

When the osth*r had done his duties in the stable, 
he entered the inn, and whispered the landlord that 

tlie stranger was riding John Hayes’s horse ; of 
which fact the host soon convinced himself, and did 
not fail t(i have some suspicions of his guest. Had 
he not thought that times were unquiet, horses might 
be sold, and one maids money was as good as an- 
other’s, he ]n*()bably would have arrested the Ensign 
immediately, .and so lost all the profit of the score 
which the latter was causing every moment to be 
enlarged. 

In a couple of hours, with that happy facility 
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which one may have often remarked in men of the 
gallant Ensign’s nation, he had managed to disgust 
every one of the landlord’s other guests, and scare 
them from the kitchen. Frightened by his addresses, 
the landlady too liad taken flight ; and the host was 
the only person left in the apartment ; who there 
stayed for interest’s sake merely, and listened moodily 
to his tipsy guest’s conversation. In an hour more, 
the whole house was awakened by a violent noise of 
howling, curses, and pots (‘lattcuung to and fro. Forth 
issued Mrs. Landlady in her night-gear, out came 
Jolin Ostler with his pitchfork, down stairs tumbled 
Mrs. Cook and one or two guests, and found the land- 
lord and Ensign on the kitchen floor — the wig of the 
latter lying, mu(di singed and emitting strange odors, 
in the fireplace, his face hideously distorted, and a 
great quantity of liis natural liair in the partial occu- 
pation of the landlord ; who liad drawn it and the 
head down towards liim, in order that he might have 
tlie benefit of pummelling the latter more at his ease. 
In revenge, tlie landlord was undermost, and the En- 
sign’s arms were working up and down his face and 
body like the flaps of a j )addle- wheel : the man of 
war had ch'arly the best of it. 

The combatants were separated as soon as possible ; 
but as soon as the excitement of the fight was over. 
Ensign Macshane was found to have no further 
powers of speech, sense, or locomotion, and was 
carried by his late antagonist to bed. His sword and 
pistols, which had been plac(;d at his side at the com- 
mencement of the evening, were carefully put by, and 
his pocket visited. Tw^enty guineas in gold, a large 
knife — used, probably, for the cutting of bread-and- 
cheese — some crumbs of those delicacies and a paper 
of tobacco found in the breeches- pockets, and in the 
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bosom of the sky-blue (‘oat tlie leg of a cold fowl and 
half of a raw onion, constituted his whole property. 

These articles were not very suspicious ; but the 
beating which tlie landlord had received tended greatly 
to contirin liis own and his wife’s doubts about their 
guest; and it wms dett‘rniiu(‘d to .send off in tlie early 
morning to Mr. Hayes, informing him how a ])erson 
had lain at their inn who h.id ridden tliither mounted 
upon young Hayes’s lioise. Off set John Ostler at 
earliest dawn; but on his way lie woke u]> Mr. Jus- 
tice’s clerk, and communicated his susjiicions to him; 
and Mr. Clerk consulted with the village baker, who 
was up always early ; and the chuk, the baker, the 
butcdier with his cleaver, and two gentlemen who 
were going to work, all adjourned to the inn. 

Accordingly, when Ensign Maeshane w%as in a 
truckle-bed, plunged in that deep slumlxu’ which only 
innocence and drunkenness enjoy iu this world, and 
charming the ears of morn bv the regular and melodi- 
ous music of his nos(^, a vih^ jdot was laid against 
him ; and when about sevam of the elock he w^oke, he 
found, on sitting u]> in his bed, three g(‘iitleiueii on 
eaeh side of it, armed and looking ominous. One 
held a constal)h*’s staff, and, albeit un[)rovidi‘d with a 
warrant, would take u[>ou himself the responsibility 
of seizing Mr. Macshaiie, and of carrying him before 
his worsliip at the liall. 

Taranoiins, man ! said the Ensign, springing up iu 
bed, and abruptly breaking off a loud, sonorous yawn, 
with wdiich he had oi)ened the busim^ss of the day, 
‘^you won’t d<'t<^en a gentleman wdio ’a on life and 
death? I give ye my w'ord, an affair of honor.” 

^‘Hovv came }oii by that there horse ? said the 
baker. 

HoW came you by these here fifteen guineas ? ’* 
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Said the landlord, in whose hands, by some process, 
five of the gold pieces had disappeared. 

“ What is this here idolatrous string of beads ? ” 
said the clerk. 

Mr. Macshane, the fact is, was a, (kitholic, but did 
not Ciir(‘ to own it ; for in those days his religion was 
not popular. l>aids ? Holy Mother of saints ! 
give me back them baids,” said Mr. Macshane, (dasp- 
ing his hands. “They were blest, 1 tell you, by his 
holiness the po — i)sha ! 1 mane they belong to a 

darling little daughter I had that\s in heaven now : 
and as for tin) money and the horse, I should like to 
know how a gentleman is to travel in this counthry 
without them?’’ 

“ Why, you see, he may travel in the country to git 
’em,” here shrewdly remarked the constable; “and 
it \s our belief that neither horse nor money is hon- 
estly comee by. If his worshij) is satisfied, why, so, in 
cours(‘, shall we be ; but there is highwaymen abroad, 
look you ; and, to our notion, you have very much 
the cut of one.*' 

Further remonstrances or threats on the part of 
Mr. Macsiiane were useless. Although he vowed 
that he was first-cousin to the Duke of Leinster, an 
officer in her Majesty's, service, and the dearest friend 
Lord Marlborough had, his impudent captors would 
not believe a word of his statement (which, further, 
was garnished with a tremendous number of oaths) ; 
and he was, about eight o’clock, carried up to the 
house of Squire llallaiice, the neighboring* justice of 
the peace. 

When the worthy magistrate asked the crime of 
which the prisoner had been guilty, the captors 
looked somewhat puzzled for the moment; since, in 
truth, it could not be shown that the Ensign had 
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committed any crime at all ; and if he had confined 
himself to simple silence, and thrown upon tliem the 
onus of proving his misdemeanors, Justice Ballance 
must have let him loose and soundly rated his clerk 
and t]i(‘ landlord lor detaining an honest gentleman 
on so frivolous a. cliarge. 

But this ttaution was not in the Ensign’s dis- 
position ; and tliough his ai'cusers jiroduced no saiis- 
factoi*}^ charge against him, his own words were quite 
enough to show how suspicious liis character was. 
When asked his name, in* gave* it in as (Jajitain 
(jcraldine, on his way to Ireland, by Bristol, on a 
visit to his cousin tlie Duke of Leinster. He swore 
solemnly that his fri{nids, tlie Duke of Marlborough 
and Lord IVU'rborough, under both of whom he had 
servcid, should liear of the manner in which he had 
been treated; and whi*ii the justice, — a sly old gentle- 
man, and one that r(‘ad the ‘Klazettes,” asked him at 
what battles he had be(‘n present, the gallant Ensign 
pitched on a, conph* in Sjiain and in Flanders, which 
had been fought witliin a weede of each other, and 
vowed that he had been desperately wounded at both ; 
so that, at the* end of his examination, which had 
been taken down by the clerk, he had been made to 
acknowledge as follows: — Ca,i>tain Geraldine, six 
feet four inelies in height; thin, with a very long 
red nose, and red hair ; gray (wes, and speaks with a 
strong Irish acc(*nt ; is the lirst-cousin of the Duke of 
Leinster, and in constant communication with him: 
does not know whether his Grace has any children ; 
does not know whereabouts he lives in London ; can- 
not say what sort of a looking man his Grace is ; is 
acquainted with the Duke of Marlborough, and 
served in the dragoons at the battle of liamillies; at 
whicli time be was with my Lord Peterborough be- 
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fore Barcelona, l^orrowed the horse which he rides 
from a friend in London, three weeks since. Peter 
Hobbs, ostler, swears that it was in his master’s 
stable four* days ago, and is the property of John 
Hayes, carpenter. Cannot account for the fifteen 
guineas found on him by the landlord ; says they 
Were twenty ; says he won them at cards, a fortnight 
since, at Edinburgh ; says he is riding about the 
country for his anniseimmt; afterwards says lie is on 
a matter of life and death, and going to Bristol ; de- 
clared last night, in the hearing of several witnesses, 
that he was going to York ; says he is a man of in- 
dependent ])ro})erty, and has large estates in Ireland, 
and a hundr(‘d thousand pounds in the Bank of Eng- 
land. Has no shirt, or stockings, and the coat he 
wears is marked ‘‘S.S.” In his boots is written, 
‘^Thomas Bodgers,” and in his hat is the name of 
tlie “ Rev. Doctor Snolher.” 

Dr. Snoffier liv(‘d at Worcester, and had lately 
advertis(Hl in the Hue and Cry a number of articles 
taken iroiu his liousc. Mr. !Macshane said, in reply 
to this, tliat his hat had been changed at the inn, and 
he was ready to take his oath that he came thither in 
a gold-laced one. But this fact was disproved by the 
oaths of many persons who had seen him at the inn. 
And he was about to be im])risoned for the thefts 
wliich he had not comniitt(*d (the fact about the hat 
being, that he had purchased it from a gentleman at 
the Three Rooks” for two pints of beer) — he was 
about to be remanded, when, behold, Mrs. Ilaycs the 
elder made her aiipearance ; and to her it was that 
the Ensign was indebted for his freedom. 

Old Hayes had gone to work before the ostl(*r 
arrived ; but when his wife heard the lad’s message, 
§he instantly caused her pillion to be placed behind 



114 CATHERINE. A STORY. 

* 

the saddle, and, mounting the gray horse, urged the 
stable-boy to gallop as hard as ever he could to the 
justice’s house. 

She entered panting and alarmed. Oh, what is 
your honor going to do to this honest gentleman ? 
said she. In the name of Heaven, let him go ! His 
time is precious — he has important business — busi- 
ness of life and death.” 

tould the jidge so,” said the Ensign, ^‘but he 
refused to take my word — the sacred wurrd of honor 
of Captain Geraldine.” 

Macshane was good at a single lie, though easily 
flustered on an examination ; and this was a very 
creditable stratagem to acquaint Mrs. Hayes with the 
name that he bore. 

What ! you know Captain Geraldine ? ” said Mr. 
Ballance, who was perfectly well acquainted with the 
carpenter’s wife. 

In coorse she does. Has n’t i^he known me these 
tin years ? Are we not related ? Did n’t she give 
me the very horse which I rode, and, to make belave, 
tould you I ’d bought in London ? ” 

Let .her tell her own story. Are you related to 
Captain Geraldine, Mrs. Hayes ? ” 

‘‘ Yes — oh, yes ! ” 

“ A very elegant connection ! and you gave him the 
horse, did you, of your own free-will ? ” 

‘‘ Oh, yes ! of my own will — I would give him any- 
thing. Do, do, your honor, let him go ! His child is 
dying^’^ said the old lady, bursting into tears. ‘‘It 
may be dead before he gets to — before he gets 
there. Oh, your honor, your honor, pray, pray don’t 
detain him ! ” 

The justice did not seem to understand this 
excessive sympathy on the part of Mrs. Hayes j nor 
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did the father himself appear to be nearly so affected 
by his chihrs probable fate as the honest woman who 
interested herself for him. On the contrary, when 
she made this passionate sjieech, Captain Geraldine 
only grinned and said, ‘‘Xiver mind, my dear. If 
his honor will keep an honest gentleman for doing 
nothing, why, let him — the law must settle between 
us ; and as for the child, poor thing, the Lord deliver 
it I ” 

At this, Mrs. Hay(*s fell to initreating more loudly 
than ever ; and as tlun-e was really no charge against 
him, Mr. Hallane.e was constrained to let him go. 

The landlord and liis friends were making off, rather 
confused, when Ensign Mae-shane called upon the for- 
mer in a thuu(l(*ring voice to stop, and refund the five 
guineas whicdi lu* had stolen from him. Again the 
host swore tliere were but fifteen in his pocket. But 
when, on the Bible, the Ensign solemnly vowed that 
he had twenty, and called upon Mrs. Hayes to say 
whether yesterday, half an hour before he entered 
the inn, she had not seen him with twenty guineas, 
and that lady expr(‘ssed herself ready to swear that 
she had, Mr. Landlord looked more crestfallen than 
ever, and said that he had not counted the money 
when he took it ; and though he di<l in his soul be- 
lieve that there were only fifteen guineas, rather than 
be suspected of a shabby action, he would pay the 
five guineas out of liis own pocket: which he did, and 
with the Ensign’s, or rather Mrs. Hayes’s own coin. 

As soon as they were out of the justice's house, Mr. 
Macshane, in the fulness of his gratitude, could not 
iielp bestowing an embrace upon Mrs. Hayes. And 
when she implored him to let her ride behind him 
to her darling son, he yielded with a very good grace, 
and off the pair set on John Hayes’s gray. 
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Who has Kosey brought with him now ? said 
Mr. Sicklop, Brock’s one-eyed confederate, who, about 
three hours after the above adventure, was lolling in 
the yard of the Three Hooks.” It was oiu* Ensign, 
with the mother of his captive. They had not met 
with any accident in their ride. 

I shall now have the shooprame bliss,” said Mr. 
Macshane, with much feeling, as he lifted Mrs. Hayes 
from the saddle — ‘‘ the shooprame bliss of intwining 
two harrts that are mead for one another. Ours, my 
dear, is a dismal profession ; but ah ! don’t moments 
like this make aniinds for years of pain ? This way, 
my dear. Turn to your right, then to your left — 
mind the stip — and the third door round the corner.” 

All these precautions were attended to ; and after 
giving his concerted knock, Mr. Macshane was ad- 
mitted into an apartment, which he entered holding his 
gold pieces in the one hand, and a lady by the other. 

We shall not describe the meeting which took place 
between mother and son. The old lady ivept copi- 
ously ; the young man was really glad to see his 
relative, for he deemed that his troubles were over. 
Mrs. Cat bit her lips and stood aside, looking some- 
what foolish ; Mr. * Brock counted the money ; and 
Mr. Macshane took a large dose of strong waters, us 
a pleasing solace for his labors, dangers, and fatigue. 

When the maternal feelings were somewhat calmed, 
the old lady had leisure to look about her, and really 
felt a kind of friendship and good-will for the com- 
pany of thieves in which she found herself. It 
seemed to her that they had conferred an actual favor 
on her, in robbing her of twenty guineas, threatening 
her son’s life, and finally letting him go. 

Who is that droll old gentleman ? ” said she ; and 
being told that it was Captain Wood, she dropped him 
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a curtsy, and said, with much respect, CajfJtain, your 
very humble servaiit ; ” which compliment Mr. Brock 
acknowledjijed by a gracious smile and bow. And 
who 13 this pretty young lady ? ” continued Mrs. 
Hayes. 

“ Why — hum — oh — mother, you must give her 
your blessing. She is Mrs. John Hayes.’^ And here- 
with Mr. Hayes brought forward his interesting lady, 
to intfoduee her to his mamma. 

The news did not at all please the old lady ; who 
received Mrs. (Jatherine’s embrace with a very sour 
face indeed. However, the mischief was done; and 
she was too glad to get back her son to be, on such 
an occasion, very angry with him. So, after a proper 
rebuke, she told Mrs. John Hayes that, though she 
never approved of her son^s attachment, and thought 
he married below his condition, yet, as the evil was 
done, it was thv'ir duty to make the best of it; and 
she, for lier ])art, would receive her into her house, 
and inaktj her as comfortable there as she could. 

won(l(‘r \vh(‘th('r she has any more money in 
that house ? ’’ wliispered Mr. Sicklop to Mr. Eedcap; 
who, with th(i landlady, had come to the door of the 
room, and had been anuising themselves by the con- 
tem[)lation of this sentimental scene. 

What a fool that wild Hirishman was not to bleed 
her for more,” said the landlady; ‘^but he’s a xioor 
ignorant Papist. I hn sure my man ” (this gentleman 
had been hanged) would n’t have come away with 
siudi a b(‘ggarly sum.” 

“ Suppose wi‘ have some more out of ’em ? ” said 
Mr. Eedcap. “ Wluit jire vents us ? We have got 
the old mare, and the colt too, — ha! ha! and the jiair 
of ’em ought to be worth at least a hundred to us.” 

This conversation was carried on soito voce ; and T 
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don’t know whether Mr. Brock had any notion of the 
plot whi(*h was arranged by the three worthies. The 
landlady began it. “ Which punch, madam, will you 
take ? ” says she. You must have something for 
the good of the house, now you are in it.” 

In coorse,” said the Ensign. 

^‘Certainly,” said the other three. But the old 
lady said she was anxious to leave the place ; and, 
})utting down a. er()wn-])i(MH', requested the hostess to 
treat the gentlemen in her absence. ^‘Good-by, Cap- 
tain,” said the old lady. 

Ajew ! ” cried the Ensign, and long life to you, 
my dear. You got me out of a scrape at the justice’s 
yonder ; and, vSplit me ! but Insign Maeshane will 
remimber it as long as he lives.” 

And now Hayes and the two ladies made for the 
door ; but the landlady placed herself against it, and 
Mr. Sicklop said, ‘^^o, no, my pretty madams, you 
ain’t a-going off so cheap as that neither ; you are not 
going out for a beggarly twenty guineas, look you, — 
we must have more.” 

Mr. Hayes, starting back, and cursing his fate, 
fairly burst into tears ; the two women screamed ; 
and Mr. Brock looked as if the proposition both 
amused and had been expected by him ; but not so 
Ensign Mac.sluine. 

Major I ” said he, clawing fiercely hold of Brook’s 
arinsT. 

‘‘ Ensign,” said Mr. Brock, smiling. 

Arr we, or arr we not, men of honor,?” 

Oh, in coorse,” said Brock, laughing, and using 
Maeshane’s favorite expression. 

If we men of lionor, we are bound to stick to 
our word ; and hark ye, you dirty one-eyed scoundrei, 
df you don’t immadiately make way for these leedies, 
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and this lily-livered young jontlenian who ’s crying 
so, the Meejor here and I will lug out and force you.” 
Andy so saying, he drew his great sword and made a 
pass at Mr. Sieklo]); which that gentleman avoided, 
and which caused him and his companion to retreat 
from the door. The landlady still kept her position 
at it, and with a storm of oaths against the Ensign, 
and against two Englishinep who ran away from a 
wild Hirishman, swore she would not budge a foot, 
and would stand there until her dying day. 

Faith, tlnm, m^eds must,” said the Ensign, and 
made a lunge at the hostess, which |)assed so near the 
wretch’s throat, that she screamed, sank on her knees, 
and at last ()])ened the door. 

Down the stairs, then, with great state, Mr. Mac- 
sliam^ led the elder ladj?’, the married couple follow- 
ing; and, having seen tliem to the street, took an af- 
fectionate* farew(‘ll of the party, whom he vowed that 
he would come and see. “You can walk the eighteen 
miles aisy, between this and nightfall,” said he. 

“ Walk!'' exclaimed Mr. Hayes. “Why, haven’t 
we got Ball, and shall ride and tie all the way ?” 

“Madam!” cried Maeshane, in a stern voice, “honor 
before ev(*iy thing. Did you not, in the presence of 
his worship, vow and declare that you gave me that 
horse, and now d’ ye talk of taking it back again ! 
Let me tell you, Madam, that such paltry thricks ill 
become a person of your years and respectability, 
and ought nev(*r to be played with Insign Timothy 
Maeshane.” 

He waved his hat and strutted down fhe street ; 
and Mrs. Catherine Hayes, along with her bridegroom 
and mother-in-law, made the best of their way home- 
ward on foot. 



CHAPTER VIT. 


WHICH EMBRACES A PERIOD OF SEVEN YEARS. 

The recovery of so considerable a portion of his 
property from the cliitcdies of Brock was, as may be 
imagined, no trifling source of joy to that excellent 
young man, Count Oustavus Adolphus do Galgenstein; 
and he was often known to say, with much archness, 
and a proper feeling of gratitude to the fate which 
had ordained things so, that the robbery was, in real- 
ity, one of the best things that could have happened 
to him : for, in event of Mr. Brock’s not stealing the 
money, his Excellency the Count would have had to 
pay the whole to the Warwickshire Squire, who had 
won it from him at jday. He was enabled, in the 
present instance, to plead his notorious poverty as an 
excuse ; and tlie Warwic.kshire conqueror got off with 
nothing, except a very badly written autograph of the 
Count's, simply acknowledging the debt. 

This point his Excellency conceded with the great- 
est candor ; but (as, doubtless, the reader may have 
remarked in the course of his experience) to owe is 
not quite the same thing as to pay; and from the 
day of his winning the money until the day of his 
death the Wai’wickshire Squire did never, by any 
chance, toucdi a single bob, tizzy, tester, moidore, 
maravedi, doubloon, tomaun, or rupee, of the sum 
which Monsieur de Galgenstein had lost to him. 

* That young nobhmian was, as Mr. Brock hinted in 
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the little autobiographical sketch which we gave in a 
former chapter, incarcerated for a certain period, and 
for certain other debts, in the donjons of Shrewsbury ; 
but he released himself from them by that noble and 
consolatory method of whitewashing which the law has 
provided for gentlemen in his oppressed condition; 
and he had not been a week in London, when he fell 
in with, and overcame, or put to flight, (hxi)tain Wood, 
alias Brock, and immediately seizcnl upon the re- 
mainder of his property. After ro(*(‘iving this, the 
Count with commendable discretion, disappeared 
from England altogether for a while ; nor are we at 
all authorized to state that any of his debts to his 
tradesmen were discharged, any more than his debts 
of honor, as they are pleasantly called. 

Having thus settled with his creditors, the gallant 
Count had interest enough with some of the great 
folk to procure lor himself a post abroad, and was ab- 
sent ill Holland for some time. It was here that he 
became acquainted with the lovely Madam Silverkoop, 
the widow of a deceased gentleman of Leyden; and 
although the lady was not at that age at which ten- 
der passions are usually inspired — being sixty — and 
though she could not, like Mademoiselle Ninon de 
TEnclos, then at Paris, boast of charms which defied 
the progress of time, — for Mrs. Silverkoop was as 
red as a boiled lobster, and as unwieldy as a por- 
poise ; and although her mental attractions did by no 
means make up for her personal deficiencies, — for 
she was jealous, violent, vulgar, drunken, and stingy 
to a miracle : yet her charms had an immediate effect 
on Monsieur de Galgenstein ; and hence, perhaps, the 
reader (the rogue! how well he knows the world!) 
will be led to conclude that the honest widow was 
rich* 
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Such, indeed, she was ; and Count Gustavus, de- 
spising the difference between his twenty quarterings 
and ]i<^r twenty thousand pounds, laid the most des- 
perate siege to her, and finished by causing lier to 
capitulate ; as I do believe, after a reasonable degree 
of pressing, any woman will do to any man j such, at 
least, has been m]j (‘xperieiice in the matter. 

The Count then married ; and it was curious to see 
how he — who, jis we have seen in the case of Mrs. 
Cat, had been as grout a tiger and domestic bully as 
any extant — now, by degrees, fell into a (piiet sub- 
mission towards his enormous Countess ; who ordered 
him up and down as a lady orders her footman, who 
permitted him speedily not to have a will of his own, 
and who did not allow him a shilling of her money, 
without receiving for the same an accurate account. 

Plow was it th.at he, the abject slave of Madame 
Silvorkoop, had Ixurn victorious over Mrs. Cat ? The 
first blow is, I believe, the decisive one in these cases, 
and the Countess had stricken it a week afb^r their 
marriage ; — establishing a supremacy which the Count 
never afterwards attempted to question. 

We have alluded to his Excellency’s marriage, as in 
duty bound, because it will be m^cessary to account 
for his a])pearance lu'reafter in a more splendid fash- 
ion than that under which he has hitherto been known 
to us ; and, just comforting the r(*ader by tJu^ knowl- 
edge that the union, though pros])erous in a worldly 
point of view, was, in reality, extremely unhappy, we 
must say no more from this time forth of the fat and 
legitimate Madam de Galgenstein. Our darling is 
Mrs. Catherine, who had formerly acted in her stead ; 
and only in so much as the fat Countess did influence 
in any way the destinies of our heroine, or those wise 
and virtuous persons who have appeared and are to 



CATHERINE : A STORY. 


123 


follow her to her end, shall we in any degree allow 
her name to figure hero. It is an awful thing to get 
a glimpse, as one sometimes does, wluni the time is 
past, of some little, little wheel which works the 
whole mighty machinery of Fatk, and see how our 
destinies turn on a minute’s delay or advamte, or on 
the turning of a street, or on scmiebody else’s turning 
of a street, or on soim^body else’s doing of something 
else in Downing Street or in Timbuctoo, now or a 
thousand years ago. Thus, for instance, if Miss 
Toots, in the year IfiOo, ]ia.d never been the lovely 
inmate of a S])ielhaus at Amsterdam, Mr. Van Silver- 
koop would never have seen her ; if the day had not 
been extraordinarily hot, the worthy mercliant would 
never have gone thither; if he had not been fond of 
lUienisli win(‘ and sugar, he never would have called 
for any such dclicaci(\s ; if he had not called for them, 
Miss Ottilia Toots would never have brought them, 
and partaken of them ; if he had not been rich, she 
would c-ertainly have rej(*cted all the advances made 
to her by Silverkoo}) ; if he had not been so fond of 
Khenisli a,nd sugar, lie nev^er would have died; and 
Mrs. Silv(‘rkoop would have Ix^en neither rich nor a 
widow, nor a wife to (vouut von Oal gen stein. Nay, 
nor would this history have ever been written ; for if 
Count Galg(Mistein had not marrit'd the rich widow, 
Mrs. Catherine would never have — 

Oh, my dear Madam! you thought we were going 
to tell you. lk.)oh ! nonsense, — no such thing I not 
for two or thre(^ and seventy pages or so — when, per- 
haps, you 7/2-ay know what Mrs. Catherine never would 
have done. 

The reader will remember, in the second chapter of 
these Memoirs, the announcement that Mrs. Catherine 
had given to the world a child, who might bear, if he 



124 


CATHERINE: A STOUV. 


chose, the arms of Galgenstein, with the further adorn- 
iiient of a bar-sinister. This child had been put out to 
nurse some time before its mother’s elopement Irum 
the Count ; and as that nobleman was in funds at the 
time (having had that success at play Avhich we duly 
chronicled), he paid a sum of no less than twenty 
guineas, which was to be the yearly reward of the 
nurse into whost' (diarge the boy was put. The woman 
grew fond of tlu» brat ; and when, after the first year, 
she had no furtlier news or remittances from father or 
mother, she dettnunined, for a while at least, to main- 
tain the infant at liei* own expense : for, when rebuked 
by her neighbors on tliis score, she stoutly swore that 
no parents could ever desert their children, and that 
some day or other she should not fail to be rewarded 
for her trouble with this one. 

Under this strange mental hallucination poor Goody 
Billings, who had five children and a husband of her 
own, continued to give food and shelter to little Tom 
for a period of no less than seven years ; and though 
it must be ac^knowledged that the young gentleman 
did not in the slightest degree merit the kindnesses 
shown to him, Goody Billings, who was of a very soft 
and pitiful disjjosition, continued to bestow them upon 
himj because, she said, he was lonely and unprotected, 
and deserved them more than other children who had 
fathers and mothers to look after them. If, then, any 
difference was made between Tom’s ti’eatment and that 
of her own brood, it was considerably in favor of the 
former ; to whom the largest proportions of treacle 
were allotted for liis bread, and the handsomest sup- 
plies of hasty-pudding. Besides, to do Mrs. Billings 
justice, there was a party against him; and that con- 
sisted not only of her husband and her five children, 
but of every single person in the neighborhood who 
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had an opportunity of seeing and becoming acquainted 
with Master Tom. 

A celebrated philosopher — I think Miss Edgeworth 
— has broached the consolatory doctrine, that in in- 
tellect and disposition all human beings are entirely 
equal, and that cinnunstance and education are the 
causes of the distinctions and divisions which after- 
wards unhappily take place among them. Not to 
argue this question, which places Jack Howard and 
Jack Thurtell on an exact level, — which would have 
us to believ(‘ tliat Lord Melbourne is by natural gifts 
and exeelleiK^es a man as honest, brave, and far-sighted 
as the Duke of Wellington, — whicdi would make out 
that Lord Lyndhurst is, in point of principle, elo- 
quence, and politicuxl honesty, no better than Mr. 
O’Connell, — not, I say, arguing this doctrine, let us 
simply state that Master Thomas Billings (for, having 
no other, he took the name of the worthy people who 
adopted him) was in his long-coats fearfully passion- 
ate, screaming and roaring perpetually, and showing 
all the ill that he could show. At the age of two, 
wlien his strength enabled him to toddle abroad, his 
favorite resort was the coal-hole or the dung-heap : 
his roarings had not diminished in the least, and he 
had addl'd to his former virtues two new ones, — a 
love of fighting and stealing ; both which amiable quali- 
ties he had many opportunities of exercising every 
day. He fought his little adoptive brothers and sis- 
ters ; he kicked and cuffed his father and mother ; he 
fought the cat, stamped upon the kittens, was worsted 
in a severe battle with the hen in the back-yard ; but, 
in revenge, nearly beat a little sucking-pig to death, 
whom he caught alone, and rambling near his favorite 
haunt, the dunghill. As for stealing, he stole the eggs, 
which he perforated and emptied ; the butter, which 
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he ate with or without bread, as he could find it ; the 
sugar, which he cunningly secreted in the leaves of a 
llaker^s ‘‘ Chronicle,” that nobody in the establish- 
ment could read ; and thus from the pages of history 
he used to suck in all he knew. — thieving and lying 
namely^ in which, for his years, he made wonderful 
progress. If any followers of Miss Edgeworth and 
the philosophers are inclined to disbelieve this state- 
ment, or to set it down as overcharged and distorted, 
let them be assured that just this very picture was, of 
all pictures in the world, taken from nature. 1, Ikey 
Solomons, oiu'a* had a dear little brother who could 
st(‘al before he could walk (and this not from encour- 
agement, — for, if you know the world, you must know 
that in families of our profession the point of honor is 
sacred at home, — but from pure nature) — who could 
steal, I say, before he could walk, and lie before he 
could speak ; and who, at four and a half years of age, 
having attacked my sister Rebecca on some question 
of lollipops, had smitten her on the elbow with a fire- 

shovel, apologized to us by saying simidy, her, 

I wish it had been her head ! ” Dear, dear Aiuinadab ! 
Z think of you, and laugh these philosophers to scorn. 
ISbiture made you for that career which you. fulfil led : 
you w(*re from your birth to your dying a scoundrel ; 
you tmchl n't have been anything else, however your 
lot was (;ast ; and blessed it was that you were born 
among the prigs, — for had you been of any other 
profession, alas ! alas I what ills might you have done ? 
As I have heard the author of Richelieu,” Siamese 
Twins,” etc., say, “ Poeta nascitur, non fit,” which 
means that though he had tried ever so much to be 
a poet, it was all moonshine : in the like manner, I 
say, Roagus nascitur, non fit.” We have it from 
nature, and so a fig for Miss Edgeworth. 
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In this nianiK^r; then, while his father, blessed with 
a wealthy wife, was leading, in a fine house, the life of 
agalley-slavi*. ; while his mother, married to Mr. Hayes, 
and made an honest woman of, as the saying is, was 
passing her time respectably in Warwickshire, Mr. 
Thomas Billings was inhabiting tlie same ^ounty, 
not cared for by either of them; but ordained by 
Fate to join them one day, and have a mighty in- 
fiiKUHio upon the fortunes of both. For, as it has 
often happened to the traveller in the York or the 
Exet(u* (^oaeh to fall snugly asleep in his corner, and 
on awaking siahhudy to find himself sixty or seventy 
miles from tlie })]ace where Somnus first visited him: 
as, we say, although you sit still, Time, poor wretch, 
kee[)S perpetually running on, and so must run day 
and night, with n(‘,v(»r a pause or a halt of five min- 
utes to get a drink, until his dying day; let the 
reader imagine that since he hd’t Mrs. Ilayes and all 
the other worthy p(irsonag(is of this history, in the 
last chapter, seven years have sped away; during 
which, all our lieroes and heroines have been accom- 
])lishing their d{\stinies. 

Seven yt^ars of country carpentering, or other trad- 
ing, on the ])art of a husband, of ceaseless scolding, 
violence, and discontent on the part of a wife, are not 
pleasant to describe: so we shall omit altogether any 
a(‘x*ount of the early married life of Mr. and Mrs. 
Jolm Hayes. The ‘‘Newgate Calendar” (to which 
ex(*,ellent conii)ila,tion we and the othey* popular nov- 
elists of the day can never be sufficiently grateful) 
stat(‘s that Hayes left his house three or four times 
during this period, and, urged by the restless humors 
of his wif(‘, tried several professions; returning, how- 
ever, as he grew weary of each, to his wife and his 
paternal home. After a certain time his parents died, 



128 


CATHERINE A STORY. 


and by their demise he succeeded to a small property, 
and the carpentering business, which he for some time 
followed. 

What, then, in the meanwhile, had become of Cap- 
tain Wood, or Ib'oek, and Ensign Macshane ? — the 
only j)ersons now to be u(u*.ouiited for in oiir catalogue. 
For about six months after their ca])tur(‘ and release 
of Air. Hayt\s, iliose noble genthnnen had followed, 
with iniudi j)ru(lence and success, that trade which 
the celebi'ated and polite Duval, the ingenious Shep- 
pard, the dauntl(*ss Turpin, and indeial many other 
heroes of our most popular novels, had jmrsued, or 
were pursuing, in their time. And so considerable 
were said to lx* Cat)tuin Wood’s gains, that reports 
weix* abroad of his having soniewh(‘re a burii'd treas- 
ure ; to which he might have add('d more, had not 
Fate sudd(‘nly cut sliort his career as a prig, lie and 
the Ensign were — shame to say — transported for 
stealing thn*e p(nvter pots off a railing at Plxeter ; and 
not bcdng known in the town, wliich they had only 
reacluMl that morning, they w(*re detained by no 
further charges, but simjdy condemned on this one. 
For this misdemeanor, her AIaj(^sty’s Government 
vindictively sent them for sev(‘n y(‘ars beyond the 
sea; and, as the fashion then was, sohl the use of 
their bodii*s to Virginian planters during that space 
of time. It is tlius, alas ! that the strong are always 
used to d(‘al with tin* w(‘ak, and many an honest fel- 
low has been led to rue his unfortunate difference 
with the law. 

Thus, then, we have 'settled all scores. The Count 
is in Holland with his wife ; Mrs. Cat in Warwick- 
shire along with her excellent husband; Master 
Thomas Hillings with his adoptive parents in the 
same county; and the two military gentlemen watclv 
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iiig tho ])iT)grf‘ss and enltivation of tlie tobacco and 
cotton pbint in tlie New World. All these things 
have passed bet\vt‘en the acts, dingaring-a-dingaring- 
ardingledingl(Mling, t\m drop draws np, and the next 
act begins. l>y tlui way, tlu^ ])lay ends with a drop: 
but that is neither here nor th(‘ro. 

[Hero, as in a llieatre, tlie orcliestra is supposed to play 
soiiielliing iiiebalious. The pcoj>le got u]), shake thonisolvos, 
yawn, and settle down in their seats again. “Porter, ale, 
ginger-beer, eider,” conies round, wpiee/ing through the legs 
oi the gentlemen in tin* ]»it. Nohody takes anything as usual; 
and lo ! tlie curtain lises again. “ ’Sh, ’shshj’shshshhh I Hats 
olf !” says everybody.] 

Mrs. Hay(‘S had now been for six yea^s tlie adored 
wife of ]\lr. Hayes, and no offspring had arisen to 
hless tlndr lov(‘S and ])er])etua.te tludr name. Slie 
had obtaimsl a (^uuplett^ mastery over ln‘.r lord and 
]nast(}r ; and Imving had, as far as was in that gentle- 
man’s pow(‘r, t^very single*, wisli gratified that she 
could demand, in tlie way of dress, treats to Coventry 
and Hirmingham, drink, and what not — for, tliongh 
a liard man, fJohu Hayes had leariuHl to sjiend his 
nnuK^y pretty f reidy on himself and her — liaving had 
all her wishes gnitified, it was natural that slie should 
begin to find out some inon*. ; Jiiid tlie next wliim she 
hit upon was to be r(‘stored to her child. It may be 
as well to state that slui had never informed her hus- 
band of the (‘xistence of that phenomenon, although 
he was aware of his wif(‘’s former eonneetion with 
the Count, — Mrs. Hayes, in flieir matrimonial (piar- 
rels, invariably taunting liim with ae(‘ounts of her 
former s])l(‘ndor and hapjiiiK'Ss, and with his own 
meaniu'ss of ta,st(* in eondescending to take up with 
his Exeelleney’s leavings. 
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She determined, then (but as yet had not confided 
her determination to her husband), she would have 
her boy ; although in her seven years’ residence with- 
in twenty miles of him she had never once thought of 
seeing him : and the kind reader knows that when his 
ex(;elleiit lady didcnnniues on a thing — a shawl, or an 
opera-box, or a new carriage, or twenty-four singing- 
lessons from Taniburini, or a night at the “Eagle 
Tavern ” (Cit\" Road), or a rich* in a ’bus to Richmond 
and tea and brandy-and-water at “ Rose Cottage 
Hotel” — the reader, high or low, knows that wh(*n 
Mrs. Reader d(*sires a thing, have*, it she will ; yon 
may just as well talk of avoiding her as of avoiding 
gout, bills, or gray hairs — and that you know is iin 
2)0ssible. I, for my part, have had all three — ay, ami 
a wife too. 

I say that wlnui a woman is resolved on a thing, 
ha2)i)en it will : if husbands refuse, Fate will interfere 
{f erf ore si neqiieo, etc. : but quotations are odious). 
And SOUK* hiddcui ])ower was working in the case of 
Mrs. Hayes, and, for its own awful 2>nrposes, lending 
her its aid. 

Who has not felt how he works — the dreadful, 
eompUTiug Spirit of 111 ? Who cannot see, in the 
circle of his own society, the fated and foredoomed to 
woe and evil ? Some call the doctrine of destiny a 
dark creed ; hut, for me, I would fain try and think 
it a consolatory one. It is better, with all one’s sins 
upon one’s head, to deem one’s self in the hands of Fate 
than to think — with our fierce ])assions and weak re- 
pentances : with our reSolvcis so loud, so vain, so ludi- 
crously, despicably weak and frail; with our dim, 
wavering, wretched conceits about virtue, and our ir- 
resistible propensity to wrong, — that we are the 
workers of our future sorrow or happiness. If we 
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depend on onr strength, what is it against mighty 
circumstance ? If we look to ourselves, what hope 
have we ? Look back at the whole of your life, and 
see how Fate has mastered you and it. Think of your 
disappointments and your successes. Has your striv- 
ing influenced one or the other ? A fit of indigestion 
puts itself between you and honors and reputation; 
an apple plo])S on your nose, and makes you a world’s 
wonder and glory ; a fit of poverty makes a rascal of 
you, who wert^, and are still, an honest man ; clubs, 
trumps, or six lucky mains at dice, make an honest 
man for life of you, who eVer were, will be, and are a 
rascal. AVho sends the illness ? who (*auses the apple 
to fall ? who deprives you of your worldly goods ? or 
who shuffles the (^ards, and brings trumps, honor, vir- 
tue, and prosperity back again ? You call it chance; 
ay, and so it is chance that when the floor gives way, 
and the rope stretches tight, the poor wretch before 
8t. Sepulchre’s (*lo(‘k dies. Only with us, clear-sighted 
mortals as we are, we can’t see the r()}>e by which we 
hang, and know not wlien or how the drop may fall. 

But revoious a nos moutons : let us return to that 
sweet lamb, aster Thomas, and the milk*white ewe, 
Mrs. Cat. Seven years had passed away, and she be- 
gan to think tliat she should very much like to see her 
child once more. It was written that she should ; and 
you shall hear how, soon after, without any great ex- 
ertions of hers, back he came to her. 

In the month of July, in the year 1715, there came 
down a road about ten miles from the city of Worces- 
ter, two gentlemen ; not mounted. Templar-like, on 
one horse, but having a horse between them — a sorry 
bay, with a sorry saddle, and a large pack Ixdiind it ; 
on which each l)y turn took a ride. Of the two, one 
was a man of excessive stature, with red hair, a very 
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prominent nose, and a faded military dress ; while the 
other, an old weather-beaten, sober-looking personage, 
wore the costume of a civilian — both man and dress 
appearing to have reached the autumnal, or seedy state. 
However, the pair seemed, in spite of their apparent 
poverty, to be passably merry. The old gentleman 
rode the horse, and had, in the course of their journey, 
ridden him two miles at least in every three. The 
tall one walked with immense strides by his side ; and 
seemed, indeed, as if he could have quickly out- 
stripped the four-footed animal, had he chosen to ex- 
ert his speed, or had not* affection for his comrade 
retained him at his stirrup. 

A short time previously the horse had cast a shoe ; 
and this the tall man on foot had gathered up, and 
was holding in his hand * it having been voted that the 
first blacksmith to whose shop they should come should 
be called upon to fit it again upon the bay horse. 

Do you remimber this counthry, Meejor ? said 
the tall man, who was looking about him very much 
pleased, and sucking a flower. I think thim green 

cornfields is prettier looking at than the d tobacky 

.out yondther, and bad luck to it ! ” 

“ 1 recollect the place right well, and some queer 
pranks we played here seven years agone,’^ responded 
the gentleman addressed as Major. “ You remember 
that man and his wife, whom we took in pawn at the 
‘ Three Kooks ’ ? ” 

** And tlie landlady only hung last Michaelmas ? '' 
said th(‘ tall man, parenthetically. 

Hang the landlady ! — we Ve got all we ever 
would out oi her, you know. But about the man and 
woman. You went after the cha})’s mother, and, like 
a jackass, as you are, let him loose. Well, the 
woman was that Catherine that you We often heard 
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ino talk about. I like the wench, her, for I 

almost brought her up ; and she was for a year or two 
along with that scoundrel Galgeustein, who has been 
the cause of my ruin.’’ 

‘^Tlie inferriial blackguard and ruffian!” said the 
tall man ; who, with his companion, has no doubt 
been recognized by the reader. 

“Well, this Catherine had a child by Galgeustein; 
and somewhere* here hard by the woman lived to 
whom we can*iod the brat to nurse. She was the 
wife of a blacksmith, one Billings : it won’t be out of 
the way to get our liorse shod at his house, if he is 
alive still, and we may learn something about the 
little b(*ast, I should be glad to see the mother well 
enough.” 

“Do I remimber her?’^ said tlie Ensign. “Do I 
remimb(*r whiskey ? Sure I do, and the snivelling 
sneak her Iiusband, and the stout old lady her mother- 
in-law, and the dirty one-eyed ruffian who sold me the 
parson’s hat, that had so nearly brought me into 
trouble. Oh but it was a rare rise we got out of 
them chaps, and the old landlady that’s hanged too!” 
And here both Ensign Macshaiic and Major'Brock, or 
Wood, grinned, and showed much satisfaction. 

It will be necessary to explain the reason of it. 
We gave the British public to understand that the 
landlady of the “Three Books,” at Worcester, was a 
notorious fence, or banker of thieves ; that is, a pur- 
chaser of their merchandise. In her hands Mr. Brock 
and his companion had left property to the amount 
of sixty or seventy pounds, which was secreted in a 
cunning recess in a cliamber of the “ Three Kooks,” 
known only to the landlady and the gentlemen who 
banked with her ; and in this place, Mr. Sicklop, the 
one-eyed man who had joined in the Hayes adventure, 
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his comrade, and one or two of the topping prigs of 
the county, were free. Mr. Sicklop had been shot 
(lead in a night attack near Bath ; the landlady had 
been suddenly hanged, as an acc()in])lice in another 
case of robbery; and when, on their return from 
Virginia, our two heroes, whose hopes of livelihood 
depended upon it, had bent tlunr steps towards Wor^ 
cester, they were not a little fnglitened to hear of the 
cruel fate of the hostess and many of the amiable 
freciuenters of the Three Books.’’ All the goodly 
company were separated ; the house was no long(‘r an 
inn. Was the nicmey gone too ? At least it was 
worth while to look — which Messrs. Brock and Mao- 
shane determined to do. 

The hous(i being now a private om^, Mr. Brock, 
with a genius that was above liis station, visited its 
owner, with a huge portfolio under his arm, and, in 
the character of a painter, recj^uested permission to 
take a particular sketch from a particular window. 
The Ensign followed with the artist’s materials, (con- 
sisting simply of a serew-driver and a crow-bar) ; and 
it is hardly necessary to say that, when admission 
was granted to them, they opened the well-known 
door, and to their inexpressible satisfaction discov- 
ered, not their own peculiar savings exactly, for these 
had been appropriated instantly on liearing of their 
transportation, but stores of money and goods to the 
amount of near three hundred pounds : to which Mr. 
Macshane said they had as just and honorable a right 
as anybody (dse. And so they had as just a right as 
anybody — except the original owners ; but who was 
to discover them ? 

With this booty they set out on their journey — 
anywhere, for they knew not whither; and it so 
chanced that when their horse’s shoe came off, they 
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were within a few furlongs of the cottage of Mr. 
Billings, the blacksmith. As they came near, they 
were saluted by tremendous roars issuing from the 
smithy. A small boy was held across the bellows, 
two or three children of snitaller and larger growth 
were holding him down, and many others of the vil- 
lage were gazing in at the window, while a man, half- 
naked, was lashing the little boy with a whip, and 
occasioning the cries heard by the travellers. As the 
horse drew up, the operator looked at the new-comers 
for a moment, and then proceeded incontinently with 
his work ; belaboring the child more fiercely than 
ever. 

When he had done, he turned round to the new- 
comers and asked how he could serve them ? where- 
upon Mr. Wood (for such was the name he adopted, 
and by siudi we shall call him to the end) wittily re- 
marked that how(‘.v(*r he might wish to serve he 
seemed mightily inclined to serve that young gentle- 
man first. 

^^It^s no joking matter,” said the blacksmith: if 
I don’t serve him so now^, he ’ll be w'orse otf in his 
old age. Tfe’ll come to the gallows, as sure as his 
name is Bill — never mind wdiat his name is.” And 
so saying, he gave the urchin another cut; which 
elicited, of course, another scream. 

<^Oh ! his name is Bill ? ” said Captain Wood. 

His name ’s not Bill ! ” said the blacksmith, 
sulkily. “ He ’s no name ; and no heart, neither. 
My wife took the brat in, seven years ago, from a 
beggarly French chapj^o nurse, and she kept him, for 
she was a good soul ” (here his eyes began to wink), 
and she ’s — she ’s gone now ” (here he began fairly 

to blubber). “ And d him, out of love for her, I 

kept him too, and the scoundrel is a liar and a thiet 
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This blessed d:iy, inercdy to vex me and my boys here, 
he spoke ill of her he did, and T ^11 — cut — his — life 
— out — 1 — will ! ” and with each word honest Mul* 
ciber applied a whack on the body of little Tom Bil- 
lings, who, by shrill shrieks, and oaths in treble, 
acknowledged the ]‘(‘ceipt of the blows. 

Come, come,” said Mr. Wood, set the boy down, 
and the bellows a-going ; my horse wants shoeing, and * 
the poor lad has had strapping enough,” 

The blacksmith obeyed, and cast poor Master 
Thomas loose. As he staggered away and looked 
back at his tormentor, his countenance assumed an 
expression whi(ih made jVIr. Wood say, grasping hold 
of Macshane’s arm, Tt ’s the boy, it ^s the boy ! when 
his mother gave Calgenstein the laudanum, she had 
the self-same look with her ! ” 

Had she really now ? ” said Macshane. And 
pree, Meejor, who was his mother ? ” 

Mrs. Cat, you fool ! ” answered Wood. 

^^Then, upon my scored word of honor, she^s a 
mighty fine kitten anyhow, my dear. Aha ! ” 

^'They don’t drown such kittens,” said Mr. Wood, 
archly; and Macshane, taking the allusion, clapped 
his finger to his nose in token of perfect approbation 
of his commander’s sentiment. 

While the blacksmith was shoeing thp horse, Mr. 
Wood asked him many questions concerning the lad 
whom he had just been chastising, and succeeded, 
beyond a doubt, in establishing his identity with the 
child whom Catherine Hall had brought into the 
world seven years since. Bijlings told him of all 
the virtues of his wife, and the manifold crimes of 
the lad ; how he stole, and fought, and lied, and swore ; 
and though the youngest und(*r his roof, exercised the 
most baneful influence over all the rest of Ui^ family, 



CATHKIUNK • A STORY. 


187 


He was determined at last, he said, to put him to the 
•parish, for he did not dare to keep him. 

He ’s a fine whidp, and would feteh ton x>it3ces in 
Virginny,’’ siglied the Ensign. 

Crimp, of Bristol, would give five for hiin,’^ said 
Mr. Wood, rum in; I ting. 

Wliy not take liim ? said the Ensign. 

“Faith, wliy not?” said Mr. Wood, “His Iceep, 
meanwlnle, will not be six[>eiK*e a day.” Then turn- 
ing round to the bla(*ksmith, “Mr. Billings,” said he, 
“you will be sur}>rised, x)m*haps, to h(‘ar that 1 know 
(iverything regarding that X)Oor lad’s history. His 
inotluu* was an unfortunate lady of high family, now 
no more; his fatlu*r a German nobleimin, Count de 
Galgenstein by name.” 

“The very man!” said Billings: “a young, fair- 
haired man, who came here witli the child, and a 
dragoon sergeant.” 

“Count de Galgenstein by name, who, on the point 
of death, recommended the infant to me.” 

“ And did he ])ay you sevtui years’ boarding ? ” said 
Mr. Billings, who was quite alive at the very idea. 

“ Alas, sir, not a jot ! he died, sir, six hundred 
pounds in my debt; did n’t he, Ensign ? ” 

“ Six hundred, upon my secred honor ! T remember 
when he got into the house along with the poll — ” 

“ Bsha ! what matters it ? ” here broke out Mr. 
Wood, looking fiercely at the Ensign. Six hundred 
pounds he owes me : how was he to pay you ? But 
he. told me to take charge of this boy, if I found him; 
and found him I have, and tv ill take charge of him, if 
you will hand him over.” 

“ Send our Tom ! ” cried Billings. And when that 
youth a^ipeared, scowling, and yet tiaunbling, and pre- 
pared, as it seemed, for another castigation, his father, 
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to his surprise, asked him if he was willing to go 
along with those gentlemen, or whether he would be’ 
a good lad and stay with liim. 

Mr. Tom replied immediately, “I won’t be a good 
lad, and 1 ’d rather go to than stay with you ! ” 

‘^Will yon leav(‘ your brothers and sisters?” said 
Billings, looking very dismal. 

“ Hang my brothers and sisters — I hate ’em ; and, 
besides, 1 have n’t got any ! ” 

^^But you had a good mother, hadn’t you, Tom ?” 

ToJii paused for a moment. 

Mother ’s gone,” said he, and you flog me, and 
I ’ll go with these men.” 

‘^Well, then, go thy ways,” said Billings, starting 
up in a passion : go thy ways for a graceless repro- 
bate; and if this gentleman will talj^e you, he may 
do so.” 

After some further parley, the conversation ended, 
and the next morning Mr. Wood’s party consisted of 
three : a little boy being mounted upon the bay horse, 
in addition to the Ensign or himself ; and the whole 
company went journeying towards Bristol. 

We have said that Mrs. Hayes had, on a sudden, 
taken a fit of maternal affection, and was bent upon 
being restored to her child ; and that benign destiny 
which watched over the life of this lucky lady in- 
stantly set about gratifying her wish, and, without 
cost to herself of coach-hire or saddle-horse, sent the 
young gentleman very quickly to her arms. The vil- 
lage in which the Hayeses dwelt was but a very few 
miles out of the road from Bristol ; whither, on the 
benevolent mission above hinted at, our party of 
worthies were bound ; and coming, towards the after- 
noon, in sight of the house of that very Justice 
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Ballance wlio had been so nearly the ruin of Ensign 
Macshane, that officer narrated, for the hmidreth time, 
and with much glee, the circumstances which had 
thou befallen him, and tlui manm^r in which Mrs. 
IJayes, the elder, had come forward to his rcs(;ue. 

“ Suppose we go and see the old girl ? ’’ suggested’ 
]\Ir. Wood. jSTo harm can c.ome to us now.” And 
his comrade always assenting, they wound their way 
towards the village, and reached it as the evening 
(ia.m(? on. In the ] ml die-house where they rested, 
Wood made inquiries concerning the Hayes family; 
was informtHl of the death of the old couple, of the 
establishment of John Hayes and his wife in their 
place, and of the kind of life that these latter led 
together. When all these points had been imparted 
to him, he ruminated much ; an expression of sublime 
triumph and exultation at length lighted up his 
features. E think, Tim,” said he at last, ‘Hhat we 
can ihake more than five pieces of that boy.” 

Oh, ill coorse ! ” said Timothy Macshane, Esq. ; 
who always agreed with his Meejor.” 

“ In coorse, you fool ! and how ? I ’ll tell you how. 
This Hayes is well to do in the world, and — ” 

And we ’ll nab him again — ha, ha ! ” roared out 
Macshane. ‘‘Tly my secred honor, Meejor, there 
never was a gineral like you at a strathyjam ! ” 
Peace, you bellowing donkey, and don’t wake the 
child. The man is well to do, his wife rules him, and 
they have no children. Now, either she will be very 
glad to have the boy back again, and pay for the find- 
ing of him, or else she has said nothing about him, 
and will pay us for being silent too : or, at any rate, 
Hayes himself will be ashamed at finding his wife 
the mother of a child a year older than his marriage, 
and will pay for the keeping of the brat away. 
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There ’s profit, my dear, in any one of the oases, oi 
my name^s not Peter Prock.^^ 

When the Ensign understood this wondrous argu 
ment, he would fain have fallen on his knees and 
worshipped his friend and guide. They began opera- 
tions, almost immediately, by aiT attack on Mrs. 
Hayes. On hearing, tis she did in private interview 
with the ex-eorporal the next inoriiiiig, that her son 
was found, she was agitated by both of the ])assions 
which Wood attributed to her. She longed to have 
the boy ba(ik, and would give any rc^asonable sum to 
see him ; but she dn^adod exposure, and would i)ay 
equally to avoid that. How could she gain the one 
point and eseap(‘ the oth(T? 

Mrs. Hayes hit upon an expedient which, I am 
given to understand, is not uncominpn now-a-days. 
She suddenly discovered that she had a dear brother, 
who had btjeii obliged to fly the country in conse- 
quence of having joined the Pretender, and had* died 
in France, leaving behind him an only son. This boy 
her brotlier had, with his last breath, recommended 
to her protection, and had confided him to the charge 
of a brotlier officer who was now in the (*ountiy, and 
would speedily iiiak(‘ liis aj)pearaiK*(‘ ; and, to put the 
story beyond a doubt, Mr. Wood wrote the letter 
from her brotlier stating all these particulars, and 
Ensign Ma(‘sjiane received full instrueiioiis how to 
])erform the part oi the brother officer.” Wliat eoii- 
sideration Mr. Wood r(*ceived for his siu’vices, we 
cannot say; only it is well known that Mr. llay(‘s 
caused to be eoiiiuiitted to jail a young apprentice in 
his service, charged wiili having broken open a cup- 
board in which ]\Tr. Hayes had forty guineas in gold 
and silver, and to whieli none but he and his wife had 
access. 
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Having made these arrangements, the Corporal and 
Ijiis little party decamped to a short distance, and Mrs. 
Catherine was left to prepare her husband for a 
speedy addition to his family, in the shape of this 
darling nephew. John Hayes received tlu* neivs with 
anything but pleasure. He had never heard of any 
brother of Catherine’s ; she had been bred at the 
workhouse, and nobody ever hinted tluit she had 
relatives : but it is (»asy for a lady of mod(‘rat(» genius 
to invent eircumstances ; and with lies, tears, threats, 
coaxings, oaths, and other blandishments, she com- 
pell(‘d him to submit. 

Two days afterwards, as Mr. Hayes was working 
in his sho]) with his lady seated beside him, the 
trampling of a horse was heard in his court-yard, and 
a gentleman, of huge stature, descended from it, and 
strode into the shop. His figure was wrapped in a 
large cloak ; but Mr. Hayes could not help fancying 
that he had somewhere seiui his face bebu’e. 

This, I preshoom,” said the gentleman, “ is Mis- 
ther Hayes, that 1 have come so many miles to see, 
and this is his amiable lady ? 1 was the most inti- 

mate frind, Madam, of your laminted brother, who 
died 111 King Lewis’s service, and whose last touching 
leithers 1 despatched to you two days ago. I have 
with me a further precious token of my dear friend, 
Cajitain Hall — it is here.P 

And so saying, the military gentleman, with one 
arm, removed his cloak, and stretching forward 
the other into Hayes’s face almost, stretched like- 
wise forward a little boy, grinning and sprawling in 
the air, and prevented only from falling to the ground 
by the hold which the Ensign kept of the waistband 
of his little coat and breeches. 

n’t he a pretty boy ?” said Mrs. Hayes, sidling 
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up to her husband tenderly, and pressing one of ]\rr. 
Hayes’s hands. 

About the lad’s beauty it is needless to say what 
the carpenter thought ; but that night, and for many, 
many nights after, the lad stayed at Mr. Hayes’s. 



CHAPTER VIII. 


KNUMKRATES THE ACCOMPLISHMENTS OF MASTER 
THOMAS HILLINGS — INTRODUCES BROCK AS DR. 
WOOD — AND ANNOUNCES THE EXECUTION OF 
ENSIGN MACSHANE. 

We are obliged, in recording this history, to follow 
riccurately that great authority, the Calendarium 
Newgaticum Roagorumque Eegisteriuin,’^ of which 
every lover of literature in the present day knows the 
value ; and as that remarkable work totally discards 
all the unities in its narratives, and reckons the life 
of its heroes only by their actions, and not by periods 
of time, we must follow in the wake of this mighty 
a.rk — a humble cockboat. When it pauses, we pause; 
when it runs ten knots an hour, we run with the same 
celerity; and as, in order to carry the reader from 
the penultimate chapter of this work unto the last 
chapter, we were compelled to make him leap over a 
gap of seven blank years, ten years more must like- 
wise be granted to us before we are at liberty to 
resume our history. 

During that period, Master Thomas Billings had 
been under the especial care of his mother ; and, as 
may be imagined, he rather increased than dimin- 
ished the accomplishments for which he had been 
remarkable while under the roof of his foster-father. 
And with this advantage, that while at the black- 
smith’s, and only tJiree or four years of age, his vir- 
tues were necessarily appreciated only in his family 
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circle, and among those few acquaintances of his own 
time of life whom a youth of three can be expected to 
meet in tin* alh'ys or over the gutku’s of a small coun- 
try hamlet, — in his motlu;r’s rc'sidence, his circle 
extended with his own growth, and he began to give 
proofs of those powers of whiedi in infancy there had 
been only encouraging indications. Thus it was no- 
wise remarkable tliat a cliild of four years should not 
know his letters, and slundd have had a gr(‘at disin- 
clination to learn tliem ; but when a young man of 
fifteen showed the same creditable ignorance, the 
same undeviating dislike, it was easy to see that he 
possessed much resolution and perseverance. When 
it was remarked, too, tliat, in case of any difference, 
he not only Ix'st th(' uslun*, but by no means disdained 
to torment and bully the v(‘ry smallest boys of the 
school, it was easy to see that his mind was comprehen- 
sive and careful, as w(dl as courag(‘ous and grasping. 
As it was said of the Duke of Wellington, in the Pen- 
insula, that he had a thought for everybody — from 
Lord Hill to tlie small(*st drummer in the army — in 
like manner Tom P>illings bestowed his attention on 
high and low ; but in the shajie of blows : he would 
fight the strongest and kick tlie smallest, and was 
always at work with one or tlu' other. At thirteen, 
when he was removed from the establishment wliither 
he had been sent, he was the cock of the school out of 
doors, and the very last boy in. He used to let the 
little boys and new-com(*rs pass him by, and laugh; 
but he always belabored them unmercifully after- 
wards; and then it was, he said, his turn to laugh. 
With such a pugnacious turn, Tom Billings ought to 
have been made a soldier and might have died a mar- 
shal ; but, by an unlucky ordinance of fate, he was 
made a tailor, and died a — never mind what for 
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the present ; suffice it to say, that he was suddenly 
cut off at a very early period of his existence, by a 
disease wliich has exercised considerable ravages 
among the British youtli. 

By consulting the authority above mentioned, we 
find that Flayos did not confine himself to the pro- 
fession of a carpenter, or remain long established in 
the country ; hut was induced, by the eager spirit of 
Mrs. Catherine most probably, to try his fortune in 
the metropolis ; wliere he lived, flourished, and died. 
Oxford Eoad, Saint Giles’s and Tottenham Court, 
were, at various periods of his residence in town, in- 
habited by him. At one place, he carried on the 
business of green-grocer and sinall-coalinan ; in an- 
other, he was carpentei*, undertaker, and lender of 
money to tln^ poor : finally, he was a lodging-house 
keeper in the Oxford or Tyburn Road; but continued 
to exercise the last-named charitable profession. 

Lending as he did upon pledges, and carrying on a 
X)retty large trade, it was not for him, of course, to 
inquire into the xjculigree of all the pieces of plate, 
the bales of (doth, swords, watches, wigs, shoe-buckles, 
etc., that w(^re confided by his friends to his keeping; 
but it is ch\ar that his friends had the requisite con- 
fidence in him, and that he enjoyed the esteem of a 
class of characters who still live in history, and are 
admired unto this very day. The mind loves to think 
that, perhaps, in Mr. Hayes’s back-parlor the gallant 
Turpin might have hob-and-nobbeci with Mrs. Cath- 
erine ; that here, perhaps, the noble Sheppard might 
have crackc'd his joke, or quaffed his pint of rum. 
Who knows but that Macheath and Pall Clifford may 
have crosS(‘d legs under Hayes’s dinner-table ? But 
why pausi^ to speculate on things that might have 
been ? why desert reality for fond imagination, or 
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call up from their honored graves the sacred dead ? 
I know not : and yet, in sooth, I can never i)ass 
Cumberland Gate without a sigh, as 1 think of the 
gallant cavaliers who traversed that road in old 
time. Pious priests accompanied their triumphs 5 
their chariots were surrounded by hosts of glitter- 
ing javelin-men. As the slave at the car of the 
Roman conqueror shouted, Remember thou art 
mortal ! ” before the eyes of the British warrior 
rode the undtu-taker and his coffin, telling him 
that he too must die ! Mark well the spot ! A hun- 
dred years ago Albion Street (where comic Power 
dwelt, Milesia’s darling son) — Albion Street was a 
desert. Tlie square of Connaught was without its 
penultimate, and, strictly speaking, naur/ht Tlie 
Edgware Road was then a road, ’t is true ; with tink- 
ling wagons passing now and then, and fragrant 
walls of snowy hawthorn blossoiirs. The ploughman 
whistled over Nutford Place ; down tlie green soli- 
tudes of Sovereign Street the merry milkmaid led the 
lowing kine. Here, then, in the midst of grecuv fields 
and sweet air — before ever omnibuses were, and 
when Pinea])ple Turnpike and Terra(*.e were alike un- 
known — here stood Tyburn: and on the road towards 
it, perhaps to enjoy the prosjiect, stood, in the year 
1725, the habitation of Mr. .rohn Hayes. 

One fine morning in the year 1725, Mrs. Hayes, 
who had been abroad in her best hat and riding-liood ; 
Mr. Hayes, who for a wonder had a(;compauied her ; 
and Mrs. Springatt, a lodger, who for a remuneration 
had the honor of sharing Mrs. Hayes’s friendship and 
table ; all returned, smiling and rosy, at about half- 
past ten o’clock, from a walk which they had taken 
to Bays water. Many thousands of peoph; were like- 
wise seen flocking down the Oxford Road; and you 
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would rather have thought, from the smartness of 
thtur appearance and the pleasure depicted in their 
counttmaiices, that they were just issuing from a 
sermon, than quitting the ceremony wliich they had 
been to attend. 

ddie fact is, that they had just been to see a gen- 
tleman hanged, — a (^heap pleasure, wliich the Hayes 
family never denied themsidves ; and they returned 
hoiiKi witli a good appetite to breakfast, braced by 
tlie walk, and tickled into hunger as it were by the 
spectacle. 1 can recollect, when 1 was a gyp at Cam- 
bridge, that the ^‘men ” used to have breakfast-parties 
for the very same purpose ; and the exhibition of 
the morning acted infallibly upon the stomach, and 
caused the young students to eat with much voracity. 

Well, Mrs. Catherine, a handsome, well-dressed, 
plump, rosy woman, of three or four and thirty (and 
when, my cU'ar, is a woman handsomer than at that 
age ?) came in quite merrily from her walk, and 
mitered the back-parlor, which looked into a pleasant 
yard, or garden, whereon the sun was shining very 
gayly; and where, at a table covered with a nice 
white cloth, laid out with some silver mugs, too, and 
knives, all with dilfermit crests and patterns, sat an 
old gentleman reading in an old book. 

“Here we are at last, Doctor,” said Mrs. Hayes, 
“ and here ’s his speech.” She produced the little 
halfpenny tract, wliich to this day is sold at the gal- 
lows-foot upon the death of every offender. “IVe 
seen a many men turned off, to be sure ; but 1 never 
did see one who bore it more like a man than he 
did.” 

“My dear,” said the gentleman addressed as Doctor, 
“ was as cool and as brave as steel, and no more 
icmded hanging than tooth-drawing.” 
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It was tlu^ drink that ruined him,” said Mrs. Cat, 
Drink, and bad company. I warned him, my 
dear, — E warned liim years ago: and directly h(‘ got 
into AVild's gang, I knew that he had not a year to 
run. Ah, why, my love, will men continue such dan- 
gerous courses," continued the Doctor, with a sigh, 
“and jeopardy their lives for a miserable watch or a 
snuff-box, of which Air. Wild takes three-fourths of 
the produce? lUit here comes the breakfast; anti, 
egad, I a.m as hungry as a lad of twtuity.” 

Indeed, at this inomtuit Airs, llayt^s’s servant aj)- 
ptuired with a smoking dish of bacon and greens ; and 
Mr. Hayt's himself ascended from the cellar (of which 
lie ke})t the key), bearing with him a tolerably large 
jug of small beer. To this repast the Doctor, Airs. 
S])ringatt (tln^ other lodger), and Air. and Airs. Hayes, 
proceeded with grtnit alacrity. A fifth coven* was laid, 
but not used; the company remarking that “Tom had 
veiy likely found some actpiaintances at Tyburn, with 
whom he might (dioose to ])ass the morning.” 

Tom was .Master Thomas Jbllings, now of the age of 
sixteen : slim, smart, five feet ten inches in height, 
handsome, sallow in complexion, black-eyed, and black- 
haired. Air. Ibllings was ap])rentice to a tailor, of tol- 
erable practice, who was to take him into jiartnership 
at the end of his term. It was supi)osed, find with 
reason, that Tom would not fail to make a fortune in 
this business ; of which the xiresent head was one 
Beinkleider, a (xermaii. Beinkh'ider was skilful in 

(I 

his trade (after the manner of his nation, whi(di in 
breeches and metajdiysics — iii inex])ressibles and iii- 
com])r(diensibl(*s — may instruct all Europe), but too 
fond of his j)lf*asur(‘. Some ])roinissory ii()t(*s of his 
hadfo?»!i(l their way into Hayes’s hands, and had given 
him thi^ means not only of xn-oviding Alastcr Billings 
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with a cheap apprenticeshij), and a cheap partnership 
afterwards ; ,but would empower him^ in one or two 
years after the young partner had joined the firm, to 
eject the old one altogether. So that there was every 
prospect that, when Mr. Billings was twenty-one years 
of age, poor Beinkleider would have to act, not as his 
master, but his journeyman. 

Tom was a very precpcioiis youth ; was supplied by 
a doting mother with plenty of pocket-money, and 
spent it with a number of lively companions of both 
sexes, at plays, bull-baitings, fairs, jolly parties on the 
river, and su(;h like innocent amusements. He could 
throw a main, too, as well as his elders ; had pinked 
his man, in a row at Madam King’s in the Piazza; 
and was much respected at the lloundhouse. 

Mr. Hayes was not very fond of this promising 
young g(‘ntleman ; indeed, he had tlie baseness to bear 
malicu*, because^ in a (piarrel which occurred about 
two years previously, he, Hayes, being desirous to 
chastise Mr. Billings, had found himself not only 
(piite in(H)m}H‘t(*nt, but actually at the mercy of the 
boy, who struck him over the head with a joint-stool, 
f(‘lled Imii to tlie ground, and swoiv he would have his 
life. 4hie Dockor, who was then also a lodgcu' at Mr. 
Playes’s inttu’posed, and restored the combatants, not 
to fneiulship, but to peace. Hayes never afterwards 
attempted to lift his hand to the young man, but con- 
tented himself with hating him profoundly. In this 
sentiment Mr, Billings jiarticipated cordially ; and, 
quite unlike Mr. Hay(‘s, who never dared to show his 
dislike, used on every occasion when they met, by ac- 
tions, looks, words, sneers, and curses, to let his step- 
father know the opinion which he had of him. Why 
did not Hayes discard the boy altogetlnn- ? Be(‘uuse, 
if he did so, he was really afraid of his life, and be^ 
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cause he trembled before Mrs. Hayes, his lady, as the 
leaf trembles before the tempest in October. His 
breath was not liis own, but hers ; his money, too, had 
been chiefly of her getting, — for though he was as 
stingy and mean as mortal man can be, and so likely 
to save much, he had not the gcmins for gating which 
Mrs. Hayes possessed. She kept his books (for she 
had learned to read and write by this time), she made 
his bargains, and slie directed the operations of the 
poor-spirited little capitalist. AVheii bills became due, 
and creditors pressed for time, then slu* brought 
Hayes’s own prob'ssional merits into jday. The man 
was as deaf and cold as a rock ; never did poor trades- 
man gain a penny from him; never were the bailiffs 
delayed one single minute from their prey. The 
Beinkleider business, for instance, showed pretty well 
the genius of the two. Hayes was for closing with 
him at once; but his wife saw tlie vast profits which 
might be drawn out of him, and arranged the appren- 
ticeship and the partnership befor(‘ alluded to. The 
woman heartily scorned and spit upon her husband, 
who fawned upon her lik(‘ a spaniel. She loved good 
cheer ; she did not want for a certain kind of gener- 
osity. The only feeling that Hayes had for any one 
except himself was for his wife, whom lie held in a cow- 
ardly awe and attachment: In^ liked drink, too, which 
made him chirping and merry, and accejited willingly 
any treats that his acquaintances might offer him ; but 
he would suffer agonies wlien his wife brought or or- 
dered from th(* cellar a bottle of wine. 

And now for the Doctor. He was about seventy 
years of age. He had been much abroad; be was of 
a sober, cheerful aspect; he dressed handsomely and 
quietly in a broad hat and cassock ; but saw no com- 
pany exc(q>t the few friends whom he met at the 
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Doffee-house. He liad an income of about a hundred 
pounds, which he promised to leave to young Billings. 
He was amused with the lad, and fond of his mother, 
and had boarded with them for some years past. The 
Doctor, in lact, was our old friend Corporal Brock ; 
the Kev. Dr. Wood now, as he had been Major Wood 
fifteen years back. 

Any one who has read the former part of this his- 
tory must have seen that we have spoken throughout 
witli invariable respect of Mr. Brock; and that in 
evt*ry circumstance in which he has appeared, he has 
acted not only witli prudence, but often with genius. 
The early obstacle to Mr. Brock^s success was want 
of conduct simply. Drink, women, play — how many 
a brave fellow havii they ruined ! — had pulled Brock 
down as often as his merit had carried him up. 
When a man’s passion for play has brought him to be 
a scoundrel, it at once ceases to be hurtful to him in 
a worldly point of view ; he cheats, and wins. It is 
only for the idle and luxurious that women retain 
tlieir fascinations to a very late period; and Brock’s 
passions liad been whipped out of him in Virginia; 
where niiudi ill health, ill treatment, hard labor, and 
hard food, speedily [)iit an end to them. He forgot 
there even how to tlriiik ; rum or wine made this poor 
declining gentleman so ill that he could indulge in 
them no longer; and so his three vices Avere cured. 
Had he been ambitious, there is little doubt but that 
]\Ir. Brock, on his return from transportation, might 
hav^ risen in the world ; but he was old and a phi- 
los()j)hei*: he did not care about rising. Living was 
cheaper in those days, and interest for money higlier : 
when he had amassed about six hundred pounds, he 
purchased an annuity of seventy-two pounds, and 
gave out — why should he not ? — that he had the 
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capital as well as the interest. After leaving the 
Hayes family in the country, he found them again in 
London; he took up his abode with them, and was 
attached to the mother and the son. Do you suppose 
that rascals have not affections like other people? 
hearts, Madam — ay, hearts — and family ties which 
they cherish ? As the Doctor lived on with this 
charming family, he- began to regret that he had sunk 
all his money in annuities, and could not, as he re- 
peatedly vowed he would, leave his savings to his 
adopted children. 

He felt an indescribable pleasure suave man 
magno,^^ etc.) in watching the storms and tempests 
of the Hayes menage. He used to encourage Mrs. 
Catherine into anger when, haply, that lady^s fits of 
calm would last too long; he used to warm up the 
disputes between Avife and husband, mother and son, 
and enjoy them beyond expression : they served him 
for daily amusement ; and he used to laugh until the 
tears ran down his venerable cheeks at the accounts 
which young Tom continually brought him of his 
pranks abroad among watchmen and constables, at 
taverns or elsewhere. 

When, therefore, as the party were discussing their 
bacon and cabbage, Ix^fore which the liev. Doctor with 
much gravity said grace, Master Tom entered, Doctor 
Wood, who. had before been rather gloomy, imme- 
diately brightened up, and made a place for Billings 
between himself and Mrs. Catherine. 

How do, old cock?^^ said that young gentleman 
familiarly, ‘^llow goes it, Mother ?'' And so say* 
ing, he seized eagerly upon the jug of beer which Mr. 
Hayes had drawn, and from which the latter was 
about to help himself, and poured down his throat 
exactly one quart. 
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Ah ! said Mr, Billings, drawing breath after a 
draught which he had learned accurately to gauge 
from the habit of drinking out of pewter measures 
which held precisely that quantity — ‘‘ Ah ! ” said 
Mr. Billings, drawing breath, and wiping his mouth 
with his sleeves, this is very thin stuff, old Square- 
toes ; but my coppers have been red-hot since last 
night, and they wanted a sluicing.’^ 

Should you like some ale, dear ? ” said Mrs. 
Hayes, that fond and judicious parent. 

A quart of brandy, Tom ? ’’ said Dr. Wood. 

Your papa will run down to the cellar for it in a 
minute.’’ 

‘‘I’ll see him hanged first!” cried Mr. Hayes, 
quite frightened. 

“ Oh, fie, now, you unnatural father I ” said the 
Doctor. 

The very )iame of father used to put Mr. Hayes in 
a fury. “I’m not his father, thank Heaven!” said 
he. 

“ No, nor nobody else’s,” said Tom. 

Mr. Hayes only muttered “Base-born brat !” 

“ His father was a gentleman, — that ’s more than 
you ever were ! ” screamed Mrs. Hayes. “His father 
was a man of spirit ; no cowardly sneak of a carpen- 
ter, Mr, Hayes ! Tom has noble blood in his veins, 
for all he has a tailor’s appearance ; and if his mother 
had had her right, she would be now in a coach-and- 
six.” 

“ I wish T could find my father,” said Tom ; “ for 
I think Polly Briggs and I would look mighty well 
^ in a coach-and-six.” Tom fancied that if his father 
was a count at the time of his birth, he must be a 
prince now ; and, indeed, went among his companions 
by the latter august title. 
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“ Ay, Tom, that you would,” cried his mother, look- 
ing at him fondly. 

With a sword by my side, and a hat and feather, 
there ’s never a lord at St. James’s would cut a liner 
figure.” 

After a little more of this talk, in which Mrs. 
Hayes let the company know her high opinion of 
her sou — wdio, as usual, took care to sliow liis ex- 
treme contempt for his step-father — the latter re- 
tired to his occupations; the lodger, J\Iis. Springatt, 
who had never said a word all this tiin(% retired to 
her apartment on the second floor ; and, pulling out 
their pipes and tobacco, the old gentleman and the 
young one solaced themselves with half an hour’s 
more talk and smoking; while the thrifty Mrs. 
Hayes, opposite to them, was busy with her books. 

^‘What’s ill the confe.ssioiis ? ” said j\lr. Jblhngs 
to Doctor Wood. There were six of \‘m beside.s 
Mac; two for sheep, four housebreakers; but noth- 
ing of consequence, 1 faii(‘y ' 

There ’s the paper,” said Wood, archly. “ Read 
for yourself, Tom.” 

Mr. Tom looked at the same time very fierce and 
very foolish ; for, tfiough he could drink, swear, and 
fight, as well as any lad of his inches in England, 
reading was not among his accomj)Ji.shnK*nts. 

tell you what, Doctor,” .said he, “ you ! liave no 

bantering with me, — for I’m not the man that will 
bear it, me!*' and he threw a tremendous swag- 

gering look across the table. 

I want you to learn to read, Tommy dear. Look 
at your mother there over her books : she keeps them ' 
as neat as a scrivener now, and at twenty she could 
make never a .stroke.” 

‘‘Your godfather speaks for your good, cliildj and 
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for me, thou knowest that I have promised thee a 
gold-headed cane and periwig on the first day that 
thou canst read me a column of the ‘ Flying Post/ 
Hang the periwig ! ” said Mr. Tom, testily. ‘‘ Let 
my godfather read the paper himself, if he has a 
liking for it.^^ 

W^iereupon the old gentleman put on his sixjctacles, 
and glanced over tlie sheet of whitey-browii paper, 
which, ornamented with a picture of a gallows at the 
top, contained the biographies of the seven iiiiliicky 
individuals who had that immiing suftVred the penalty 
of the law. Witli tlH^ six heroes wlio came first in 
the list we have nothing to do j but havti before us a 
coi)y of the ])aper (containing the life of No. 7, and 
which the Doctor r<;ad with an audible voice ; — 

** CAPTAIN MACSIIANE. 

^‘The seventh victim to his own crimes w^l8 the famous 
highwayman, Captain Macshanc, so well known as the Irish 
Fire-eater. 

“ The Captain came to the ground in a fine white lawn shirt 
and nightcap ; and, being a Papist in his religion, was attended 
by Father O’ Flaherty, Popish priest, and chaplain to the 
Bavarian Envoy. 

“ Captain Macshane was born of resj^ctablo parents, in the 
town of Cloiuikilty, in Ireland, being descended from most of 
the kings in that country. He had the honor of serving their 
Majesties King Williiim and Queen Mary, and her Majesty 
Queen Anne, in Flanders and Spain, and obtained much 
credit from my Lords Marlborough and Peterborough for his 
valor. 

“ But being placed on half-pay at the end »)f the war, En- 
sign Macshane took to evil courses; and, frequenting the 
bagnios and dice-houses, was speedily brought to ruin. 

“ Being at this pass, he fell in with the notorious Captain 
Wood, and they two together committed many atrocious rob- 
beries in the inland counties ; but these being too hot toehold 
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them, they went into the west, where they were unknown. 
Here, however, the day of retribution arrived; for, having 
stolen three pewter-pots from a public-house, they, under false 
names, were tried at Exeter, and transported for seven years 
beyond the sea. Thus it is seen that Justice never sleeps ; 
but, sooner or later, is sure to overtake the criminal. 

“ On their return from Virginia, a quarrel about booty 
arose between these two, and Macshane killed Wood an a 
combat that took place between them near to the town of 
Bristol ; but a wagon coming up, IMaeshane was obliged to fly 
without the ill-gotten wealth : so true is it, that wickedness 
never prospers. 

“ Two days afterwards, Macshane met the coach of Miss 
Macraw, a Scotch lady and heiress, going, for lumbago and 
gout, to the Batli. He at first would have robbed this lady ; 
but such were his ai-ts, that he induced her to marry him ; 
and they lived together for seven yearn in the town of Edden- 
boro, in Scotland, — he passing under the name of Colonel 
Geraldine. Tlie lady dying, and Macshane having expended 
all her wealth, he was obliged to resume his former evil 
courses, in order to save himself from slur vat ion ; whereupon 
he robbed a Scotch lord, by name the Ijord of Whistlebinkie, 
of a mull of snuff ; for which crime he was coTKlenined to the 
Tolbooth prison at Eddenboro, in Scotland, and whipped many 
times in .publick. 

“ These deserved punishments did not at all alter Captain 
Macshane’s di.s])ositiom ; and on the 17th of February last, he 
stopped the Bavarian Eiivoy^s coach on Blackheath, coming 
from Dover, and robbed his Excellency and his chaplain ; tak- 
ing from the former his money, watches, star, a fur-cloak, liis 
sword (a very valuable one) ; and from the latter a Romish 
missiil, out of which he wtis then reading, and a case-bottle.” 

The Bavarian Envoy ! ” said Tom, parenthetically. 

My master, Beinkleider, was his lordship’s regimen- 
tal tailor in Germany, and is now making a court suit 
for him. It will be a matter of a hundred pounds to 
liim, I warrant.’^ 
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Dr. Wood resumed his reading. “Hum — hum! 
A Komish missal, out of which he was reading, and a 
case-bottle.’^ 

“By means of the famous Mr. Wild, this notorious criminal 
WHS l>rou^lit to justice, and the case-bottle and missal have 
been restored to Father (^Flaherty. 

“ During his confinement in N(nv<^ate, Mr. Macshane could 
not be brought to ox]>ress any contrition for his crimes, except 
that of liaving killed his connnanding ofhcer. For this Wood 
he pretondecl aii excessive sorrow, and vowed that us(piebangh 
ha<l l)een tin* canse of his deatli, — indee<l, in [uison he partook 
of m» other Ihpior, and drunk a bottle of it on the day before 
his cleath. 

“He was visited by several of the clergy and gentry in his 
c(dl ; among others, by Uie Popish priest whom he had robbed, 
Father O’Flalierty, before mentioned, wlio attended him like- 
wise in his last moments (if that idolatrous worship may be 
called attention) ; and likewise by the Father’s patron, the 
Bavarian Ambassador, his Excellency Count Maximilian de 
Galgenstein.*’ 

As old AVood came to these words, he paused to 
give them utterance. 

“ What ! Max ? ’’ screamed Mrs. Hayes, letting her 
iiik-bottle fall over her ledgers. * 

“ Why, be hanged if it ben’t my father ! ” said Mr. 
Billings. 

“Your fatlu'r, sure enough, unless there be others 
of his name, and unless the scoundrel is hanged,” said 
the Doctor — sinking his voice, however, at the end of 
the sentence. 

Mr. Billings broke his pipe in an agony of joy. 
“ 1 think we ’ll ^have the coach now, Mother,” says 
he; “and I’m blessed if J^olly Briggs shall not look 
as fine as a duchess.” 

“Polly Briggs is a low slut, Tom, and not fit for 
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the likes of you, his Excellency's son. Oh, lie ! You 
must be a gentleman now, sirrah; and I doubt 
whether I shahi’t take you away from that odious 
tailor’s shop altogether.” 

To this proposition jVIr. Billings ol)jected altogether ; 
foi*, besides Mrs. before alluded to, the young 

gentleman was miich atlacdied to his master’s daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Margfiret Gretel, or Gretcdien Beinkleider. 

No, ’’says he. There will be time to think of 
that hereafter, Ma’am. If my pa, makes a man of me, 
why, of course, the sliop may go to the deuce, for what 
I care ; but W(^ had better wait, look you, for some- 
thing certain, before we give iq) such a pretty bird in 
the hand as this.” 

“ He speaks like Solomon,” said tlie Doctor. 

always said he would be a eiMMlit to his old 
mother, didn’t I, Brock?” cried Mrs. (\at, embracing 
her son very atfectionatedy. cn*(>dit to heu’ ; ay, i 
warrant, a r(‘al blessing ! And dost thou want any 
money, Tom ? for a lord’s son must not go about 
without a few pieces in liis pocket. And I tell thee. 
Tommy, thou must go and see his lordship ; and thou 
shalt have a ])iece of brocade for a waistcoat, thou 
shalt ; ay, and the silver-hilted sword I told thee of : 
but oh. Tommy, Tom my I have a care, and don’t be 
a-drawing of it in naughty company at the gj^xning- 
houses, or at the — ” 

^‘A drawing of fiddlesticks, Mother! If I go to 
see my father, I must have a reason for it ; and in- 
stead of going with a sword in my hand, I shall take 
something else in it.” 

“The lad is a lad of nom,^^ cried Dr. Wood, “although 
his mother does spoil lii m so cruelly. Look you, Madam 
Cat : did you not hear w’^hat he said about Beinkleider 
and the clothes ? Tommy will just wait on the Count 
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with his lordship’s breeches. A man may learn a 
deal of news in the trying on of a pair of breeches.” 

And so it was agreed that in this manner the son 
should at first make his appearance before his father. 
Mrs. Cat gave him the piece of brocade, which, in the 
cotirse of the day, was fashioned into a smart waist- 
(ioat (for Beinkleider’s shop was close by, in Cavendish 
Square). Mrs. Gretel, with many blushes, tied a fine 
blue ribbon round his neck ; and, in a pair of silk stock- 
ings, with gold buckles to his shoes. Master Billings 
looked a very pro]')er young gentleman. 

And, I'oniiny,” said his mother, bushing and hesi- 
tating, should Max — should his lordship ask after 
your — want to know if your mother is alive, you can 
say she is, and avcII, and often talks of old times. 
And, Tommy ” (after another paus(j), you need n’t 
say anything about Mr. Hayes; only say I’m quite 
well.” 

Mrs. Hayes looked at him as he marched down the 
street, a long, long way. Tom was proud and gay 
in liis new costume, and was not unlike his father. 
As she looked, lo ! Oxford Street disappeared, and 
she saw a griien common, and a village, and a little 
inn. There was a soldier leading a pair of horses 
about on the green common; and in the inn sat a 
cavalier, so young, so merry, so beautiful ! Oh, what 
slim white liands lie had ; and winning words, and 
tender, gentle blue eyes ! Was it not an honor to a 
country lass that such a noble genthniian should look 
at her for a moment ? Had he not some charm about 
him that she must needs obey when he whispered in 
her ear, Com^, follow me ! ” As she walked towards 
the lane that morning, how well she remembered each 
spot as she passed it, and the look it wore for the last 
time ! How the smoke was rising from the^ pastures, 
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how the fish were jumping and plashing in the mill- 
stream ! There was the church, with all its windows 
lighted up with gold, and yonder were the reapers 
sweeping down the brown corn. She tried to sing as 
she went up the hill — what was it ? She could not 
remember ; but oli,- how well she remembered the 
sound of the horse’s hoofs, as they came quicker, 
quicker — nearer, nearer! How noble he looked on 
his great horse ! Was he thinking of her, or were 
they all silly words which he spoke last night, merely 
to pass away the time and deceive poor girls with ? 
Would he remember them, would he ? 

Cat my dear,” here cried Mr. Brock, alias Cap- 
tain, alias Dr. Wood, “here ’s the meat a-getting cold, 
and I am longing for my breakfast.” 

As they went in he looked her hard in the face. 
“What, still it, you silly girl? I’ve been watch- 
ing you these five minutes, Cat; and be hanged but 
I think a word from Galgenstein, and you would 
follow him as a fly does a treacle-pot?” 

They went in to breakfast ; but though there was 
a hot shoulder of mutton and onion-sauce — Mrs. 
Catherine’s favorite dish — she never touched a morsel 
of it; 

In the meanwhile Mr. Thomas Billings, in his new 
clothes wliicli bis mamma had given him, in his new 
ribbon which the fair Miss Beinkleider had tied round 
his neck, and having his Excellency’s breeches wrapped 
in a silk haiKh^rchief in his right hand, turned down 
in the direction of Whitehall, where the Bavarian 
Envoy lodged. But, before he waited on him, Mr. 
Billings, being excessively pleased with his personal 
appearance, made an early visit to Mrs. Briggs, who 
lived in the neighborhood of Swallow Street; and 
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who, after expressing herself with much enthusiasm 
regarding her Tommy’s good looks, immediately asked 
him what he would stand to drink ? Raspberry gin 
being suggested, a pint of that liquor was sent for ; 
and so great was the confidence and intimacy subsist- 
ing between these two young people, that the reader 
will be glad to hear that Mrs. Polly accepted every 
shilling of the money which Tom Billings had received 
from his mamma the day before ; nay, could with 
difficulty be prevented from seizing upon the cut- 
velvet breeches which he was carrying to the noble- 
man for whom they were made. Having paid his 
adieux to Mrs. Polly, Mr. Billings departed to visit 
his father. 



CHAPTER IX. 


INTBKVTEW BETWEEN COUNT GALGENSTEIN AND MAS- 
TER THOMAS BILLIN(JS, AVHEN HE INFORMS THBI 
(X)UNT OF HIS l*AUEi\TAGE. 

I don’t know in all this miserable world a more 
miserable sju'ctacOe than that of a young fellow of 
five or six and forty. British army, that nursery 
of valor, turns out many of the young fellows I mean : 
who, having flaunt(‘d in dragoon uniforms from seven- 
teen to six-and-thirty ; having bought, sold, or swajDped ^ 
during that ])eriod some two hundred horses ; having 
played, say fiftenm thousand games at billiards; hav- 
ing drunk some six thousand bottles of wine ; having 
consumed a reasonable number of Nugee coats, split 
many dozen pairs of high-heeled Iloby boots, and read 
the newspaper and the army-list duly, retire from the 
service when they luive attained their eighth lustre, 
and saunter through the world, trailing from London 
to Cheltenham, and from Boulogne to Laris, and from 
Paris to Baden, their idleness, their ill-health, and 
their ennui, Tn the morning of youth,” and when 
seen along with whole troops of their companions, 
these flowers look gaudy and brilliant enough; but 
there is no object more dismal than one of them 
alone, and in its autumnal or seedy state. My friend, 
Captain Popjoy, is one of them who has arrived at 
this condition, and whom everybody knows by his 
title of Father Pop. A kinder, simpler, more empty- 
headed fellow does not exist. He is forty-seven years 
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old, and appears a young, good-looking^man of sixty. 
At the time of the Army of Occupation he really was 
as good-looking a man as any in the Dragoons, He 
now uses all sorts of stratagems to cover the bald 
place on his head, by combing certain thin gray side- 
locks over it. He has, in revenge, a pair of enormous 
mustaches, which he dyes of the richest blue-black. 
His nose is a good deal larger and redder than it used 
to be ; his eyelids have grown flat and heavy ; and a 
little pair of red, watery eyeballs float in the midst of 
them: it seems as if the light which was once in those 
sickly green pupils had extravasated into the white 
part of the eye. If Fop’s^egs are not so firm and 
muscular as they used to be in those days when he 
took such leaps into White’s buckskins, in revenge 
his waist is much larger. He wears a very good coat, 
however, and a waistband, which he lets out after 
dinner. Before ladies he blushes, and is as silent as 
a schoolboy. He calls them modest women.” His 
society is chiefly among young lads belonging to his for- 
mer profession. lf(^ knows the best wine to be had at 
each tavern or cafe, and the waiters treat him with 
much respectfu] familiarity. He knows the names of 
every one of tluuu; and shouts out, ‘^Send Markwell 
here ! ” or, Tell Cuttriss to give us a bottle of the yel- 
low seal ! ” or, “ Dizzy voo, Monsure Borrel, noo donny 
sham pang frapj)y,” etc. He always makes the salad 
or the punch, and dines out three hundred days in the 
year : the oth(;r days you see him in a two-franc eat- 
ing-house at Paris, or prowling about Eupert Street 
or St. Martin’s Court, where you get a capital cut of 
meat for eightpence. He ha^ decent lodgings and 
scrupulously clean linen; his animal functions are 
still tolerably well preserved, his spiritual have evap- 
orated long since ; he sleeps well, has no conscience, 
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Ijelieves to be a respectable fellow, and is 

tolerably happy on the days when he is asked out to 
dinner. 

Poor Pop is not very high in the scale of created 
beings ; but, if you fancy there is none lower, you are 
in egregious error. There was once a man who had a 
mysterious exhibition of an animal quite unknown to 
naturalists, called ^^the wusser.” Those curious in- 
dividuals who desired to see the imisser were intro- 
duced into an apartment where appeared before them 
nothing more than a little lean, shrivelled, hideous, 
blear-eyed, mangy pig. Every one cri(*d out Swin- 
dle!” and ^SShame!” ^‘^^itience, gentlemen, be 
heasy,” said the showman : look at that there hani- 
mal : it ’s a perfect phenomaly of hugliness : I engage 
you never see siudi a pig.” Nobody ever had seen. 

Now, gentlemen,” said he, I T1 keep my promise, 
has per bill ; and bad as that there pig is, look at this 
here” (he showed another). ^^Look at this here, and 
youTl see at once that it’s a wusser.^^ In like man- 
ner the Popjoy breed is bad enough, but it serves only 
to show off the Galgenstein race ; which is wusser, 

Galgenstein had l(*d a very gay life, as the saying 
is, for the last fifteen years ; such a gay one, that he 
had lost all capacity of enjoyment by this time, and 
only possessed inclinations without powers of gratify- 
ing them. He had grown to b(^ exquisitely curious 
and fastidious about meat and drink, for instance, and 
all that he wanted was an appetite. He carried about 
with him a P’nundi cook, who could not make him 
eat ; a doctor, wlio could not make him well ; a mis- 
tress, of whom he was heurtily sick after two days ; a 
])riest, who had been a favorite of the exemplary 
Dubois, and by turns used to tickle him by the im- 
position of a penaiiccy or by the repetition of a talc 
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from the renieiJ of Nocn*, or La F«aro. All his appe^ 
tit(*s were wasted and worn ; only souk^ monstrosity 
would galvanize tln'm into moimmtary action. He 
was ill that effete state to which many noblemen of 
his time had arrived ; who were lu^ady to believe in 
ghost-raising or in gold-making, or to retire into 
monasteries and wear hair-shirts, or to dabble in con- 
spiracies, or to (lie in love with litth* (iook-maids of 
fifteen, or to pine for the smiles or at the frowns of a 
prince of the blood, or to go mad at the refusal of a 
(dianib(‘rlain’s key. The last gratification he remem- 
bered to have enjoy(‘d was that of riding bareheaded 
in a soaking rain for thrce^iours by tlie side of his 
Grand l)uk('’s mistr(*ss’s coacb ; taking the pas of 
Count KraUwinkel, who challenged him, and was run 
through the body for this very dispute. Galgensteiii 
gained a rheumatic gout by it, which put him to tor- 
tures for many months; and was further gratified 
with the post of English Envoy. He had a fortune, 
he asked no salary, and could look the envoy very 
well. Father O' Flaherty did all the duties, and fur- 
thermorc^ ae.ted as a spy over the ambassador — a sin- 
ecure ])()st; for the man had no feelings, wishes, or 
opinions — absolutely none. 

^^Ul)OU my life, Father,” said this worthy man, 
care for nothing. You have been talking for an hour 
about the lh*gent’s death, and the Duchess of Phala- 
ris, and sly old IHeury, and what not : and I care just 
as mueli as if you told me that one of my Bauers at 
Galgeijst(dn had kill(‘d a pig ; or as if my lackey, La 
Bose yoiuhu', had made love to my mistress.” 

He does ! ” said tin' revennjd gentleman. 

^^Ah, Monsieur TAbbe!” said La Hose, who was 
arrajiging his master’s enormous court periwig, you 
are, hHas! wrong. Monsieur le Comte will not be 
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angry at my saying that I wish the accusation 
were true.” 

The Count did not take the slightest notice of La 
Tlose^s wit, but continued his own complaints. 

I tell you, Abbe, I care for nothing, T lost a 
thousand guineas t ’other night at basset ; I Avish to 
iny heart I could have been vexed about it. Egad ! I 
remember the day Avhen to lose a hundred made me 
half mad for a month. Well, next day I had my re- 
venge at dice, and threw thirteen mains. Tliere Avas 
some delay ; a call for fresh bones, T think ; and 
Avould you believe it ? I fell asleep Avith the box in 
my hand ! ” 

A desperate case, indeed,” said the AbbA 

“ If it had not been for KraliAvinkel I should have 
been a dead man, that ’s positive. That pinking him 
saved me.” 

I make no doubt of it,” said the Abbe. Had 
your Excellency not run him through, he, without a 
doubt, AA'ould have done the same for you.” 

^^Psha! you mistake my words. Monsieur PAbb^” 
(yaAvning). 1 mean — what cursed chocolate ! — 
that I was dying for w.ant of excitement, that I 
care for dying; no, d me, if I do ! ” 

When you do, your Excellency means,” said the 
Abbe, a fat, gray-haired Irishman, from the Irlandois 
College at Paris. 

His Excellency did not laugh, nor understand jokes 
of any kind ; h(^ Avas of an undeviating stupidity, and 
only re])lied, Sir, T mean what 1 say. I don’t care 
for living : no, nor for dying either ; but I can speak 
as Avell as another, and T ’ll thank you not to be 
correcting my phrases a 4 » if 1 were one of your cursed 
schoolboys, and not a gentlemen of fortune and 
blood.” 



CATHERINE: A STORY. 


167 


Herewith the Count, who had uttered four sentences 
about himself (he never spoke of anything t*lse) sunk 
back on his pillows again, quite exhausted by liis 
eloquence. The Abbd, who had a S(;at and a table by 
the bedside, resumed the labors which had brought 
hiju into the room in the morning, and busied himself 
with pnjiers, whieii occasionally he handed over to 
his su])erior for aj)j)roval. 

Presently Monsieur La Hose ai)peared. 

Mere is a person with clothes from Mr. Beinklei- 
dcu’^S. Will your Excellency see him, or shall I bid 
him leave tlie (dothcs ? 

The Count was very much fatigued by this time *, 
he had signed three pai)ers, and read the first half- 
dozen lines of a pair of them. 

^‘l)id the fellow (tome in. La Hose; and, hark ye, 
give me my wig: oiut must show one’s s(‘]f to be a 
gentleman before these scoundrels.*’ And he there- 
fore mounted a large cliestnut-c'.olored, orange-scented 
])yramid of horse-liair, which was to awe the 
new-(;omer. 

He was a lad of about seventeen, in a smart waist- 
coat and a bluet ribbon : our friend Tom Billings, 
ind(i(‘d. H(t carried under his arm the Count’s 
destined breeches. He did not seem in the least 
awTHl, howevc]*, by his Excellency’s appearance, but 
looked at hijii with a. grt‘at degree of curiosity and 
boldness. In th(t sanut manner he surveyed the 
ch[i[)laiii, and tlien nodded to him with a kind look of 
recognition. 

“ Where have I seen the lad ? ” said the Bather. 

(111, I have it ! My good friend, you w^ere at the 
hanging yesterday, 1 think?” 

Mr.’ Billings gave a very significant nod with his 
head, ‘‘ I mtver miss/" said he. 
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What a young Turk ! And pray, sir, do you go 
for pleasure, or for business ? ’’ 

Business ! what do you mean by business ? ” 

Oh, I did not know whether you might be brought 
up to the trade, or your relations be undergoing the 
operation.” 

“ My relations,” said Mr. Billings, proudly, and 
staring the Count full in the face, ‘‘was not made for 
no such thing. I hn a tailor now, but 1 hn a gentle- 
man’s son: as good a man, ay, as his lordsliij) there: 
for you a’n’t his lordship — you’re the Popish priest 
you are j and we were very near giving you a touch 
of a few Protestant stones, master.” 

The Count began to be a little amused; he was 
pleased to see the Abbe look alarmed, or even foolish. 

“Egad, AbbeV’ said he, “you turn as white as a 
sheet.” 

“ 1 don’t fancy being murdered, my lord,” said the 
Abbe, hastily ; “ and murdered for a good work. It 
was but to be useful to yonder poor Irishman, who 
saved me as a [)ris()ner in Flanders, when Marl- 
borough would hav(^ hung me up like poor Maeshane 
himself was yesterday.” 

“ Ah ! ” said the Count, bursting out with some 
energ}^, “I w'as thinking who the fellow could be, 
ever since he robbed me on the Heath. I recollect 
the scoundrel now ; he was a second in a duel 1 had 
here in the year G.” 

“Along with Major Wood, behind Montague 
House,'" said Mr. Billings. “ I ’ve heard on it.” And 
here he looked more knowing than ever. 

“ You ! ” cried the Count, more and more surprised. 
“And pray wht) the devil are you ? ” 

“My name’s Billings.” 

“ Billings ? ” said the Count. 
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come out of Warwickshire,” said Mr. Billings. 

“ Indeed ! ” 

I was born at Birmingham town.” 

Were you really ! ” 

^^My mother’s name was Hayes,” continued Bil- 
lings, ill a solemn voice. “I was put out to nurse 
along with Jolin Billings, a blacksmith; and my 
father run away. Kow do you know who I am ? ” 

Why, upon honor, now,'’ said the (Vmnt, who was 
amused, — “ upon honor, Mr. Billings, 1 have not that 
advantage.” 

‘^W(‘ll, then, my lord, you're my father ! 

Mr. Billings, when he said this, came forward to 
the Count with a theatrical air; and, flinging down 
the breeches of which he was the bearer, held out his 
arms and stared, having very little doubt but that his 
lordship would fortliwith spring out of bed and hug 
him to his hc'art. A similar piece of naiveU many 
fathers of families have, I have no doubt, remarked in 
their children ; who, not caring for their parents a 
single doit, conetuve, nevertheless, that the latter are 
bound to show all sorts of affection for them. His 
lordship did move, but backwards towards the wall, 
ami began pulling at the bell-rope with an expression 
of the most intense alarm. 

“Keep back, sirrah! — keep back! SuppQse I am 
your father, do you want to murder me ? Good 
heavens, how the boy smells of gin and tobacco ! 
Don’t turn away, my lad ! sit down there at a proper 
distance. And, La Rose, give 1pm some eau-de- 
Cologne, and get a cup of coffee. Well, now, go on 
with your story. Egad, my dear Abb<^, I think it is 
very likely that what the lad says is true.” 

“ If it is a family conversation,” said the Abb^ 
“ I had better leave you.” 
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Oh, for Heaven’s sake, no I T eould not stand the 
boy alone. Kow, Mister, ah! — What ’s-your-name ? 
Have the goodness to tell your story.” 

Mr. Billings was wofiilly disconcerted; for his 
mother and he had agreed that as soon as his father 
saw him he would be recognized at once, and, may- 
hap, made heir to the estates and title; in which, 
being disappoint(*d, he verj^ sulkily went on with his 
narrative, and (h^taih^d many of those events with 
which the reader has already been made acquainted. 
The (\iunt asked the boy’s mother’s Christian name, 
and being told it, his luemory at once returned to him. 

“ What ! are you little Cat’s son ? ” said his Excel- 
lency. ‘^By heavens, mon cher Abb(?, a charming 
creature, but a tign^ss — positively a tigress. I re- 
collect the whole affair now. She’s a little, fresh, 
black-haired woman, a’n’t she ? with a sharp nose and 
thi(*k eyebrows, ay ? Ah ! yes, yes,” went on my lord, 
“1 recollect h(‘r, 1 recollect her. It was at Birming- 
ham I first met her: she was my Lady TrippeCs 
woman, was ift slie ? ” 

^SShe was no siudi thing,” said Mr. Billings, hotly. 
^^Her aunt kept the ‘Ihigle Inn’ on Waltham Green, 
and your lordslii]) seduced her.” 

Seduced her I Oli, ’gad, so I did. Strip me, now, 
I did. Yes, ? made her jnm]> on niy black horse, and 
bore her off ]ik(* — like ^neas bore away his wife 
from the siege of Kome ! hey, l’Abb4 ? ” 

^^The events win-e ]>recisely similar,” said the Abb4. 
It is wonderful \Yhat a mmnory you have I ” 

‘<I was always remarkable for it,” continued his 
Excellenc 3 ^ ‘‘Well, where was I, — at the black 
horse ? Yes, at the black horse. Well, I mounted 
her on the black horse, and rode her en croupe^ egad 
— ha, ha 1 — to Birmingham ; and there we billed and 
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cooed together like a pair of turtle-doves : yes — ha! 
— that we did!’' 

“And this, I suppose, is the end of some of the 
billings ? ” said tlie Abbe, pointing to Mr. Tom. 

“ Billings ! what do you mean ? Yes — oh — ah — 
a pun, a calemboiirg. Fi done, M. TAbbe.” And 
then, after the wont of very stupid [)eoi)le, M. de 
Galgeiistein went on to explain to the Abbe his own 
pun. “Well, but to proceed,” cries he. “We lived 
together at Birmingham, and I was going to be 
married to a ri(*]i heiress, egad! when what do you 
think this little Cat does ? She murders me, egad ! 
and makes me manquer the marriage. Twenty thou- 
sand, I think it was; and 1 wanted .the money in 
those days. Now, was n’t she an abominable monster, 
that mother of yours, hey, Mr. a — What’s-your- 
name ? ” 

“She served you right! ” said Mr. Billings, with a 
great oath, starting up out of all patience. 

“Fellow!” saiil liis Excellency, (piite aghast, “do 
you know to wlioiii you speak ? — to a nobleman of 
seventy-eight descents ; a count of the Holy Eoman 
Emj)ire ; a rt'presentaiive of a sovereign ? Ha, egad ! 
Don’t stamp, fellow, if you hope for my protection.” 

“D — n your protection!” said Mr. Billings, in a 
fury. “ Curse you and your protection too ! I ’m a 

free-born Briton, and no French Papist ! And 

any man who insults my mother — ay, or calls me fel- 
ler, had better look to himself and the two eyes in his 
head, I can toll him ! ” And with this Mr. Billings 
put himself into the most approved attitude of the 
Cockpit, and invitcal his father, the reverend gentle- 
man, and M. La Kose the valet, to engage with him 
in a pugilistic encountei\ The two latter, the Abb^ 
especially, seemed dreadfully frightened : but the 
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Count now looked on with much interest; and giv- 
ing utterance to a feeble kind of chuckle, which 
lasted for about half a minute, said, — 

‘‘ Paws off, Pompey ! You young hang-dog, you — 
egad, yes, aha ! ’pon honor, you h*e a lad of spirit ? 
some of your father's spunk in you, hey ? I know 
him by that oatli. Why, sir, wlicm I was sixteen, I 
used to swear — to swf‘ar, egad, lik(^ a Thames water- 
man, and exactly in this fellow’s way ! Buss me, my 
lad; no, kiss my hand. That will do” — and he held 
out a very lean yellow hand, peering from a pair of 
yellow ruffles. It shook very much, and the shaking 
made all the rings upon it shine only the more. 

^^Well,” says Mr. Billings, ^'if you wasn’t a-going 
to abuse me nor mother, I don’t care if I shake hands 
with you. I ain’t proud ! ” 

The Abbe laughed with great glee ; and that very 
evening sent off to liis court a most ludicrous, spicy 
description of the whole scene of meeting between 
this amiable father and child ; in which he said that 
young Billings was the ellce favorite of M. Kitch, 
Ecuyer, h^ bourreau de Londres, and which made the 
Duke’s mistress laugh so much that she vowed that 
the Abbe should have a bishopric on his return: for, 
with such store of wisdom, look you, my son, was the 
world governed in those days. 

The Count and his offspring meanwhile conversed 
with soiiK^ (‘ordiality. The former informed the lat- 
ter of all the diseases to which he was subject, his 
manner of curing them, his great consideration as 
chamberlain to the Duke of Bavaria; how he wore 
his court suits, and of a particular powder which he 
had invented for the hair; how, when he was seven- 
teen, he had run away with a canoness, egad ! who 
was afterwards locked up in a convent, and grew to 
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be sixteen stone in weight ; how he remembered the 
time when ladies did not wear patches ; and how the 
Duchess of Marlborough boxed his ears when he was 
so high, because he wanted to kiss her. 

All these important anecdotes took some time in 
the telling, and were accompanied by many profound 
moral remarks ; such as, I can^t abide garlic, nor 
white- wine, stap me ! nor Sauerkraut, though his 
Highness eats half a bushel per day. I ate it the 
first time at court; but when they brought it me a 
second time, I refused — refused, split me and grill me 
if 1 did n’t ! Everybody stared ; his Highness looked 
as fierce as a Turk ; and that infernal Krahwinkel 
(my dear, I did for him afterwards) — that cursed 
Krahwinkel, I say, looked as pleased as possible, and 
whispered to Countess Fritsch, ^ Blitzchen Frau Gra- 
finii,’ says he, ^ it’s all over with Galgenstein.’ What 
did I do ? I had the entree^ and demanded it. ^ Al- 
tesse,’ says I, falling on one knee, ^ I ate no Kraut at 
dinner to-day. You remarked it : I saw your High- 
ness remark it.’ 

“ ‘ I did, M. le Comte,’ said his Highness, gravely, 

“ I had almost tears in my eyes ; but it was neces- 
sary to come to a resolution, you know. ‘ Sir,’ said I, 
‘ I speak with deep grief to your Highness, who are 
my benefactor, my friend, my father; but of this I am 
resolved, I will nkvku eat sauerkraut more: it 
don’t agree with me. After being laid up for four 
weeks by the last dish of Sauerkraut of which I par- 
took, I may say with confidence — it don't agree with 
me. By impairing my health, it impairs my intellect, 
and weakens my strength ; and both I would keep for 
your Highness’s service.’ 

^‘‘Tut, tut!’ said his Highness. ^Tut, tut, tut!’ 
Those were his very words. 
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^ Give me my sword or my pen/ said L ^ Give me 
my sword or my pen, and with these Maximilian de 
Galgenstein is ready to serve yon ; but sure, — sure, 
a great prince will pity the weak health of a faithful 
subject, who does not know how to eat Sauerkraut ? ’ 
His Highness was walking about the room : I was 
still on my knees, and stretched forward my hand to 
seize his coat. 

zum Teufel, sir ! ’ said lie, in a loud voice 
(it means ^ Go to the deuce, ^ iny dear), — ^ Geht zwm 
Teufel^ and eat wliat you like ! ^ With this he went 
out of the room abruptly ; leaving in my hand one of 
his biittons, which 1 keep to this day. As soon I was 
alone, amazed by his great goodness and bounty, I 
sobbed aloud — crunl like a child” (the Count’s eyes 
filled and winked at the very recollection), *^and when 
I went back into the card-room, stepi)ing up to Krah- 
winkel, ^ Count,’ says 1, ‘ who looks foolish now ? ’ — 
Hey there, La Tlose, give me the diamond — Yes, that 
was the very ]mn 1 made, and very good it was thought. 
^ Krahwiiikel,’ says F, ‘ who hwks foolish now ’ and 
^from that day to this F was never at a court-day asked 
to eat Sauerkraut — 7ieiwt\ 

Hey there', La Lose ! Bring me that diamond 
snuff-b^x in the drawer of my secretaire;'*'* and the 
snuff-box was brought. Look at it, my dear,” said 
the Count, “ i‘or I saw you seemed to doubt. There 
is the button — the very one that came off his grace’s 
coat.” 

Mr. Billings received it and twisted it about with a 
stupid air. The story Imd (juite mystified him ; for 
he did not dare yet to think his father was a fool — 
his respect for the aristocracy prevented him. 

When the Count’s communications had ceased, 
which they did as soon as the story of the Sauerkraut 
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was finished, a silence of some minutes ensued. Mr. 
Billings was trying to comprehend the circumstances 
above narrated; his lordship was exhausted; the 
chaplain had quitted the room directly the word 
Sauerkraut was mentioned — he knew what was com- 
ing, His lordship looked for some time at his son ; 
wlio returned the gaze with his mouth wide open, 
“ Well,’’ said the Count — “ well, sir ? What are you 
sitting there for? If you have nothing to say, sir, 
you had better go. I had you here to amuse me — 
split me — and not to sit there staring!” 

My. Billings rose in a fury. 

‘Hlark ye, my lad,” said the Count, ^Hell La Rose 
to give tlu'c five guineas, and, ah — come again some 
morning. A nice, well-grown young lad,” mused the 
Count, as Master Tommy walked wondering out of the 
apartment ; a pretty fellow enough, and intelligent 
too.” 

Well he Is an odd fellow, my father,” thought 
Mr. Billings, as he walked out, having received the 
sum (>ffer(ul to liijii. And he immediately went to 
call upon his frituid Polly Briggs, from whom he had 
separated in th(‘ moyning. 

What was th(» result of their interview is not at all 
necessary to the progress of this history. Having 
made her, howt'veu’, acquainted with the particulars of 
liis vis^t to his father, he went to his mother’s and 
rcdated to lier all that had occurred. 

J^oor thing, she was very differently interested ir, 
the issue of it ! 



CHAPTEE X. 


SHOWTKG HOW GALGKNSTBHN AND MKS. CAT KECOGNIZE 
EACH OTHEK IN M AllYLEBONE GARDENS — AND 
HOW THE COUNT DRIVES HER HOME IN HIS 
CARRIAGE. 

About a month after the touching conversation 
above related, there was given, at Marylebone Gar- 
dens, a grand concert and entertainment, at which the 
celebrated Madame Amenaide, a dancer of the theatre 
at Paris, was to perform, under the patronage of sev- 
eral English and foreign noblemen ; among whom was 
his Excellency the Bavarian Envoy. Madame Amen- 
aide was, in fact, no other than the maitresse en tHre 
of the Monsieur de Galgenstein, who had her a great 
bargain from the Duke de Kohaii-Chabot at Paris. 

It is not our purpose to make a great and learned 
display here, otherwise the costumes of the company 
assembled at this fete might afford scope for at least 
half a dozen pages of fine writing; and we might 
give, if need were, specimens of the very songs and 
music sung on the occasion. Does not the Burney 
collection of music, at the British Museum, afford one 
an ample store of songs from which to choose ? Are 
there not the memoirs of Colley Cibber? those of 
Mrs. Clark, the daughter of Colley? Is there not 
Congreve, and Farquhar — nay, and at a pinch, the 
“Dramatic Biography,” or even the “ Spectator,” from 
which the observant genius might borrow passages, 
and construct pretty antiquarian figments ? Leave 
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we these trifles to meaner souls ! Our business is not 
with the breeches and periwigs, with the hoops and 
patches, but with the divine hearts of men, and the 
passions which agitate them. What need, therefore, 
have we to say tliat on this evening, after the dan- 
cing, the music, and the fireworks. Monsieur de 
Galgenstein felt the strange and welcome pangs of 
appetite, and was picking a cold (diicken, along with 
some other friends, in an arbor — a cold cliicken, 
with an accompaniment of a bottle of champagne — 
when he was led to remark that a very handsome, 
plump little person, in a gorgeous stiff damask gown 
and petticoat, was sauntering up and down the walk 
running opposite his supping-place, and bestowing 
continual glances towards his Excellency. The lady, 
whoever she was, was in a mask, such as ladies of 
high and low fashion wore at public places in those 
days, and had a male coin])aniori. He was a lad of 
only seventeen, marvellously well-dressed — indeed, 
no other than the Count’s own son, Mr. Thomas 
Billings ; who had at length received from his mother 
the silver-liilted sword, and the wig, which that 
affectionate parent had promised to him. 

In the course of*the month which had elapsed since 
the interview that has been described in the former 
chapter, Mr. Billings had several times had occasion 
to wait on his father ; but though he had, according 
to her wishes, frequently alluded to the existence of 
his mother, the Count had never at any time ex- 
pressed the slightest wish to renew his acquaintance 
with that lady ; who, if she had seen him, had only 
seen him by stealth. 

The fact is, that after Billings had related to her 
the particulars of his first meeting with his Excel- 
lency j which cndeda like many of the latter visits, in 
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nothing at all ; Mrs. Hayes had found some y)ressing 
business, which continually took her to Wliitehall, 
and had been prowling from day to day about Mon- 
sieur de Galgenstein’s lodgings. Four or five times 
in the week, as his Excellency stepped into his coach, 
he might have remarked, had he chosen, a woman in 
a black hood, who was looking most eagerly into his 
eyes : but those eyes had long since left off the prac- 
tic.e of observing ; and Madam Catherine’s visits had 
so far gone for nothing. 

On this night, however, inspired by gayety find 
drink, the Count had been amazingly stricken by the 
gait and ogling of the lady in the mask. The Hev- 
ereiul O’Flaherty, who was with him, and had ob- 
served the figure in the black cloak, recognized, or 
thought he recognized, her. It is the woman who 
dogs your Excellency every day,” said he. “ 8he is 
with that tiiilor lad who loves to see ]:)eople hanged 
— your Excellency’s son, I mean.” And he was just 
about to warn the Count of a conspiracy evidently 
made against him, and that the son had brought, 
most likely, the mother to play her arts u])on him — 
he was just about, I say, to show to the Count the 
folly and danger of renewing an old liaison with a 
woimin such as he had described Mrs. Cat to be, 
when his Excellency, starting up, and interrupting 
his ghostly adviser at the very beginning of his sen- 
tence, said, “ Egad, I’Abbe, you are right — it is my 
son, and a mighty smart-looking creature with him. 
Hey! Mr. What ’s-your-name — Tom, you rogue, don’t 
you know your own father ? ” And so saying, and 
cocking his beaver on one side, Monsieur de Galgen- 
stein strutted jauntily after Mr. Billings and the lady. 

It was the first time that the Count had formally 
recognized his son. 
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Tom, you rogue,” stopx)e(l at this, and the Count 
came up. He had a white velvet suit, covered over 
with stars and orders, a neat modest wig and bag, 
and j)(*ach-colored silk-stockings with silver clasps. 
The lady in tlie mask gave a start as his Excellency 
came forward. Law, Mother, don’t squeege so,” 
said Tom. The poor woman was trembling in every 
limb ; but she had presence of mind to squeege ” 
Tom a gr(^at deal harder; and the latter took the 
hint, J siipi)oso, and was silent. 

The splendid Count came up. Ye gods, how his 
embroidery glittered in the lamps ! What a, royal 
exhalation of musk and bergamot came from his wig, 
his handkerchief, and his grand lace ruffles and frills 1 
A broad yellow ribbon passed across his breast, and 
ended at his hip in a shining diamond cross — a dia- 
mond cross, and a diamond sword-hilt ! Was any- 
thing t^ver seen so beautiful ? And might not a poor 
woman tremble when such a noble creature drew near 
to her, and deigned, from the liejght of his rank and 
splendor, to look down upon her? As Jove came 
down to Semele in state, in his habits of ceremony, 
with all the grand cordons of his orders blazing about 
his imperial person — thus dazzling, magnificent, 
trium])haut, the great Galgenstein descended towards 
Mrs. Catherine. Her cheeks glowed red hot under 
her coy velvet mask, her heart thumped against the 
whahd)one priscm of her stays. What a delicious 
storm of vanity was raging in her bosom ! What a 
rush of long-])ent rcicollections burst forth at the 
sound of that emdianting voice ! 

As you wind up a hundred-guinea chronometer 
with a twopenny wa.tch-key — as by means of a dirty 
wooden plug you set all the waters of Versailles a- 
raging, and splashing, and storming — in like manner, 
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and by like humble agents, were Mrs. Catherine’s 
tumultuous passions set going. The Count, we have 
said, slipped up to his son, and merely saying, How 
do, Tom ? ” cut the young gentleman altogether, and 
passing round to the lady’s side, said, “ Madam, ’t is 
a charming evening — egad, it is ! ” She almost 
fainted: it was the old voice. There he was, after 
seventeen years, once more at her side ! 

Now I know what I could have done. I can turn 
out a quotation from Sophocles (by looking to the 
index) as well as another: I can throw off a bit of 
fine writing too, with passion, similes, and a moral at 
the end. Wliat, })ray, is the last sentence but one 
but the very finest writing ? Suppose, for example, 
1 had made IMaximilian, as he stood by the side of 
Catherine, look up towards the clouds, and exclaim, 
in the words of the voluptuous Cornelius Nepos. 

’AcVaot v€(j)€\ai 

(jiavepai 

Apocrepav (l}vaiv evdyrjToi^ k. t, X. 

Or suppose, again, I had said, in a stylo still more 
popular: — The Count advanced towards the maiden. 
They both were mute for a while j and only the beat- 
ing of her heart interrupted that thrilling and passion- 
ate silence. Ah, what years of buried joys and fears^ 
hopes and disappointments, arose from their graves 
in the far past, and in those brief moments flitted 
before the united ones ! How sad was that delicious 
retrospect, and oh, how sweet ! The tears that rolled 
down the cheek of each were bubbles from the choked 
and moss-grown wells of youth ; the sigh that heaved 
each bosom had some lurking odors in it — memories 
of the fragrance of boyhood, echoes of the hymns of 
the young heart ! Thus is it ever — for these blessed 
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recollections the soul always has a place ; and while 
crime perishes, and sorrow is forgotten, the beautiful 
alone is eternal. 

0 golden legends, written in the skies ! ’’ mused 
De Galgenstein, ^^ye shine as ye did in the olden 
days I We change, but ye speak ever the same lan- 
guage. Gazing in your abysmal depths, the feeble 
ratioci — ” 

There, now, are six columns ^ of the best writing to 
be found in this or any otlier book. Galgenstein has 
([noted Euripides thrice, Idato once, Lycophron nine 
times, besides extracts from the Latin syntax and 
the minor Greek ])oets. Catherine's passionate em- 
breathings ar(‘- of the most fashionable order ; and I 

call upon th(i ingenious critic of the X newspaper 

to say whether they do not possess the real impress of 
the giants of the olden time — the real Platonic 
smack, in a word ? Not that I want in the least to 
show off ; but it is as well, every now and then, to 
show the public what one caii do. 

Instead, however, of all this rant and nonsense, 
how much finer is the speech that the Count really 
did make ? it is a very fine evening, — egad it is ! ” 
The ‘^egad” did the whole business: Mrs. Cat was as 
much in love with him now as ever she had been; 
and, gathering uj) all her energies, she said, It is 
dreadful hot too, I think ; ” and with this she made a 
curtsy. 

A Th(jro were six columns, as raentionecl by the accurate Mr. Solo- 
mons ; luit we have withdrawn tw’o pages and threc-cpiarters, be- 
cause, although our correspondent has been excessively eloquent, 
according to custom, we were anxious to come to tlie facts of the 
story. 

Mr. Solomons, by sending to our office, may have the cancelled 
[lassages. — 0. Y. 
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Stifling, split me ! ’’ added Ins Excellency. Wliat 
do you say, Madam, to a rest in an arbor, and a drink 
of something cool? 

Sir ! said the la^y, drawing back. 

^^Oh, a drink — a drink by all means,’^ exclaimed 
Mr. Billings, who was troubled with a perpetual thirst. 

“Come, Mo — , Mrs. Jones, I mean: you’re fond of 
a glass of cold ])unch, you know ; and the rum here is 
prime, I can tell you.” 

The lady in the mask consented with some difficulty 
to the proposal of Mr. Billings, and was led by the 
two gentlemen into an arbor, where she was seated 
between them ; and some wax-candles being lighted, 
punch was brought. 

She drank one or two glasses very eagerly, and so 
did her two companions; although it was evident to 
Bee, from the flushed looks of both of them, that they 
had little need of any such stimulus. The Count, in 
the midst of his champagne, it must be said, had been 
amazingly stricken and scandalized by the a])pearajice 
of such a youth as Billings in a public place, with a 
lady under his arm. He was, the reader will there- 
fore understand, in the moral stage of liquor; and 
when he issued out, it was not merely with the inten- 
tion of examining Mr. Billings’s female companion, 
but of adininist('ring to him some sound correction for 
venturing, at his early period of life, to form any su('h 
acquaintam^es. On joining Billings, his Excellency’s 
first step was naturally to examine the lady. After 
they had been sitting for a while over their punch, he 
bethought him of his original purpose, and began to 
address a number of moral remarks to his son. 

We have already given some specimens of Monsieur 
de Galgenstein’s sober convtu’sation ; and it is hardly 
necessary to troubh^ the reader with any further re- 
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ports of his speeches. They were intolerably stupid 
and dull; as egotistical as his morning lecture had 
been, and a hundred times more rambling and prosy. 
If Cat had been in the possession of her sober senses, 
she would have seen in five minutes that her ancient 
lover was a ninny, and have left him with scorn ; but 
she was under the charm of old recollections, and the 
sound of that silly voice was to her magical. As for 
Mr. Billings, he allowed his Excellency to continue 
his prattle ; only frowning, yawning, cursing occasion- 
ally, but drinking (continually. 

kSo tlu^. Count descanted at length upon the enormity 
of young Billings’s (nirly Liaisons ; and then he told 
his own, in the year four, with a burgomaster’s daugh- 
ter at Katisbon, when he was in the Elector of Bava- 
ria’s service — then, after Blenheim, when he had 
come over to the Duke of Marlborough, when a 
physician’s wife at l^onn poisoned herself for him, 
etc., etc. ; of a piece with the story of the canoness, 
which has been r(‘corded before. All the tales were 
true. A clever, ugly man every now and then is 
successful with the ladies ; but a handsome fool is 
irresistible. Mrs. Cat listened and listened. Good 
heavtms ! slu^ had heard all these tales before, and 
recollected the jilace and the time — how she was 
hemming a handkerchief for Max; who came round 
and kissed her, vowing that the physician’s wife was 
notlung com])ared to her — how he was tired, and 
lying oil the sofa, just come home from shooting. 
How luuulsoiiie he looked! Cat thought he was only 
the handsomer now; and looked more grave and 
thoughtful, the dear fellow ! 

The garden was filled with a vast deal of company 
of all kinds, and parties were passing every moment 
before the arbor where our trio sat. About half au 



184 


CATHEUINE: A STORY. 


hour after his Excellency had quitted his own box 
and party, the Rev. Mr. O’Flaherty came discreetly 
round, to examine the proceedings of his diplomatical 
chef. The lady in the mask was listening with all 
her might ; Mr. Billings was drawing figures on the 
table with punch ; and the Count talking incessantly. 
The Father Confessor listened for a moment; and 
then, with something resembling an oath, walked 
away to the entry of the gardens, where his Excel- 
lency’s gilt coach, with three footmen, was waiting to 
carry him back to London. Get me a chair, Joseph,” 
said his Reverence, who infinitely preferred a seat 
gratis in the coach. That fool,” muttered he, will 
not move for this hour.” The reverend gentleman 
knew that, when the Count was on the subject of the 
physician’s wife, his discourses were intolerably long ; 
and took upon himself, therefore, to disappear, along 
with the rest of the Count’s party ; who procured 
other conveyances, and returned to their homes. 

After this quiet shadow had passed before the 
Count’s box, many groujis of persons passed and re- 
passed,; and among them Avas no other than Mrs. 
Polly Briggs, to Avhom we have been already intro- 
duced. Mrs. Polly was in company with one or two 
other ladies, and leaning on the arm of a gentleman 
with large shoulders and calves, a fierce cock to his 
hat, and a shabby-genteel air. His name was Mr. 
Moffat, and his present occupation was that of door- 
keeper at a gambling-house in Covent Garden ; where, 
though he saw many thousands pass daily under his 
eyes, his own salary amounted to no more than four- 
and-sixpence weekl}^, — a sum quite insufficient to 
maintain liim in the rank which he held. 

Mr. Moffat had, however, received some funds — 
amounting, indeed, to a matter of twelve guineas — 



CATHERINE: A STORY. 


185 


within the last 'month, and was treating Mrs. Briggs 
very generously to the concert. It may be as well to 
•say that every one of the twelve* guineas had come 
out of Mrs. Polly’s own pocket ; who, in return, had 
received them from Mr. Billings. And as the reader 
may remember that, on the day of Tommy’s first 
interview with his father, he had previously paid a 
visit to Mrs. l>riggs, having under his arm a. pair of 
breeches, which Mrs. Briggs coveted — he should now 
be informed that she desired these breeches, not for 
pincushions, but for Mr. Moff'at, who had long been 
in want of a pair. 

Having thus t»[>iso(lically narrated Mr. Moffat’s 
history, let us state that he, liis lady, and their friends, 
passed before the Count’s arbor, joining in a melo- 
dious chorus to a song which one ^of the society, an 
actor of Betterton’s, was singing: — 

“ 'T is my will, when 1 ’in dead, that no tear shall be shed. 
No ‘ Hie j.iret* be graved on niy stone; 

But pour o’er my ashes a bottle of red, 

And say a gooil fellow is gone, 

My Imive boys! 

And say a good fellow is gone.” 

‘‘ My brave boys ” was given with vast emphasis by 
the party ; Mr. Moffat growling it in a rich bass, and 
Mrs. Briggs in a soaring treble. As to the notes, 
when quavering up to the skies, they excited various 
emotions among the people in the gardens. Silence 
them blackguards ! ” shoi^ted a barber, who was tak- 
ing a pint of small beer along with his lady. Stop 
that there infernal screeching ! ” said a couple of 
ladies, who were sipping ratafia in company with two 
pretty fellows. 

<‘Dang it, it’s Polly!” said Mr. Tptp Billings, 
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bolting out of the box, and rushing towards the sweet 
voiced Mrs. Briggs. When he reached her, which he 
did quickly, and made his arrival known by tipping* 
Mrs. Briggs slightly on the waist, and suddenly 
bouncing down before her and her friend, both of the 
latter drew back somewhat startled. 

“Law, Mr. Billings!” says Mrs. Polly, rather 
coolly, “ is it you ? Wlio thought of seeing you 
here ? ” 

“ Who ’s this here young feller ? ” says towering 
Mr. Molfat with his bass voice. 

“ It ’s Mr. Billings, Cousin, a friend of mine,” said 
Mrs. Polly, beseechingly. 

“Oh, Cousin, if it’s a friend of yours, he should 
know better how to conduct himself, that ^s all. Har 
you a dancing-master, young feller, that you cut 
them there capers before gentlemen?” growled Mr, 
Moffat; who hated Mr. Billings, for the excellent 
reason that he lived u 2 )on him. 

“Danciiig-inastcr be hanged!” said Mr. Billings, 
with becoming S 2 )irit : “ if you call me dancing-master, 
I ^11 pull your nose.” 

“ What ! ” roared Mr. Moffat, “ pull my nose ? 
My nose! I’ll tell you what, my lad, if you durst 
move me, I ’ll cut your throat, curse me ! ” 

“ Oh, Moffy — (vousin, I mean — ’t is a shaine to 
treat the j^oor bo^^ so. Co away, Tommy ; do go 
away ; my cousin ’s in liquor,” whim])ered Madam 
Briggs, who really thought that the great door-keeper 
would put his threat into exjecution. 

“ Tommy ! ” said Mr. Moffat, frowning horribly ; 

“ Tommy to me too ? Dog, get out of my ssss ” 

sight was the word which Mr. Moffat intended to 
utter ; but he was interrupted ; for, to the astonish- 
ment of his friends and himself, Mr. Billings did 
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actually make a spring at the monster’s nose, and 
caught it so firmly, that the latter could not finish his 
sentence. 

The operation was performed with amazing celerity ; 
and, having concluded it, Mr. Killings sprang back, 
and whisked from out its sheath that new silver- 
hilted sword which his mamma had given him. 
“ Now,” said he, with a fierce kind of calmness, ^^now 
for the throat-cutting. Cousin: I’m your man!” 

How the brawl miglit have ended, no one can say, 
liad the two gentlemen actually crossed swords; but 
Mrs. Polly, Avith a wonderful presence of mind, re- 
stored peace by excdaiming, Hush, hush ! the beaks, 
the beaks !” Upon which, with one common instinct, 
the whole party made a rush for the garden gates, 
and disappc'ared into the fields. Mrs. Briggs knew 
her company : tlnu'c was something in the very name 
of a constable whi(‘h sent them all a-flying. 

After running a reasonable time, Mr. Billings 
stop])cd. But the great Moffat was nowhere to be 
seen, and Polly iiriggs had likewise vanished. Then 
Tom bethought him that he would go back to his 
mother ; but, arriving at the gate of the gardens, was 
refused admittance, as he had not a shilling in his 
pock(!t. 1 Ve left,” says Tommy, giving himself 
the airs of a gentleman, some friends in the gar- 
dens. I bn with Ids Excelhmey the Bavarian henvy.” 

Then you had better go away with him,” said the 
gate people. 

But I tell you I left him there, in the grand 
circle, with a lady; and, what’s more, in the dark 
walk, T have hd’t a silver-hilted sword.” 

^H)h, my lord, I ’ll go and tell him then,” cried one 
of the porters, “ if you will wait.” 

Mr. Billings seated himself on a post near the gate, 
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and there consented to remain until the return of his 
messenger. The latter went straight to the dark 
walk, and found the sword, sure enough. But, instead 
of returning it to its owner, this discourteous knight 
broke the trenchant blade at the hilt; and flinging 
the steel away, pocketed the baser silver metal, and 
lurked off by the private door consecrated to the. 
waiters and fiddlers. 

In the mean time, ‘Mr. Billings waited and waited. 
And what was the conversation of his worthy parents 
inside the garden ? 1 cannot say ; but one of the 

waiters di'clared that he had served the great foreign 
Count with two bowls of rack-punch, and some bis- 
cuits, in No. 3 : that in the box with him were first a 
young gentleman, who went away, and a lady, 
splendidly dressed and masked : that when the lady 
and his lordship w(w(^ alone, she edged away to the 
further end of the table, and they had much talk : 
that at last, when his Grace had pressed her very 
much, she took off her mask and said, Don’t you 
know me now, Max ? ” that he cried out, “ My own 
Catherine, thou art more beautiful than ever!” and 
wanted to kneel down and vow eternal love to her; 
but she begged him not to do so in a place where all 
the world would see ; that then his Highness paid, 
and they left the gardens, the lady putting on her 
mask again. 

When they issued from the gardens, Ho ! Joseph 
La Kose, my coach ! ” shouted his Excellency, in 
rather a husky voice ; and the men who had been 
waiting came up with the carriage, A young gentle- 
man, who was dozing on one of the posts at the 
entry, woke uj) suddenly at the blaze of the torches 
and the noise of the footmen. The Count gave his 
arm to the lady in the mask, who slipped in; and ho 
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was whispering La Rose, when the lad who had been 
sleeping hit his Excellency on the shouldet, and said, 
“ I say, Count, you can give me a cast home too,” and 
jumped into the coach. 

When Catherine saw. her son, she threw herself 
into his arms, and kissed him with a burst of hysteri- 
cal tears ; of which Mr. Billings was at a loss to un- 
derstand the meaning. The Count joined them, 
looking not a little disconcerted; and the pair were 
landed at their own door, where stood Mr. Hayes, in 
his nightcap, ready to receive them, and astounded 
at the splendor of the equipage in which his wife 
returned to him. 



CHAPTER XI. 


OF SOME BOMESTKJ QUARKELS, AND THE 
CONSEQUENCE TIIKKEOE. 

An ingenious magazine-writer, wlio lived in the 
time of Mr. r>ro(*k and the Duke of Marlborough, 
compared the latter gentleman’s conduct in battle, 
when he 

In peaceiiil thought tlie field of death surveyed, 

To fainting s([uadrons lent the timely aid; 

Inspired repulsed battalions to engage, 

And taught the doubtful battle where to rage — 

Mr. Joseph Addison, T say, compared the Duke of 
Marlborough to an angel, who is sent by Divine 
command to clijistise a guilty peo])le ’ 

“And pleased his Master’s oitlers to perform, 

Rides on the whirlwind, and directs the storm.” 

The four first of these novel lines touch off the 
Duke’s disposition and genius to a tittle. He had a 
love for such scenes of strife: in the midst of them 
his s])irit rose (Milm and supreme, soaring (like an 
angel or not, but anyway the compliment is a very 
pretty one) on the battle-clouds majestic, and causing 
to ebb or to flow the mighty tide of war. 

r>ut as this famous simile might apply with equal 
proi)riety to a bad angel as to a good one, it may in 
like manner be employed to illustrate small quarrels 
as well as great — a little family squabble, in which 
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two or three people are engaged, as well as a vast 
national dispute, argued on each side by the roaring 
throats of five hundred angry cannon. The poet 
means, in fact, tliat th^j Duke of Marlborough had an 
immense genius for mischief. 

Our friend Drock, or Wood (whose actions we love 
to illustrate by the very handsomest similes), pos- 
sessed this genius in common with liis Graeme; and 
was never so lia})[)y, or seen to so niiudi advantage, as 
when he was (onployed in setting peoph* by the ears. 
His spirits, usually dull, then rose into the utmost 
gay(*ty and good-humor. Whtui the doubtful battle 
flagg(‘d he by Ins art would instantly r( store it. 
When, for instance, Tom’s repulsed battalions of 
rluitoric tied from his mamma’s fire, a few words of 
apt sneer or (Mujouragement on Wood’s part would 
bring the fight round again; or when Mr. Hayes’s 
fainting s([uadrons of abuse broke upon the stubborn 
squares of Tom’s bristling obstinacy, it was Wood’s 
delight to rally the fonner, and bring him once more 
to the charge. A great share had tliis man in making 
those bad })eople wu)rse. Many fierce words and bad 
passions, many falsehoods and knaveries on Tom’s 
part, much bittern(‘ss, scorn, and jealousy on the part 
of Hayes ami Catherine, might be attributed to this 
hoary old tempter, whose joy and occu])ation it was 
to raise ami dire('t the domestic storms and whirl- 
wdmls of the family of which he w’^as a member. And 
do not let us be accused of an undue propensity to 
use sounding words, because we compare tliree scoun- 
drels in the Tyburn Hoad to so many armies, and Mr. 
Wood to a mighty field-marshal. My dear sir, when 
you have well studied the world — how supremely 
great the meanest thing in this world is, and how in- 
finitely mean the greatest — lam mistaken if you do 
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not make a strange and proper jumble of the sublime 
and the ridiculous, the lofty and the low. I have 
looked at the world, for my part, and come to the 
conclusion that I know not which is which. 

Well, then, on the night when Mrs. Hayes, as 
recorded by us, had bemi to the Marylebone Gardens, 
Mr, Wood had found the sincerest enjoyment in ply- 
ing her husband with drink ; so that, when Catherine 
arrived at home, My, Hayes came forward to meet 
her in a manner which show(‘,d that he was not only 
surly but drunk. Tom stepped out of the coach first; 
and Hayes asked him, with an oath, where he had 
been? The oath Mr. Billings sternly flung back 
again (with another in its company), and at the same 
time refused to give his step-father any sort of answer 
to his query. 

^^The old man is drunk, mother,’’ said ho to Mrs. 
Hayes, as he handed that lady out of the (‘.oach (before 
leaving Avhich she had to withdraw her hand rather 
violently from the grasp of the Count, who was in- 
side). Hayes instantly showed the correctness of his 
surmise by slamming the door courageously in Tom’s 
face, when he attempted to enter the house with his 
mother. And when Mrs. Catherine remonstrated, ac- 
cording to her wont, in a very angry and supercilious 
tone, Mr. Hayes replied with equal haughtiness, and 
a regular quarrel ensued. 

People were accustomed in those days to use much 
more simple and expressive terms of language than 
are now thought polite ; and it would be dangerous 
to give, in this present year 1840, the exact words of 
reproach which passed between Hayes and his wife in 
1726. Mr. Wood sat near, laughing his sides out. 
Mr. Hayes swore that his wife should not go abroad 
to tea-gardens in search of vile Popish noblemen 5 to 



CATHERINE: A STORY. 


19B 


which Mrs. Hayes replied that Mr. Hayes was a |)iti- 
ful, lying, sneaking cur, and that she would go where 
she pleased. Mr. Hayes rejoined, that if she said 
much more, he would take a stick to her. Mr. Wood 
whispered, And serve her right.’^ Mrs. Hayes there- 
upon swore slie had stood his cowardly blows once or 
twice before, but that if ever he did so again, as sure 
as she was born, she would stab him. Mr. Wood 
said, Curse me, but I like her spirit.” 

Mr. Hayes took another line of argument, and said, 
^^The neighbors would talk, Madam.” 

‘^Ay, that they will, no doubt,” said Mr. Wood. 

“Then h*t them,” said Oatherine. “What do we 
care about the ludghbors ? Did n’t the neiglibors talk 
when you sent Widow Wilkins to jail ? Did n’t the 
neighbors talk when you levied on poor old Thom- 
son ? You did n’t mind then^ Mr. Hayes.” 

“Business, Ma’am, is business; and if 1 did distrain 
on Thomson, and lock up Wilkins, I think you knew 
about it as much as I.” 

“ 1’ faith, 1 believe you’re a jiair,” said Mr. Wood. 

“ Bray, sir, keep your tongue to yourself. Your 
opinion is n’t asked anyhow — no, nor your company 
wanted neither,” cried Mrs. Catlierine, with proper 
spirit. 

At which remark Mr. Wood only whistled. 

“ 1 have ask(Hl this here gentleman to pass this 
evening along with me. We ’vo been drinking 
together, Ma’am.” 

“That we have,” said Mr, Wood, looking at Mrs. 
Cat with the most perfect good-liuinor. 

“ I say, Ma’am, that we ’ve been a-drinking together ; 
and when we ’ve been a-drinking together, 1 say that a 
man is my friend. Dr. Wood is my friend. Madam — 
the Rev. Dr. Wood. We ’ve passed the evening in 
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eoTn|)any, talking about politics, Madam — politics and 
riddle-iddle-igion. WeVe not been flaunting in tea- 
gardens. and ogling the men.’’ 

^^Tt’s a lie!” shrieked Mrs. Hayes, ‘^1 went with 
Tom — you know I did : the boy would n’t let me rest 
till I ])romised to go.” 

“ Hang him, I hate him,” said Mr. Hayes : “ he ’s 
always in my way.” 

He ’s the only friend I have in the world, and the 
only being 1 care a pin for,” said Catherine. 

“ He ’s an ini])udent, idle, good-for-nothing scoundrel, 
and I ho])e to see him hanged ! ” shouted Mr. Hayes. 

And pray, Madam, wh('>8e carriage was that as you 
came home in ? I warrant you paid something for the 
ride.— Ha, ha!” 

“ Another lie ! ” screain(‘d Cat, and clutched hold of 
a suj)])er-knife. Say it again, John Hayes, and by 
, I ’ll do for you.” 

“ Do for me ? Hang me,” said Mr., Hayes, flourish- 
ing a stick, and peidVetly pot-valiant, do you think I 
care for a bastard and a ? ” 

He did not flnisli the sentence, for the woman ran 
at him like a savage, knife in liand. He bounded 
hack, flinging his arms about wildly, and struck her 
witli his staff sharply across the forehead. The 
woman wciit down instantly. A lucky blow was it 
for Hayc’S and her ; it saved him from death, perhaps, 
and her from murder. 

All this scene — a very important one of our drama 
— might have hcuni described at much greater length; 
but, in trutli, the author lias a natural horror of dwell- 
ing too long upon such hidi^ous spectacles: nor would 
the reader be much <‘difi('d by a full and accurate 
knowledge of what took place. The quarrel, how- 
ever, though not more violent than many that had 
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previously taken place between Hayes and his wife, 
was about to cause vast changes in the condition of 
this unhappy pair. 

Hayes was at the first moment of his victory very 
much alarmed ; he feared that he had killed the 
woman ; and Wood started up rather anxiously too, 
with the same fancy. But she soon b(*gan to recover. 
Water was brought ; her head was raised and bound 
upj. and in a short time Mrs. Catherine gave vent to 
a copious fit of tears, which relieved her somewhat. 
These did not atfect Hayes much —they rather 
pleased him, for he saw he had got the ])etter ; and 
although Cat fiercely turned upon him when he made 
some small attempt towards reconciliation, he did not 
heed her anger, but smih'd and winked in a self-satis- 
fied way at Wood. The coward was quite proud of 
his victory ; and finding Catherine asleep, or appar- 
ently so, when he followed her to b(‘d, .s])eedily gave 
himself up to. slum her too, and had some pleasant 
dreams to his portion. 

Mr. Wood also went sniggering and happy up stairs 
to his chamber. The (piarrel had been a real treat to 
him; it excited the old man — tickled him into good- 
humor ; and In* [)r()iiiised fiimself a rare continuation 
of the lun when Tom should be made acquainted with 
the circumstances of the dispute. As for his Excel- 
lency tin? Count, the ride from Marylcbone (fardens, 
and a tender squeeze of the hand which Catherine 
permitted to him on parting, had so infiamed the 
passions of tlie iioldeman, that after sleeping lor nine 
hours, and taking his chocolate as usual the next 
morning, he actually delayed to read tlie newspaper, 
and kept waiting a toy-shop lady from Cornhill (with 
the sweetest bargain of mechlin lace), iJi order to dis' 
course to his chaplain on the charms of Mrs. Hayes. 
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She, poor thing, never closed her lids, except when 
she would have had Mr. Hayes imagine that she 
slumbered ; but lay beside him, tossing and tumbling, 
with hot eyes wide open, and heart thumping, and 
pulse of a hundred and ten, and heard the heavy 
hours tolling ; and at last the day came peering, 
haggard, through the window-curtains, and found her 
still wakeful and wretched. 

Mrs. Hayes had never been, as we have seen, 
esijecially fond of her lord ; but now, as the day 
made visible to her the sleeping figure and counte- 
nance of that gentlciiiian, she looked at him with a 
contempt and loathing such as she had never felt 
even in all the years of her wedd(*d life. Mr. Playes 
was snoring profoundly : by his bedside, on his led- 
ger, stood a large greasy tin candlestick, containing a 
lank tallow-candle, turned down in the shaft ; and in 
the lower part, his keys, purse, and tobacco-pipe : his 
feet were huddled up in his greasy, threadbare 
clothes ; his head and half his sallow face muffled up 
in a red woollen nightcap; his board* was of several 
days’ growth ; his mouth was wide open, and he was 
snoring profoundly : on a more des})icable little crea- 
ture the sun nevcn* shone. * And to this sordid wretch 
was Catherine united forever. What a pretty rascal 
history might be read m yonder greasy day-book, 
which never left the miser ! — he never read in any 
other. Of what a treasure were yonder keys and 
purse the keepers ! not a shilling they guarded but 
was picked from the pocket of necessity, plundered 
from needy wantonness, or pitilessly squeezed from 
starvation. A fool, a miser, and a coward ! Wliy 
was [ bound to this wretch ? ” thought Catherine ; 

I, who am high-s])irited and beautiful (did not he 
tell me so ?) ; I, who, born a beggar, have raised my« 
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self to competence, and might have mounted — who 
knows whither? — if cursed fortune had not balked 
me I ” 

As Mrs. Cat did not utter these sentiments, but 
only thought them, we have a right to clothe her 
thouglits in tin* genteelest possible language ; and, to 
the best of our power, have done so. If the reader 
exaniiiH^s Mrs. Hayes’s train of reasoning, he will 
]iot, w(* should think, fail to perceive how ingeniously 
she managed to hx all the wrong upon her husband, 
and y(^t to twist out some consolatory arguments for 
her own vanity. This perverse argumentation we 
have all of us, no doubt, employcal in our time. How 
often have we — we j)oets, politicians, philosophers, 
family-men — found charming ex('uses for our own 
rascalities in the monstrous wickedness of the world 
about us ; how loudly have we abused the times and 
our neighbors ! All this devil’s logic did Mrs. Cath- 
erine, lying wakcTul in her bed on the night of the 
Marylebone fete, extort, in gloomy triumph. 

It must, liowe»ver, be confess(id, that nothing could 
be more just tluin Mrs. Hayes’s sense of her hus- 
bainrs scoundndism and meanness; for if we have 
not proved tlujse in the course of this history, we 
have proved nothing. Mrs. Cat had a shrewd, observ- 
ing mind ; and if she wanted for proofs against 
Hayes, she had but to look before and about her to 
find them. This amiable pair were lying in a large 
walnut-l)ed, witli faded silk furniture, which had been 
taken from und(T a respectable old invalid widow, 
who had become security for a prodigal son; the 
room was hung round with an antique tapestry (rep- 
resenting lveb(*c(*ii at the Well, Bathsheba Bathing, 
Judith and Holoferiu's, and other subjects from Holy 
Writ), which had been many score times sold'foi 
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in those accoininodatiiig bargains which he made 
with young gentlemen, who received fifty pounds of 
money and fifty of ta])estry in consideration of thqjr 
hundred-pound bills. Against this tapestry, and just 
cutting off Holofernes’s liead, stood an (iiiorinous 
ominous black clock, the s[>()il of some other usurious 
transaction. Sohk' chairs, and a dismal old black 
cabinet, comph'tcd the furniture of this fipartment: 
it wanted but a ghost to render its gloom complete. ^ 

Mrs. Hayes sat up in the bed sternly regarding her 
husband. ,Thero is, be sure, a strong magm‘tic influ- 
ence in wakeful eyes so examining a slee])iiig ]>erson 
(do not you, as a boy, remtunber waking of bright 
summer mornings and finding your niotlier looking 
over you ? had not tlie gaze of her tender eyes stolen 
into your sens(‘s long before you woke, and cast over 
your slumbering spirit a sweet sp('ll of peace, and 
love, and frt^sh-springing joy ?) Home su(;h influence 
had Catherine’s looks upon her husband . for, as he 
slept under tlnmi, the man bt‘gan to writhe about 
uneasily, and to burrow his liead in tlie pillow, and 
to utter f|uick, strange moans and cries, such as liave 
often jarred one’s ear while watching at the bed of 
the feverish slee]»er. It was just iijion six, and pres- 
ently the clock began to utt(‘r tliose dismal grinding 
sounds, which issue from (do(‘ks at such periods, and 
which sound like the death-rattle of tlie departing 
hour. Then the bell struck the knell of it ; 4iud with 
this Mr. Hayes awok(‘, and looked u]), and saw Cath- 
erine gazing at liini. 

Their eyes nu't fVir an instant, and Catherine turned 
away, burning red, and looking as if she had been 
caught in the commission of a crime. 

A kind of blank tiuTor seized upon old Hayes^S 
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soul : a horrible icy fear, and prcHentiment of comiug 
evil ; and yet the woman had but looked at him. He 
thouglit rapidly over the occurrences of the last night, 
the (juarrel, and the end of it. H(‘ luid often struck 
her before when angry, and heaped all kinds of bitter 
words u})on her ; but, in the morning, she bore no 
malice, and the previous cpiarr^d wus forgotten, or, 
at least, ])assed over. Why should the last night’s 
dispute not have the same end ? Hayes calculated 
all this, and tried to smile. 

hope we’re friends. Cat?” said he. ‘^You 
know 1 was in li(pior last niglit, and sadly put out 
by the loss of that fifty pound. They ’ll ruin me, 
dear — I know they will.” 

Mrs. Hayes did not answer. 

1 should like to see the country again, dear,” said 
he, in his most wheedling way. ’ve a mind, do you 
know, to (aill in all our money ! Tt ’s you who ’ve 
made every farthing of it, that's sure; and it’s a 
matter of two thousand pound by this time. Sup- 
}>ose we go intJO Warwicksliire, (kit, and buy a farm 
and live genteel. Shouldn’t you like to live a lady 
in your own (?(mnty again? How they’d stare at 
llirjiiingham ! hiiy, Cat?” 

And with this Mr, Hayes made a motion, as if he 
would seize his wife's hand, but she flung his back 
again. 

‘‘Coward ! ” said she, “you want liquor to give you 
courage,' and then you ’ve only heart enough to strike 
women.” 

“It was only in self-defence, my dear,” said Hayes, 
whose courage was all gone, “You tried, you know, 
to — to — ” 

“ To stab you ; and I wish 1 had ! ” said Mrs. Hayes, 
setting her teeth, and glaring at him like a demon; 
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and so saying she sprung out of bed. There was a 
gi*eat stain of blood on her pillow. Look at it/’ said 
she. That blood ’s of your shedding ! ” and at this 
Hayes fairly began to weep, so utterly downcast and 
frightened was the miserable man. The wretch’s tears 
only insj)ired his wife with a still greater rage and 
loatliing ; she cared not so much for the blow, but 
she hated the man : the man to whom she was tied 
forever — forever ! The bar between her and wealth, 
happiness, love, rank perhaps. ^^If I were free,” 
thought Mrs. Hayes (the thought had been sitting 
at her pillow all night, and whispering ceaselessly 
into her ear) — If I were free, Max would marry 
me ; I know he would ; — he said so yesterday ! ” 

As if by a kind of intuition, old Wood seemed to 
read all this woman’s thoughts ; for he said that day 
with a sneer, that he would wager she was thinking 
how much better it would be to bo a Count’s lady 
than a jjoor miser’s wife. ^^And faith,” said he, “a 
Count and a chariot-and-six is better than an old skin- 
flint with a cudgel.” And then he asked her if her 
head was better, and supposed that she was used to 
beating ; and cut sundry other jokes, which made the 
poor wretch’s wounds of mind and body feel a thou- 
sand times sorer. 

Tom, too, was made acquainted with the dispute, 
and swore his accustomed vengeance against his step- 
father. Such feelings, Wood, with a dexterous mal- 
ice, would never let n^st ; it was his joy, at first cpiite 
a disinterested one, to goad Catherine and to frighten 
Hayes ; though, in truth, that unfortunate creature 
had no occasion for iiiciteuumts from without to keep 
up the dreadful state of terror and depression into 
which he had fallen. 
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For, from the morning after the quarrel, the horri- 
ble words and looks of Catherine never left Hayeses 
memory ; but a cold fear followed him — a dreadful 
f rescience. He strove to overcome this fate as a 
coward would — to kneel to it for compassion — to 
coax and wheedle it into forgivent'ss. He was sla- 
vi silly gentle to Catherine, and bore her fierce taunts 
with mean ri'signation. Fie trembled before young 
Hillings, who was now established in the house (his 
mother said, to protect hvv against the violence of her 
husband), and suffered his brutal language and con- 
duct without venturing to resist. 

The young man and his mother lorded over the 
house: Hayes hardly dared to speak in their pres- 
ence ; seldom sat with the family exccqit at meals ; 
but slipped away to his chamber (he slept apart now 
from his wife) or passed the evening at the public- 
house, where he was constrained to drink — to spend 
some of his beloved sixpences for drink! 

And, of course, the neighbors began to say, “John 
Hayes neglects his wife.’’ “ He tyrannizes over her, 
and beats her.” “Always at the public-house, leav- 
ing an honest woman alone at home ! ” 

The unfortunate wretch did not hate his wife. He 
was used to her — fond of her as much as he could be 
fond — sighed to be friends with her again — repeat- 
edly would creep, whimpering, to Wood’s room, when 
the latter was alone, and beg him to bring about a 
reconciliation. They ivere reconciled, as much as ever 
they could be. The woman looked at him, thought 
what she might be but for him, and scorned and 
loathed him with a feeling that almost amounted to 
insanity. What nights she lay awake, weeping and 
cursing herself and him ! His humility and beseech- 
ing looks only made him more despicable and hateful 
to her. 
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If Hayes did not hate the mother, however, he 
hated the boy — hated and feared him dreadfully. 
He would have poisoned him if he had had the cour- 
age ; but he dared not : he dared not even look at him 
as he sat there, the master of the house, in insolent 
triumph. O God ! how the lad’s brutal laughter rung 
in Hayes’s ears ; and how the stare of his fierce, bold 
bla(*k eyes pursued him ! Of a truth, if Mr. Wood 
loved mischief, as he did, honestly and purely for 
mischief’s sake, he had enough here. There was 
mean malice, and fierce scorn, and black revenge, and 
sinful desire, boiling up in the hearts of these 
wretched x)Pople, enough to content Mr. Wood’s great 
master himself. 

Hayes’s business, as we have said, was nominally 
that of a carpenter ; but since, for the last few years, 
he had added to it that of a lender of money, the car- 
penter’s trade had been neglected altogether for one 
so much more profitable. Mrs. Hayes had exerted 
herself, witli much benefit to her husband, in his 
usurious business. She was a resolute, clear-sighted, 
keen woman, that did not love money, but loved to bo 
rich and push her way in the world. She would have 
nothing to do with the trade now, however, and told 
her husband to manage it himself. She felt that she 
was separated from him forever, and could no more 
be brought to consider her interests as connected with 
his own. 

The man was well fitted for the creeping and 
niggling of his dastardly trade; and gathered his 
moneys, and busied himself with his lawyer, and 
acted as his own book-keeper and clerk, not with- 
out satisfaction. His wife’s speculations, when they 
worked in concert, used often to frighten him. He 
never sent out his capital without a pang, and only 
because he dared not question her superior judgment 
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and will. He began now to lend no more : he could 
not let the money out of his sight. His sole pleasure 
was to creep up into his room, and count and recount 
in When Hillings came into the house, Hayes had 
taken a room next to tliat of Wood. Tt was a protec- 
tion to him : for Wood would often rebuke the lad 
for using Hayes ill : and both Catherine and Tom 
treated the old man with deference. 

At last — it was after he had collected a good 
deal of his money — Hayes began to reason with him- 
self, Why should I stay ? — stay to be insulted by 
that boy, or murdered by him ? He is ready for any 
crime. He determined to fly. He would send 
Catherine money every year. Ko — slie liad the fur- 
niture; let her let lodgings — that would support her. 
He would go, and live away, abroad in some cheap 
l)lace — awa}" from that boy and his horrible threats. 
The id(*a of frt^edom was jigreeable to the poor 
wretch ; and he began to wind up his affairs as 
quickly as he could. 

Hayes would now allow no one to make his bed or 
(‘nter his room; and Wood could hear him through 
the })anels fidgtdiug perpetually to and fro, opening 
and shutting of chests, and clinking of coin. At the 
least sound he would start up, and would go to 
Billings’s door and listen. AYood used to hear him 
creeping through the passages, and returning stealth- 
ily to his own chamber. 

One day the woman and her son had been angrily 
taunting him in the presence of a neighbor. The 
neighbor retired soon; and Hayes, who had gone 
with him to the door, heard, on returning, the voice 
of Wood in the parlor. The old man laughed in his 
usual saturnine way, and said, Have a care, Mrs. 
Cat ; for if Hayes were to di(' suddenly, by the laws, 
the neighbors would accuse tliee of his death.^’ 
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Hayes started as if he had been shot, He too is 
in the plot/’ thought he. *^They are all leagued 
against me : they will kill me : they are only biding 
their time.” Fear seized him, and he thought of flying 
that instant and leaving all ; and he stole into his room 
and gathered his money together. Bulf only a half of 
it was there ; in a few weeks all would have come in. 
He had not the heart to go. But that night Wood 
heard Hayes pause at his door, before lie went to lis- 
ten at Mrs. Catherine's. ‘ What is the man thinking 
of?” said Wood. ^^He is gathering his money to- 
gether. Has he a hoard yonder unknown to us all ? ” 
Wood thought he would watch him. There was a 
closet between the two rooms : Wood bored a hole in 
the panel, and peeped through. Hayes had a brace 
of pistols, and four or fiv^ little bags before him 
on the table. One of these he opened, and placed, 
one by one, flve-and-twt*nty guineas into it. Such a 
sum had been due that day — Catherine spoke of it 
only in the morning; for the debtor’s name had by 
chance been mentioned in the conversation. Hayes 
commonly kept but a few guineas in tlie house. For 
what was he amassing all these ? The next day, 
Wood asked for change for a twenty-pound bill. 
Hayes said he had but three guineas. And when 
asked by Catherine where the money was that was 
paid the day before, said that it was at the banker’s. 
‘^The man is going to fly,” said Wood; “that is sure : 
if he does, I know him — he will leave his wife with- 
out a shilling.” * 

He watched him for several days regularly : two or 
three more bags were added to the former number. 
“They are pretty things, guineas,” thought Wood, 
and tell no talcs, like bank-bills.” And he thought 
over the days when he and Macshane used to ride 
abroad in search of tlicih. 



CATHEIUNEj a stoby. 


205 


I don’t know what thoughts entered into Mr, 
Wood’s brain ; but the next day, after seeing young 
Billings, to whom he actually made a present of 
a guinea, that young man, in conversing with his 
mother, said, Do you know, mother, that if you were 
free, and married the Count, I should be a lord ? It ’s 
the German law, Mr. Wood says ; and you know he 
was in them countries with Marlborough.” 

“Ay, that he would,” said Mr. Wood, “in Ger- 
many ; but Germany is n’t England ; and it ’s no use 
talking of such things.” 

“Hush, child,” said Mrs. Hayes, quite eagerly: 
“how can I marry the Count ? Besides, a’n’t I mar- 
ried, and is n’t he too great a lord for me ? ” 

“ Too great a lord ? — not a whit, mother. If it 
was n’t for Hayes, I might be a lord now. He gave 
me five guineas only last week ; but curse the skin- 
flint who never will part with a shilling.” 

’“"“It ’s not so bad as his striking your mother, Tom. 
I had my stick up, and was ready to fell him t’ other 
night,” added Mr. Wood. And herewith he smiled, 
and looked steadily in Mrs. Catherine’s face. She 
dared not look again ; but she felt that the old man 
knew a secret that she had been trying to hide from 
herself. Fool ! he knew it ; and Hayes knew it 
dimly : and never, never, since that day of the gala, 
had it left her, sleeping or waking. When Hayes, 
in his fear, had proposed to sleep away from her, 
she started with joy: she had been afraid that she 
might talk in her sleep, and so let slip her horrible 
confession. 

Old Wood knew all her history since the period of 
the Marylebone fete. He had wormed it out of her, 
day by day; he had counselled her how to act; 
warned her not to yield ; to procure, at least, a cer 
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tain provision for her son, and a handsome settlement 
for herself, if she determined on quitting her hus- 
band. The old man looked on the business in a 
proper pliilosophioal light, told her bluntly that he 
saw she was bent upon going off with the Count, and 
bade her take precautions ; else she might be left as 
she had been before. 

Catherine denied all these charges ; but she saw 
the Count daily, notwithstanding, and took all the 
measures which Wood had recommended to her. 
They were very prudent ones. Galgenstein grew 
hourly more in love : never had he felt such a flame ; 
not in the best days of his youth ; not for the fairest 
princess, countess, or actress, from Vienna to Paris. 

At length — it was the night after he had seen 
Hayes counting his money-bags — old Wood spoke to 
Mrs. Hayes very seriously. “That husband of yours, 
Cat,” said he, “ meditates some treason ; ay, and 
fancies we are u,bout such. He listens nightly %t 
your door and at mine : he is going to leave you, be 
sure on ’t ; and if he leaves you, he leaves you to 
starve.” 

“I can be rich elsewhere,” said Mrs. Cat. 

“What, with Max?” • 

“ Ay, with Max : and why not ? ” said Mrs. J^ayes. 

“ Why not, fool ! Do you recollect Birmingham ? 
Do you think that Galgenstein, who is so tender now 
because he has m!t won you, will be faithful because 
he has? Psha, woman, men are not made so I Don^'t 
go to him until you are sure : if you were a widow 
now, he would marry you ; but never leave yourself 
at his mercy : if you were to leave your husband to 
go to him, he would desert you in a fortnight ! ” 

She might have been a Countess ! she knew she 
might, but for this cursed barrier between her and 
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her fortune. Wood knew what she was thinking of, 
and smiled grimly. 

Besides,” he continued, remember Tom. As sure 
as you leave Hayes without some security from Max, 
the boy^s ruined: he who might be a lord, if his 
mother had but — Psha ! never mind : that boy will 
go on the road, as sure as my name ’s Wood. He ’s a 
Turpin cock in his eye, my dear — a regular Tyburn 
look. He knows too many of that sort already ; and 
is too fond of a bottle and a girl to resist and be 
honest when it comes to the pinch.” 

It ’s all true,” said Mrs. Hayes. Tom ’s a high 
mettlesome fellow, and would no more mind a ride 
on Hounslow Heath than he does a walk now in the 
Mall.” 

Do you want him hanged, my dear ? ” said Wood- 
“ Ah, Doctor ! ” 

It is a pity, and that’s sure,” concluded Mr. 
Wood, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and closing 
this interesting conversation. It is a pity that that 
old skinflint should be in the way of both your for- 
tunes ; and he about to fling you over, too ! ” 

Mrs. Catherine retired musing, as Mr. Billings had 
previously done ; a sweet smile of contentment lighted 
up the venerable features of Dr. Wood, and he walked 
abroad into the streets as happy a fellow as any in 
London. 



CHAPTER XII. 


TREATS OF LOVE, AND FKEPAKES FOR DEATH. 

And to begin this chapter, we cannot do better than 
^juote a part of a letter from M. TAbbe O'Flaherty to 
Madame la Comtesse de X at Paris : — 

“ Madam, — The little Arouet de Voltaire, who hath 
come ‘ hither to take a turn in England/ as 1 see by the post 
of this morning, hath brought me a charming pacquet from 
your ladyship’s hands, which ought to render a reasonable 
man happy ; but, alas ! makes your slave miserable. 1 think 
of dear Paris (and something more dear than all Paris, of 
which, Madam, I may not venture to speak further) — I think 
of dear Paris, and find myself in this dismal Vitehally where, 
when the fog clears up, I can catch a glimpse of muddy 
Thames, and of that fatal palace which the kings of England 
have been obliged to exchange for your noble castle of St 
Germains, that stands so stately by silver Seine. Truly, no 
bad bargain. For my part, I would give my grand ambassa- 
dorial saloons, hangings, gildings, feasts, valets, ambassadors 
and all, for a bicoque in sight of the Thuilleries’ towers, or my 
little cell in the Irlandois, 

“ My last sheets have given you a pretty notion of our 
ambassador’s public doings : now for a pretty piece of private 
scandal respecting that great man. Figure to yourself, Ma- 
dam, his Excellency is ill love ; actually in love, talking day 
and night about a certain fair one whom he hath picked out of 
a gutter; who is well nigh forty years old ; who was his mistress 
when he was in England a captain of dragoons, some sixty, 
seventy, or a hundred years since; who hath had a son by 
him, moreover, a sprightly lad, apprentice to a tailor of emi- 
nence that has the honor of making his Excellency’s breeches. 
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** Since one fatal night when he met this fair creature at a 
certain place of publiqne resort, called Marylebone Gardens, 
onr Cyrus has been an altered creature. Love hath mastered 
this brainless ambassador, and his antics afford me food for 
perpetual mirth. He sits now opposite to me at a table in- 
diting a letter to his Catherine, and copying it from — what 
do you think ? — from the ‘ Grand Cyrus,’ ‘ I swear, Madam, 
that my happiness would be to offer you this hand, as I have my 
heart long ago, and I beg you to bear in mind this declaration.^ 
I have just dictated to him the above tender words; for our 
envoy, I need not tell you, is not strong at writing or 
thinking. 

‘‘ The fair Catherine, I must tell you, is no less than a car- 
penter’s wife, a well-to-do bourgeois, living at the Tyburn, or 
Gallows Road. She found out her ancient lover very soon 
after our arrival, and hath a marvellous hankering to be a 
count’s lady. A pretty little creature is this Madam Cathe- 
rine. Billets, breakfasts, pretty walks, presents of silks and 
satins, pass daily between the pair; but, strange to say, the 
lady is as virtuous as Diana, and hath resisted all my Count’s 
cajoleries hitherto. The poor fellow told me, with tears in 
his eyes, that he believed he should have carried her by storm 
on the very first night of their meeting, but that her son 
stepped into the way ; and he or somebody else hath been in 
the way ever since. Madam will never appear alone. I believe 
it is this wondrous chastity of the lady that has elicited this 
wondrous constancy of the gentleman. She is holding out for 
a settlement ; who knows if not for a marriage ? Her hus- 
band, she says, is ailing; her lover is fool enough, and she 
herself conducts her negotiations, as I must honestly own, 
with a pretty notion of diplomacy.” 


This is the only part of the reverend gentleman’s 
letter that directly affects this history. The rest 
contains some scand*al concerning greater personages 
about the court, a great share of abuse of the Elector 
of Hanover, and a pretty description of a boxing- 
match at Mr. Figg’s amphitheatre in Oxford Eoad, 
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where John Wells, of Edmnnd Bury (as by the papers 
may be seen), master of the noble science of self-de- 
fence, did engage with Edward Sutton, of Gravesend, 
master of the said science 5 and the issue of the 
combat. 

“ N. B.’* — adds the Father, in a postscript — “ Monsieur 
Figue gives a liat to he cudgelled for before the Master mount; 
and the whole of this fashionable information hath been given 
me by Monseigneur’s son, Monsieur Billings, gargon-iaiUevry 
Chevalier de Galgenstein.” 

Mr. Billings was, in fact, a frequent visitor at the 
Ambassador’s house; to whose presence he, by a 
general order, was always admitted. As for the con- 
nection between Mrs. Catherine and her former ad- 
mirer, the Abbe’s history of it is perfectly correct; 
nor can it be said that this wretched woman, whose 
tale now begins to wear a darker line, was, in any- 
thing but soul^ faithless to her husband. But she 
hated him, longed to leave him, and loved another : 
the end was corning quickly, and every one of our 
unknowing actors and actresses were to be implicated, 
more or h^ss, in the catastrojdie. 

It will be seen that Mrs. Cat had followed pretty 
closely the injunctions of Mr. Wood in regard to her 
dealings with the Count: who grew more heart- 
stricken and tender daily, as the completion of his 
wishes was delayed, and his desires goaded by con- 
tradiction. The Abbe has quoted one portion of a 
letter written by him ; here is the entire performance, 
extracted, as the holy father said, chiefly from the 
romance of the Grand Cyrus : — 

“ TJnhap'py Maximilian unto unjust CaikeriTUi* 

** Madam, — It must needs he that I love you better than 
ttuy ever did, since, notwithstanding your injustice in calling 
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me perfidious, I love you no less than I did before. On the 
contrary, my passion is so violent, and your unjust accusation 
makes me so sensible of it, that if you did but know the re- 
sentments of my soiile, you would confess yourselfe the most 
cniell and unjust woman in the world. You shall, ere long, 
Madam, see me at your feete ; and as you were my first pas- 
sion, so you will be my last. 

“ Oil my knees I will tell you, at the first handsom oppor- 
tunity, that the grandure of my passion can only be equalled 
by your beauty ; it hath driven me to such a fatall necessity, 
as that I cannot hide the miseiy which you have caused. 
Sure, the hostil goddes have, to plague me, ordayned that 
fatal marridge, by which you are Iwund to one so infinitely 
below you in degree. Were that bond of ill-omind Hymen 
cut in twayn witch binds you, I swear, Madam, that my 
happiniss woulde be to offer you this hande, as I have my 
harte long agoe. And I praye you to beare in miude this 
declaration, which I here sign with my hande, and witch I 
pray you may one day be called upon to ))rove the truth on. 
Beleave me. Madam, that there is none in the world who doth 
more honor to your vertue than m 3 'selfc, nor who wishes your 
happinesse with more zeal than — Maximilian. 

“ From my lodgings in Whitehall, this 25th of February. 
“To the incomjjarable Catherina, these with a scarlet satterh 
petticoat. 

The Count had debated about the sentence promis- 
ing marriage in event of Hayes’s death ; but the 
honest Abbe cut these scruples very short by saying, 
justly, that, because he wrote in that manner, there 
was no need for him to act so ; that he had better not 
sign and address the note in fi;ll ; and that he pre- 
sumed his Excellency was not quite so timid as to 
fancy that the woman would follow him all the way 
to Germany, when his diplomatic duties would be 
ended ; as they would soon. 

The receipt of this billet caused such a flush of joy 
and exultation to unhappy happy Mrs. Catherine, that 
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Wood did not fail to remark it, and speedily learned 
the contents of the letter. Wood had no need to bid 
the poor wretch guard it very carefully: it never 
from that day forth left her; it was her title of no- 
bility, — her pass to rank, wealth, happiness. She 
began to look down on her neighbors ; her manner to 
her husband grew more than ordinarily scornful; the 
poor, vain wretch longed to tell her secret, and to 
take her places openly in the world. She a countess, 
and Tom a count’s son! She felt that she should 
royally become the title ! 

About this time — and Hayes was very much 
frightened at the prevalence of the rumor — it sud- 
denly began to be bruited about in his quarter that 
he was going to quit the country. The story was in 
everybody’s mouth; people used to sneer, when he 
turned pale, and wept, and passionately denied it. 
It was said, too, that Mrs. Hayes was not his wife, 
but his mistress — everybody had this story, — his 
mistress, whom he treated most cruelly, and was 
about to desert. Tlie tale of the blow which had 
felled lier to tin* ground was known in all quarters. 
When he decla.r(‘d that the woman tried to stab him, 
nobody believed him : the women said he would have 
been served right if she had done so. How had 
these stories gone abroad ? Three days more, and 
I will fly,” thought Hayes ; and the world may say 
what it pleases.” 

Ay, fool, fly — away so swiftly that Fate cannot 
overtake thee: hide so cunningly that Death shall 
not find thy place of refuge I 



CHAPTER XIII. 


BEING A PREPARATION FOR THE END, 

The reader, doubtless, doth now partly under- 
stand what dark acts of conspiracy are beginning to 
gather around Mr. Hayes ; and possibly hath compre- 
hended — 

1. That if the rumor was universally credited 
which declared that Mrs. Catherine was only Hayeses 
mistress, and not his wife, 

She might, if she so inclined, marry another per- 
•lon; and thereby not injure her fame and excite 
wonderment, but actually add to her reputation. 

2. That if all the world did steadfastly believe that 
Mr. Hayes intended to desert this woman, after 
having cruelly maltreated her, 

The direction which his journey might take would 
be of no conserpience; and he might go to Highgate, 
to Edinburgh, to Constantinople, nay, down a well, 
and no soul would care to ask whither he had gone. 

These points Mr. Hayes had not considered duly. 
The latter case had been put to him and annoyed 
him, as we have seen ; the former had actually been 
pressed upon him by Mrs. Hayes herself; who, in 
almost the only communication she had had with him 
since their last quarrel, had asked him angrily, in the 
presence of Wood and her son, whether he had dared 
to utter such lies, and how it came to pass that the 
neighbors looked scornfully at her, and avoided her ? 
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To this charge Mr. Hayes pleaded, very meekly, 
that he was not guilty ; and young Billings, taking 
him by the collar, and clinching his fist in his face, 
swore a dreadful oath that he would have the life of 
him, if he dared abuse his mother. Mrs. Hayes then 
spoke of the general report abroad, that he was going 
to desert her ; which, if he attempted to do, Mr. Bil- 
lings vowed that he would follow him to Jerusalem, 
and have his blood. These threats, and the insolent 
language of young Billings, rather calmed Hayes 
than agitated him : he longed to be on liis journey 5 
but he began to ho2)e that no obstacle would be placed 
ill the way of it. For the first time since many days, 
he began to enjoy a feeling something akin to secur- 
ity, and could look with tolerable confidence towards 
a comfortable completion of his own schemes of 
treason. 

These points being duly settled, we are now ar- 
rived, 0 public, at a point for which the author’s soul 
hath been yearning ever since this history com- 
menced. We are now come, 0 critic, to a stage of 
the work when this tale begins to assume an appear- 
ance so interestingly horrific, that you must have a 
heart of stone if you are not interested by it. 0 can- 
did and discerning reader, who art sick of the h^e- 
ous scenes of brutal bloodshed which have of late 
come forth from pens of certain eminent wits,^ if you 
turn away disgusted from the book, remember that 
this passage hath not been written for you, or such 
as you, who have taste to know and hate the style in 
which it hath been composed ; but for the public, 
which hath no such taste: — for the public, which 
can patronize four different representations of Jack 
Sheppard, — for the public, \vhom its literary pro- 

^ i'his was writteu iu 1840. 
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viders have gorged with blood and foul Newgate gar* 
bage, — and to whom we poor creatures, humbly 
following at the tail of our great high-priests and 
prophets of the press, may, as in duty bound, offer 
some small gift of our own : a little mite truly, but 
given with good will. Come up, then, fair Catherine, 
and brave Count; — appear, gallant Brock, and fault- 
less Billings; — hasten hither, honest John Hayes; 
the former chapters are but flowers in which we have 
been decking you for the sacrifice. Ascend to the 
altar, ye innocent lambs, and prepare for the final 
act : lo ! the knife is sharpened, and the sacrificer 
ready! Stretch your throats, sweet ones, — for the 
public is thirsty, and must have blood! 



CHAPTEE THE LAST. 


That Mr. Hayes had some notion of the attach* 
ment of Monsieur de Galgenstein for his wife is very 
certain : the man could not but perceive that she was 
more gayly dressed, and more frequently absent than 
usual ; and must have been quite aware that from the 
day of the quarrel until the present period, Catherine 
had never ashed him for a shilling for the house 
expenses. He had not the heart to oifer, however; 
nor, in truth, did she seem to remember that money 
was due. 

She received, in fact, many sums from the tender 
Count. Tom was likewise liberally provided by the 
same personage; who was, moreover, continually 
sending presents of various kinds to the person on 
whom his affections were centred. 

One of these gifts was a hamper of choice mountain- 
wine, which had been some weeks in the house, and 
excited the longing of Mr. Hayes; who loved wine 
very much. This liquor was generally drank by 
Wood and Billings, who applauded it greatly; and 
many times, in passing through the back-parlor, which 
he had to traverse in order to reach the stair, Hayes 
had cast a tender eye towards the drink ; of which, 
had he dared, he would have partaken. 

On the 1st of March, in the year 1726, Mr. Hayes 
had gathered together almost the whole sum with 
which he intended to decamp; and having on that 
very day recovered the amount of a bill which he 
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thought almost hopeless, he returned home in toler- 
able good-humor ; and feeling, so near was his period 
of departure, something like security. Nobody had 
attempted the least violence on him; besides, he was 
armed with pistols, had his money in bills and a belt 
about his person, and really reasoned with himself 
that there was no danger for him to apprehend. 

He entered the house about dusk, at five o^clock. 
Mrs. Hayes was absent with Mr. Billings; only Mr, 
Wood was smoking, according to his wont, in the little 
bacik-parlor ; and as Mr. Hayes passed, the old gentle- 
man addr(\ss(id him in a friendly voice, and, wonder^ 
ing that he had been such a stranger, invited him to 
sit and take a glass of whi^. There was a light and a 
foreman in the shop; Mr. Hayes gave his injunctions 
to that person, and saw no objection to Mr. Wood^s 
invitation. 

The conversation, at first a little stiff between the 
two gentlemen, began speedily to grow more easy and 
confidential: and so particularly bland and good- 
humored was Mr. or Doctor Wood, that his companion 
was quite caught, and softened by the charm of his 
manner ; and the pair became as good friends as in 
the former days of their intercourse. 

I wish you would come down sometimes of even- 
ings,’’ quoth Doctor Wood; ‘‘for though no book- 
learned man, Mr. Hayes, look you, you are a man 
of the world, and I can’t abide the society of boys. 
There ’s Tom, now, since this tiff with Mrs. Cat, the 
scoundrel plays the Grand Turk here ! The pair of 
’em, betwixt them, have completely gotten the upper 
hand of you. Confess that you are beaten, Master 
Hayes, and don’t like the boy ? ” 

“No more I do,” said Hayes; “and that’s the 
truth on’t. A man doth not like to have his wife’s 



218 


OATHERINE: A STORY. 


sins flung in his face, nor to be perpetually bullied in 
his own house by such a fiery sprig as that.'' 

Mischief, sir, — mischief only,^' said Wood : is 

the fun of youth, sir, and will go off as age comes to 
the lad. Bad as you may think him — and he is as 
skittish and fierce, sure enough, as a young colt — 
there is good stuff in him; and though he hath, or 
fancies he hath, the right to abuse every one, by the 
Lord he will let none others do so ! Last week, now, 
didn’t he tell Mrs. Cat that you served her right m 
the last beating matter ? and were n’t they coming to 
knives, just as in your case ? By my faith, they were. 
Ay, and at the ^Braund’s Head,’ when some fellow 
said that you were a bloody Bluebeard, and would 
murder your wife, stab me if Tom was n’t up in an 
instant and knocked the fellow down for abusing 
of you ! ” 

The first of these stories was quite true ; the second 
was only a charitable invention of Mr. Wood, and em- 
ployed, doubtless, for tlie amiable purpose of bringing 
the old and young men together. The scheme par- 
tially succeeded ; for, though Hayes was not so far mol- 
lified towards Tom as to entertain any affection for a 
young man whom he had cordially detested over since 
he knew him, yet he felt more at ease and cheerful 
regarding himself : and surely not without reason. 
While indulging in these benevolent sentiments, Mrs. 
Catherine and her son arrived, and found, somewhat 
to their astonishment, Mr. Hayes seated in the back- 
parlor, as in former times ; and they were invited by 
Mr. Wood to sit down and drink. 

We have said that certain bottles of mountain-wine 
were presented by the Count to Mrs. Catherine : 
these were, at Mr. Wood’s suggestion, produced ; and 
Hayes, who had long been coveting them, was charmed 
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to have an opportunity to drink his fill. He forth- 
with began bragging of his great powers as a drinker, 
and vowed that he could manage eight bottles without 
becoming intoxicated. 

Mr. Wood grinned strangely, and looked in a pecu* 
liar way at Tom Billings, who grinned too. Mrs, 
Cat’s eyes were turned towards the ground 5 but hei 
face was deadly pale. 

The garty began drinking. Hayes kept up his 
reputation as a toper, and swallowed one, two, three 
bottles without wincing. He grew talkative and 
merry, and l)(*gan to sing songs and to cut Jokes ; at 
which Wood laughed hugely, and Billings after him. 
Mrs. Cat could not laiigli; but sat silent. What ailed 
her? Was she thinking of the Count? She had 
been with Max that day, and had promised him, for 
the iK'xt night at ten, an interview near his lodgings 
«lt Whitehall. It was the first time that she would 
see him alone. They were to meet (not a very cheer- 
ful place for a love-tryst) at St. Margaret’s church- 
yard, near Westminster Abbey. Of this, no doubt, 
Cat was thinking; but what could she mean by 
whispering to Wood, ‘‘No, no! for God’s sake, not 
to-night ! ” 

“ She means we are to have no more liquor,” said 
Wood to Mr. Hayes, who heard this sentence, and 
seemed rather alarmed. 

' “ That ’s it, — no more liquor,” said Catherine, 
eagerly; “you have had enough to-night. Go to bed, 
and lock your door, and sleep, Mr. Hayes.” 

“ But I say 1 ’ve not had enough to drink ! ” screamed 
Hayes ; “ I ’m good for five bottles more, and wager ( 
will drink them too.” 

“Done, for a guinea ! ” said Wood. 

“ Done, and done ! ” said Billings. 
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you quiet growled Hayes, scowling at the 
lad. I will drink what I please, and ask no counsel 
of yours.” And he muttered some more curses 
against young Billings, which showed what his feel- 
ings were towards his wife’s son; and which the 
latter, for a wonder, only received with a scornful 
smile, and a knowing look at Wood. 

Well! the five extra bottles were brought, and 
drank by Mr. Hay<is; and seasoned by many songs 
from the recueil of Mr. Thomas D’Urfey anil others. 
The chief part of the talk and meriiinent was on 
Hayes’s 'part; as, indeed, was natural, — for, while 
he drank bottle after bottle of wine, the other two 
gentlemen confined themselves to small beer, — both 
pleading illness as an excuse for their sobriety. 

And now might we depict, with much accuracy, the 
course of Mr. Hayes’s intoxication, as it rose from the 
merriment of tlie three-bottle point to the madness of 
the four — from the uproarious quarrelsomeness of 
the sixth bottle to the sickly stupidity of the seventh ; 
but we are desirous of bringing this tale to a conclu- 
sion, and must pretermit all consideration of a sub- 
ject so curious, so instructive, and so delightful. 
Suffice it to say, as a matter of history, that Mr. 
Hayes did actually drink seven bottles of mountain- 
wine; and that Mr. Thomas Billings went to the 

Braund’s Head,” in Bond Street, and imrchased 
another, which Hayes likewise drank. 

“ That ’ll do,” said Mr. Wood to young Billings ; 
and they led Hayes up to bed, whither, in truth, he 
was unable to walk himself. 

Mrs. Springatt, the lodger, came down to ask what 
the noise was. ’T is only Tom Billings making 
merry with some friends from the country,” answered 
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Mrs. Hayes; whereupon Springatt retired, and the 
house was quiet. 

Some scuffling and stamping was heard about 
eleven o'clock. 

After they had seen Mr. Hayes to bed, Billings re- 
membered that he had a parcel to carry to some 
person in the neighborhood of the Strand; and, as 
the night was remarkably fine, he and Mr. Wood 
agreed to walk together, and set forth accordingly. 

[Here TdIIowsu description of the Tiiamks at Midnight, in 
a line historical style ; with an account of Lambeth, West- 
minster, the Savoy, Baynard’s Castle, Arundel House, the 
Temple ; of Old London Bridge, with its twenty arches, “ on 
which be houses builded, so that it seeineth rather acontinuall 
street than a bridge ; ” of Bankside and the “ Globe and 
the “ Fortune ” Theatres; of the ferries across the river, and of 
the pirates who infest the same, — namely, tinklermen, peter- 
nien, hebbermen, trawlermen; of the fleet of barges that lay 
at the Savoy steps ; and of the long lines of slim wherries 
sleeping on the river-banks and basking and shining in the 
moonbeams. A combat on the river is described^ that takes 
place between the crews of a tinklernian^s boat and the water- 
bailiff’s. Shouting his war-cry, St. Mary Overy d la 
reBcousse ! the water-hail i If sprung at the throat of the 
tinklerman captain. The crews of both vessels, as if aware 
that the struggle of their chiefc would decide the contest, 
ceased hostilities, and awaited on their respective poops the 
issue of the death-shock. It was not long coming. Yield, 
dog ! ” said the water-bailiff. The tinklerman could not 
answer, — for his throat was grasped too tight in the iron 
clinch of the city champion ; but drawing Ms snickersnee, he 
plunged it seven times in the bailiffs chest ; still the lattei fell 
not. The death-rattle gurgled in the throat of his opponent ; 
his arms fell heavily to his side. Foot co fooL each standing 
at the side of his boat, stood the two brave men, — they were 
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both dead ! “ In the name of St. Clement Danes,” said the 
master, ** give way, my men ! ” and, thrusting forward his 
halberd (seven feet long, richly decorated with velvet and 
brass nails, and having the city arms, argent, a cross gules, and 
ill the first (quarter a dagger displayed of the second), he 
thrust the tinklerinaii^a boat away from his own ; and at once 
the bodies of llie captains plunged down, down, down, down 
in the nnfiithomable waters. 

After this follows another episode. Two masked ladies 
quarrel at the door of a tavern overlooking the Thames : they 
turn out to be Stella and Vanessa, who have followed Swift 
thither ; who is in the act of reading “ Gulliver’s Travels ” to 
Gay, Arbnthnot, Bolingbroke, and Pope. Two fellows are 
sitting shuddering under a doorway ; to one of them Torn 
Billings flung a six])enco He little knew that the names 
of those two young men were — Samuel Johnson and Richard 
Savage.'\ 



ANOTHER LAST CHAPTER. 


Mr. Hayes did not join the family the next day ; 
and it appears that the previous night’s reconciliation 
was not very durable ; for wlien Mrs. Springatt asked 
Wood for Hayes, Mr. Wood stated that Hayes had 
gone away without saying whither he was bound, or 
how long he might be absent. He only said, in rather 
a sulky tone, that he should probably pass the night 
at a friend’s house. For my part, I know of no 
friend he hath,” added Mr. Wood ; ‘^aiid pray Heaven 
that he may not think of deserting his poor wife, 
whom he hath beaten and ill-used so already ! ” 
In this prayer Mrs. Springatt joined ; and so these 
two worthy people parted. 

What business Billings was about cannot be said ; 
but he was this night bound towards Marylebone 
Fields, as he was the night before for the Strand 
and Westminster ; and, although the night was very 
stormy and rainy, as the pi^evious evening had been 
fine, old Wood good-naturedly resolved upon ac- 
companying liim ; and forth they sallied together. 

Mrs. Catherine, too, had her business, as we have 
seen ; but this was of a very delicate nature. At nine 
o’clock, she had an appointment with the Count ; and, 
faithfully, by that hour, had found her way to St. 
Margaret’s churchyard, near Westminster Abbey, 
where she awaited Monsieur de Galgenstein. 

The spot was convenient, being very lonely, and at 
the same time close to the Count’s lodgings at White- 
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His Excellency came, but somewhat after the 
hour; for, to say the truth, being a freethinker, he 
had the most firm belief in ghosts and demons, and 
did not care to pace a churchyard alone. He was 
comforted, therefore, when he saw a woman muffled 
in a cloak, who held out her hand to him at the gate, 
and said, “ Is that you ? ” He took her hand, — it 
was very clammy and cold; and at her desire he bade 
his confidential footman, who had attended him with 
a torch, to retire and leave him to himself. 

The torch-bearer retired, and left them tjuite in 
darkness; and the pair ent(n*ed the little cemetery, 
cautiously threading their way among the tombs. 
They sat down on one underneath a tree it seemed 
to be; the wind was very cold and its piteous howl- 
ing was the only noise that broke the silence of the 
place. Catherine’s teeth were chattering, for all her 
wraps ; and wlicn Max drew her close to liim, and en- 
circled her waist with one arm, and pressed her hand, 
she did not repulse him, but rather came close to him, 
and with her own damp fingers feebly returned his 
pressure. 

The poor thing was very wretched and weeping. 
She confided to Max the cause of her grief. She was 
alone in the world, — alone and penniless. Her hus- 
band had left her ; she had that very day received a 
letter trom him which confirmed all that she had sus- 
pected so long. He had left her, carried away all his 
property, and would not return 1 

If we say that a selfish joy filled the breast of 
Monsieur de Galgenstein, the reader will not be as- 
tonished, A heartless libertine, he felt glad at the 
prospect of Catherine’s ruin ; for he hoped that ne- 
cessity would make her his own. He clasped the 
poor thing to his heart, and vowed that he would re- 
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place tJie husband she had lost, and that his fortune 
should be hers. 

Will you replace him ? said she. 

“Yes, truly, in everything but the name, dear 
Catherine ; and when he dies, I swear you shall be 
Countess of Galgenstein.’’ 

“ Will you swear ? ” she cried, eagerly. 

“ By everything that is most sacred : were you free 
now, I would” (and here he swore a terrihc oath) 
“at once make you mine.” 

We have seen before that it cost Monsieur de Gal- 
genstein nothing to make these vows. Hayes was 
likely, too, to live as long as Catherine — as long, at 
least, as the Count’s connection with her ; but he was 
caught in his own snare. 

She took his hand and kissed it repeatedly, and 
bathed it in her tears, and pressed it to her bosom, 
“Max,” she said, “i am free/ Be mine, and I will 
love you as I have done for years and years.” 

Max started back. “ What, is he dead ? ” he said. 

“No, no, not dead : but he never was my husband.” 

He let go her hand, and, interrupting her, said 
sharply, “Indeed, Madam, if this carpenter never was 
your husband, I see no cause why I should be. If a 
lady, who hath been for twenty years the mistress of 
a miserable country boor, cannot find it in hej: heart 
to put up with the x>rt>t^ction of a nobleman — a 
sovereign’s representative — she may seek a husband 
elsewhere ! ” 

“I was no man’s mistress except yours,” sobbed 
Catherine, wringing her hands and sobbing wildly ; 
“ but, 0 Heaven ! I deserved this. Because I was a 
child, and you saw, and ruined and left me — because, 
in my sorrow and repentance, I wished to repair my 
crime, and was touched by that man’s love, and mar- 
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ried him — because he too deceives and leaves me — 
because, after loving you — madly loving you for 
twenty years — I will not now forfeit your respect, 
and degrade myself by yielding to your will, you too 
must scorn me! It is too much —too much — 0 
Heaven ! ” And the wretched woman fell back almost 
fainting. 

Max was almost frightened by this burst of sorrow 
on her part, and was coming forward to support her ; 
but she motioned him away, and taking from her 
bosom a letter, said, If it were light, you could see, 
Max, how cruelly I have been betrayed by that man 
who called himself my husband. Long before he 
married me, he was married to another. This woman 
is still living, he says; and he says he leaves me 
forever.” 

At this moment the moon, which had been hidden 
behind Westminster Abbey, rose above the vast black 
mass of that editioe, and poured a flood of silver light 
upon the little church of St. Margaret’s, and the spot 
where the lovers stood. Max was a little distance 
from Catherine, pacing gloomily up and down the 
flags. She remained at her old position at the tomb- 
stone under the tree, or pillar, as it seemed to be, as 
the moon got up. She was leaning against the pillar, 
and holding out to Max, with an arm beautifully 
white and rounded, the letter she had received from 
her husband: ^‘llead it. Max,” she said: ^‘I asked 
for light, and here is heaven’s own, by which you 
may read.” 

But Max did not come forward to receive it. On a 
sudden his face assumed a look of the most dreadful 
surprise and agony. He stood still, and stared with 
wild eyes starting from their sockets ; he stared up- 
wards, at a point seemingly above Catherine’s head. 
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At last he raised u]) his finger slowly, and said, 

Look, Cat — the head — the head ! ’’ Then uttering 
a horrible laugh, he fell down grovelling among the 
stones, gibbering and writhing in a fit of epilepsy. 

Catherine started forward and looked up. She had 
been standing against a post, not a tree — the moon 
was shining full on it now ; and on the summit, 
strangely distinct, and smiling ghastly, was a livid 
human head. 

The wretched woman fled — she dared look no 
more. And some hours afterwards, when, alarmed 
by the Count’s continued absence, his confidential 
servant came back to seek for him in the churchyard, 
he was found sitting on the flags, staring full at the 
head, and laughing, and talking to it wildly, and nod- 
ding at it. He was taken uj) a hopeless idiot, and so 
lived for years and years ; clanking the- chain, and 
moaning under the lash, and howling through long 
nights when the moon peered through the bars of his 
solitary cell, and he buried his face in the straw. 

There — the murder is out ! And having indulged 
himself in a chapter of the very finest writing, the 
author begs the attention of the British public towards 
it ; humbly conceiving that it possesses some of those 
peculiar merits which have rendered the fine writing 
in other chapters of the works of other authors so 
famous. 

Without bragging at all, let us just point out the 
chief claims of the above pleasing piece of composi-" 
tion. Ill the first place, it is perfectly stilted and 
unnatural; the dialogue and the sentiments being 
artfully arranged, so as to be as strong and majestic 
as possible. Our dear Cat is but a poor, illiterate 
country wench, who has come from cutting her hus 
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band^s throat ; aild yet, see ! she talks and looks like 
a tragedy princess, who is suffering iii the most virtu- 
ous blank verse. This is the proper end of fiction, 
and one of the greatest triumphs that a novelist can 
achieve : for to make people sympathize with virtue 
is a vulgar trick that any common fellow can do ; but 
it is not everybody who can take a scoundrel, and 
cause us to weej) and whimper over him as though he 
were a very saint. Give a young lady of five years old 
a skein of silk and a brace of netting-needles, and she 
will in a short time turn you out a decent silk purse 
— anybody can ; but try her with a sow’s ear, and see 
whether she can make a silk purse out of that. That 
is the work for your real great artist ; and pleasant 
it is to see how many have succeeded in these latter 
(fays. 

The subject is strictly historical, as any one may 
see by referring to the “ Daily Post ” of March 3, 1720, 
which contains the following paragraph : — 

“ Yesterday iiioniing, early, a man’s head, that by. the 
freshness of it seemed to have been newly cut oif from the 
body, having its (;wn hair on, was found by the river’s side, 
near Millbaidc, Westminster, and was afterwards exposed to 
public view in St Margaret’s Churchyard, where thousands of 
people have seen it ; but none could tell who the unhai>py 
person was, much leas who committed such a horrid and 
bari)arous action. There are various coTijectures relating to 
the deceased ; but there being nothing certain, we omit lliem. 
The head was much hacked and mangled in the cutting off.’’ 

The head which caused such an impression upon 
Monsieur do Galgenstciii was, indeed, once on the 
shoulders of Mr. John Hayes, who lost it under the 
following circumstances. We have seen how Mr. 
Hayes was induced to drink. Mr. Hayes having been 
encouraged in drinking the wiin*, and growing very 
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merry therewith, he sang and danced about the room; 
but his wife, fearing the quantity he had drunk would 
not have the wished-for effe(*.t on him, she sent away 
for another bottle, of which he drank also. This effec- 
tually answeivd their cxjMMdations ; and Mr. Hayes 
became thereby intoxicated, and dei)rived of his 
understanding. 

H(i, liowever, made shift tog(d> into the other room, 
and, throwing liinivSelf upon the bed, fell asleep ; 
upon which Mrs. Hayes reminded tliem of the affair 
in hand, and told thtnn that was the most proper 
juncture to linish the business. ^ 

Iling, ding, ding! the gloomy green curtain drops, 
the dramatis persons are duly disposed of, the nimble 
candh^-snuffcrs put out the lights, and the audience 
goeth pondering home. If tlie cyitic take the pains 
to ask why the author, who hath been so diffuse in 
describing the early and fabulous acts of Mrs. Cath- 
erine’s existenc.e, should so hurry off the catastrophe 
w^hcre a deal of the very finest writing might have 
been employed, Solomons replies that the “ ordinary 
narrative is far more (unphatic than any composition 
of his own could be, with all the rhetorical graces 
which he might employ. Mr. Aram’s trial, as taken 


1 The description of the murder and the execution of the cul- 
])rits, wliicli here follows in the original, was taken from tlie 
news])apt*rs of the day. Coming from such a source they have, as 
may be imagined, no literary merit whatever. Tlie details of the 
crime are simply horrible, without one touch of even that sort of 
romance wdiich sometimes gives a little dignity to murder. As 
such they precisely suited Mr. Thackc^av^s purpose at the time — 
which was to show the real manners and customs of the Sheppards 
and Turpins who were then tlie popular heroes of fiction Eut 
now-a-days there is no such purpose to serve, and therefore these 
too literal details arc omitted. 
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by the penny-a-liners of those days, hath always in- 
terested him more than the lengthened and poetical 
report which an eminent novelist has given of the 
same. Mr. Turpin’s adventures are more instructive 
and agreeable to him in the account of the Newgate 
riutarch, than in the learned Ainsworth’s Biographi- 
cal Dictionary.” And as he believes tliat the pro- 
fessional gentlemen who are employed to invest such 
heroes with the rewards that their great actions merit, 
will go through the ceremony of the grand cordon 
with much more accuracy and despatch than can be 
shown by the most distinguished amateur; in like 
manner he thinks that the history of such investitures 
should be written by people directly concerned, and 
not by admiring persons without, who must be 
ignorant of many of the secrets of Ketchcraft. We 
very much doubt ,if Milton himself could make a 
description of an execution half so horrible as the 
simple lines in the Daily Post ” of a hundred and 
ten years since, that now lies before us — herrlich 
wie am ersteu Tag,” — as bright and clean as on the 
day of publication. Think of it ! it has been read by 
Belinda at her toilet, scanned at Button’s ” and 

Will’s,” sneered at by wits, talked of in palaces 
and cottages, by a busy race in wigs, red heels, hoops, 
patches, and rags of all variety — a busy race that 
hath long since plunged and vanished in the un- 
fathomable gulf towards which we march so briskly. 

'Where are they ? “ Afflavit Deus ” — and they are 

gone ! Hark ! is not the same wind roaring still that 
shall sweep us down ? and yonder stands the composi- 
tor at his types who shall put up a pretty paragraph 
some day to say how, Yesterday^ at his house in 
Grosvenor Square,” or ^^At Botany Bay, universally 
regretted,” died So-and-so. Into what profound 
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moralities is the paragraph concerning Mrs, Cath- 
erine’s burning leading us! 

Ay, truly, and to that very point have we wished to 
come ; for, having finished our delectable meal, it be- 
hooves us to say a word or two by way of grace at its 
conclusion, and be heartily thankful that it is over. 
It has been the writer’s object carefully to exclude 
from his drama (except in two very insignificant in- 
stances — mere walking-gentlemen parts) any char- 
acters but those of scoundrels of the very highest 
degree. That he has not altogether failed in the 
object he had in view, is evident from some news- 
paper c-riticpies wliich he has the good fortune to 
see ; and which abuse the tale of Catlierine ” as one 
of the dullest, most vulgar, and immoral works ex- 
tant. It is highly gratifying to the author to find 
that such opinions are abroad, as they convince him 
that the taste for Newgate literature is on the wane, 
and that when the public critic has right down undis- 
guised immorality set before him, the honest creature 
is shocked at it, as he sliould be, and can declare his 
indignation in good round terras of abuse. The char- 
acters of the tale are immoral, and nq^ doubt of it ; 
but the writer hunddy hopes the end is not so. The 
public was, in our notion, dosed and poisoned by the 
prevailing style of literary practice, and it was neces- 
sary to administer some medicine that would produce 
a wholesome nausea, and afterwards bring about a 
more healthy habit. 

And thank Heaven, this effect has been produced in 
very many instances, and that the Catherine” 
cathartic has irated most efficaciously. The author 
has been pl(‘ased at the disgust which his work has 
excited, and has watched with benevolent carefulness 
t}u3 wry fpces that have been made by many of the 
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patients who have swallowed the dose. Solomons 
remembers,' at the establishment in Bircliin Lane 
where he had the honor of receiving his education, 
there used to be adiiiinistcn-ed to the boys a certain 
cough-medicine, which was so excessively agreeable 
that all the lads longed to have colds in order to par- 
take of the remedy. Some of our popular novelists 
have compounded their drugs in a similar way, and 
made them so palatable that a public, once healthy 
and honest, has been welliiigh poisoned by their 
wares. Solomons deties any one to say the like of 
himself — that his doses have been as pleasant as 
champagne, and his pills as sweet as barley-sugar ; — 
it has been his attempt to make vice to appear 
entirely vicious j and in those instancies wdiere he 
hath occasionally introduced something like virtue, to 
make the sham as evident as possible, and not allow 
the meanest capacity a single chance to mistake it. 

And what has been the consecpionce ? That whole- 
some nausea which it has been his good fortune to 
create wherever he has been allowed to practise in his 
humble circle. 

Has any (|ne thrown away a half {)enny worth of 
sympathy upon any person mentioned in this liistory ? 
Surely no. But abler and more famous men than 
Solomons have taken a different plan ; and it becomes 
every man in his vocation to cry out against such, and 
expose their errors as best he may. 

Laboring under such ideas, Mr. Isaac Solomons, 
junior, produced the romance of Mrs. Cat, and con- 
fesses himself completely happy to have brought it to 
a conclusion. His poem may be dull — ay, and prob- 
ably is. The great Blackrnore, the great Dennis, the 
great Sprat, the great Pomfret, not to mention great 
men of our own time — have they not also been dull^ 



CATHERINE: A STORY. 


283 


and had pretty reputations too ? Be it granted, 
Solomons is dull ; but don’t attack his morality ; he 
humbly submits that, in his poem, no man shall mis- 
take virtue for vice, no man shall allow a single senti- 
ment of pity or admiration to enter his bosom for any 
character of the piece; it being, from beginning to 
end, a scene of unmixed rascality performed by per- 
sons who never deviate into good feeling. And, al- 
though he doth not pretend to equal the great modern 
authors, whom he hath mentioned, in wit or descrip- 
tive powers; yet, in the point of moral, he meekly 
believes that he has been their superior ; feeling the 
greatest disgust for the characters he describes, and 
using his humble endeavor to cause the public also to 
hate them. 

Horsemonger Lane, January, 1840. 


THE END. 





